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"SHE HUNG FROM HIM OUTWARDS, OVERHANGING THE VOID TO THE

FULL EXTENT OF BOTH OF THEIR ARMS!"

[See page 10.)
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The Suffragette.

By FRANK SAVILE.

HE Suffragette stood on the

balcony of the hotel and

looked down at the glories of

Lakeland and said that it was

quite too beautiful for words.

The Mere Man beside her

cordially agreed, but then he was looking at

the Suffragette. Her cheeks were flushed,

her eyes sparkled, the sunlight was finding

out the very best places to start gold-mining

in her hair. He had seen her look animated

before, but then that was only the results of

talking, of which she did a good deal.

The Mere Man did not take so much

interest in her opinions as in herself. This

was weak of him, because the Suffragette

revelled in argument and did not like having

her theories perpetually deferred to. Oppo-

sition was the breath of her nostrils, and she

wanted to hear the Mere Man disagree with

her, if it were but only once.

At this particular moment, however, she

forgot her ideals and enjoyed the landscape.

After a fortnight's rain it was a cloudless day.

The Suffragette drew a long breath of satis-

faction.

" What's the mountain exactly opposite?"

she inquired. "The one with the great

spire of rock sticking out of it on the right ? "

" That's Eastdale Pyramid," said the Mere

Man. " The spire is the famous Eastdale

Pinnacle."

" I shall make Miss Jenner come with me

and climb that," announced the Suffragette.

" It looks quite interesting."

" The Pyramid or the Pinnacle ? " inquired

the Mere Man. She answered that of course

she meant the Pinnacle.

" The Pyramid is only a walk," she added,

contemptuously.

The Mere Man gave a little cough.

Vol. xxxW.â��1,

" I should very much like to take you up

the Pinnacle," he said, " but it has only been

climbed once."

" Take me ! " she repeated, and looked at

the Mere Man as if he were of the very

lowliest type of beetle. " Miss Jenner and I

can take ourselves, thank you ! "

The Mere Man smiled a trifle nervously.

" I'm very much afraid â� " he began.

She hastened to interrupt him.

" Do you think we can'tl " she demanded,

aggressively. " If a man has climbed itâ��

and I suppose it was a manâ��I feel it my

duty to demonstrate to you that a woman

can do likewise. I claim equality for the

sexesâ��in everything."

" But really "

" I may as well tell you, Mr. Marchmont,"

she announced, with crushing impressive-

ness, " that I have been in Switzerland. I

have been up the Jungfrau and the Breit-

horn. I don't think we are likely to find a

little English rock much of a difficulty after

that !"

" There is such a difference," explained

Marchmont, patiently. " Of course, I don't

doubt your abilities at all, but suchâ��such

experience is necessary for these peaks."

" Well," she allowed, graciously, " whatever

experience we want we must buy. At

present I only ask for one piece of informa-

tion. Shall we require a rope ? "

In spite of himself Marchmont smiled.

He thought of the Devil's Elbow, which had

to be traversed for fifteen yards by practically

hand-hold aloneâ��he had a swift mental

vision of Broken Gully and its surrounding

slabsâ��he remembered, with twinges in every

limb, the difficulties of the Great Chimney.

But with an effort he attuned his face to

gravity.
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CLAIM EQUALITY FOR THE SEXESâ��IN EVERYTHING."

" It would be entirely impossible without

a rope," he said, gently, and the Suffragette

nodded.

" I'll borrow one from the porter," she said,

complacently.

" You must at least allow me the privilege

of lending you one," he urged, and the

Suffragette, with offhand graciousness, was

pleased to accept. She even unbent a few

moments later, as he brought the eighty-foot

coil and hung it upon her shoulder.

" I dare say there, will be time for another

walk when we get down," she suggested.

" Perhaps you'll show me another climb after

lunch, Mr. Marchmont? This morning

Miss Jenner and I

have determined to

conquer the Pin-

nacle entirely by

ourselves."

Miss Jenner

nodded vigorously.

She was a lady of

massive build and

determined coun-

tenance.

"Entirely by

ourselves," she

echoed, and, with-

out further com-

ment, led the way

down the path

which pointed the

way towards the

Pyramid and its

famous pillar of

crag.

As the two ladies

disappeared a man

strolled out through

the French win-

dows of a near-by

room, contentedly

puffing at a very

large pipe.

" Why aren't you

dancing attend-

ance, my boy ? " he

asked. " I'm quite

contented to be

deserted by nowâ��

these weeks of rain

have quite inured

me to it. Don't

let any false

notions of friend-

ship stand between

you and your

heart's desire."

Marchmont stared back, a little sheepishly.

" My escort has been declined," he

replied.

The other laughed.

" Hence this hang-dog air," he chuckled.

" Well, it's an ill wind that blows nobody

good. What about having a try at that new

route up the north face of Evale Head which

we talked of ? "

Marchmont hesitated.

" I wonder if you'd mind if weâ��didn't?"

he said, at last.

" Just as you like. Shall we have another

go at the Pinnacle ? I've a sort of idea

there's a way we didn't quite explore
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Marchmont interrupted with a gesture and

a rueful grin.

" The Pinnacle's booked ! " he announced.

His friend's eyes opened in wonder.

" No-o-o ! " he cried, in amazement. " I

didn't think there were six other men in

Great Britain fit and willing for the job. By

Jove ! I'd like to see them at it."

" So would Iâ��from a certain distance,"

agreed Marchmont. " But I dare not be

seen watching. These aren't men. They

are Miss Campbell and Miss Jenner."

If the other had been amazed before, this

time he was stupefied. His eyes grew round

â��he gaspedâ��finally he dropped upon a

chair and shouted in the throes of poignant

mirth. He rocked himself to and fro.

" You, John Marchmont, the acknowledged

top-line man of the Climbers' Club, have

actually allowed two ignorant women to go

andâ��andâ��scrabble at the foot of Eastdale

Pinnacle without warning them of what they

were up against ? "

Marchmont made a comical gesture of

resignation.

" My dear Childers," he said, "you haven't

been privileged to hear as much of their

opinions as I have. Opposition would only

have goaded them to further effort. But I

think it would be only â�� only humane to

watch them and make sure that they come

to no harm."

Childers grinned again.

" I quite understand your deplorable case,"

he said. " Not content with what you see of

Miss Campbell at close quarters you must eye

her adoringly from afar. Let us take glasses

and climb to a suitable niche on the Cow's

Mouth. We shall be within half a mile of the

Pinnacle, and can see without being seen."

Armed with binoculars, the two friends

strolled out to gain their watch-tower unseen.

Meanwhile, in Broken Gully, the two ladies

were finding matters rather beyond the scope

of their Swiss experiences. To be led up

the more or less uneventful footholds of the

snow-slopes on the easier Alps by experienced

guides is in no way comparable to finding a

way up perpendicular crags in Lakeland on

your own initiative. Miss Jenner was eyeing

the ascent above her with much distaste.

"This must be a mistake, my dear," she

decided. " No one but a goat or a cat could

surmount these precipices."

Her companion shook her head ruefully.

" No," she said. " The other side posi-

tively overhangs. It's here or nowhere."

She examined the prospect carefully. For

about a hundred feet above her head the

gully narrowed gradually into a neck, from

which a sheer face of rock sprang up un-

broken by any terrace. It terminated far up

the Pinnacle under an overhanging cliff which

apparently put an absolute stop on all farther

progress. But her eye travelled on to note

that a tiny series of ledges ran horizontally

across a huge buttress and ended under a

dark slit in the stone.

She was looking, if she had known it, at

the famous "Marchmont" traverse, so called

after her friend of the hotel, the first climber

of the Pinnacle, while the shadowed groove

above it was the equally famous Great

Chimney, which led, by sensational develop-

ments, to the slope immediately below the

summit. Outside it, guarding its depths of

gloom like a giant sentry, was a huge natural

pillar which had been detached from the

parent rock by stress of centuries of ice and

storm. It was this last which caught Miss

Jenner's eye.

" That great obelisk doesn't look any too

safe to me" she remarked. " What's to

prevent a gust of wind toppling it over?"

Miss Campbell laughed.

" I expect as it's lived through all the

winter storms it isn't likely to be upset by a

June breeze," she answered. " Anyway, the

first thing is to get up to the head of this

Gully."

They did it slowly, with many pants and

protests from Miss Jenner, who was hoisted

from foothold to foothold by her companion's

restless energy alone. But at the end of an

hour's work they found themselves confront-

ing the cliff face withâ��on Miss Jenner's part,

at any rateâ��frank incredulity that any human

foot had won a way up it.

" My dear Lilias," she declared, " we have

taken two hours to reach what is apparently

the mere beginning of this adventure. Lunch

is at one. It is now half-past eleven. These

facts speak for themselves. Let us imme-

diately make our way home again."

But youth would be served.

" On no account," cried the optimist.

" Nothing would induce me to meet Mr.

Childers or Mr. Marchmont under a cloud

of defeat. I begin, too, to see my way.

Here and there, if you look carefully, there

are crevices. I shall tie the rope round my

waist. When I have got up to that tiny

platform, about sixty feet above us, I will

knot some loops, let them down to you, and

you will join me easily "

She reached up as she spoke, and caught

at a crevice. She found foothold and moved

on a couple of feet higher. Her head
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was good and her eye for grips instinctive.

Rapidly she worked her way from hold to

hold, and within ten minutes was able to

look down upon her friend from the vantage

she had mentioned.

But neither persuasions nor threats would

induce Miss Jenner to brave further perils.

" Come down, my dear," she urged. " I

am getting exceedingly hungry."

" If lunch is dearer to you than your self-

respect, pray go and eat it," said Miss

Campbell, rather tartly. "I am going to

carry out my intention."

Miss Jenner groaned and sat down. It

was suddenly borne in upon her that she was

as unable to descend from her present

position without her companion's help as she

had been to reach it. She watched Lilias's

progress with resentful eyes.

The girl was divesting herself of the rope

and tying it to a handy spike of rock. Then,

with a little ironic wave of her hand to the

watcher below, she left her position of safety

and climbed out upon the crags.

As Miss Jenner watched, her cheeks went

whiter and whiter and her breath came in

little gasps, for there was no doubt that

Lilias was taking risksâ��risks which might

have meant little to an expert, but which for

a tyro at every step involved something like

a nodding acquaintance with Death.

The girl seemed possessed by a sort of

demon of recklessness. She swung from

ledge to ledge with quick, lithe movements

which took Chance for her ally rather than

for a possible enemy. The tiniest hand-hold

sufficed her. She wormed her slim fingers

into crevices which the clumsier hands of a

man would have found impenetrable. She

poised her shoes on ledges which to the hob-

nails of a professional climber would have

refused the slightest support. Creeping,

swinging at times by hand-hold alone,

balanced, as it seemed, on a single foot, she

crept from hold to hold, her eyes ever strain-

ing upwards, her whole brain intent on

ascending, without a thought for what lay

below. At last, with hands which bled from

more than one cut, she gripped and swung

herself upon the last ledge below the over-

hanging cornice of stone

She looked down.

As she did so a sudden spasm of fear

gripped her. Her lips went dryâ��a sort of

huskiness caught at her throat.

Had she really scaled that crag which fell

away sheer from her feet to the broken slabs

below ? Where could she have found foot-

hold ? Where, in Heaven's name, was she

going to find it for her descent? For a

moment she tottered on the edge of panic.

And then the sound of a voice reached

herâ��a voice which banished panic and left

in its place defiance. Two figures were

hastening up the Gully, and were nearly at

Miss Jenner's side. It was Marchmont who

hailed her.

" Miss Campbell! Miss Campbell! For

goodness' sake remain where you are till we

join you!"

She stared down the couple of hundred

feet which separated them. Then she gave

a queer little laugh.

" Why ? " she demanded, curtly.

" Because what you are attempting is sheer

madness. Eastdale Pinnacle is impossible

for a single climber without a rope. We

have proved itâ��Childers and I."

" Oh, you have proved it ? "

She laughed again.

" Then I am going to prove the contrary,

Mr. Marchmont. But don't let me make

you late for lunch. I'll tell you all about it

later. Au revoir I "

She waved her hand and turned to the

ledges again. Her heart throbbed mightily

in her breast, her fingers trembled a little.

There was a queer singing in her ears, but

she paid no attention to further shouts from

below. Fiercely she told herself that she

would not be dictated toâ��that if harm befell

her it would lie at the door of Marchmont's

interference. She would go on !

Marchmont groaned. He saw that this

matter was going to make a breach between

him and the object of his adoration, but he

saw also very plainly where his duty lay.

Without further argument he and Childers

sprang at the cliff.

Miss Jenner protested loudly. Miss

Campbell was in no need of their assist-

ance, she declared, while she herself was.

She demanded to be conducted down.

They hesitated. Then Childers, with a

half-glance at his friend, suddenly turned

and offered her his support. Marchmont

returned the glance gratefully and swung on

up the ledges, while Miss Jenner was care-

fully piloted into safety.

By the time Childers had escorted his

charge into the valley both the climbers were

out of sight. They had passed round the

Elbow, traversing below the overhanging

cornice to gain the Chimney.

Childers hastened in pursuit. He left

Miss Jenner exasperatedly conscious that the

prospect of lunch was becoming more and

more a fleeting one. But her conscience was
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too much for even

the pangs of

hunger. She could

not leave un-

assured of her

friend's safety.

How L i 1 i a s

Campbell passed

from ledge to ledge

across that awful

fifty feet of crag

neither she nor

those who are more

competent to jud^e

will ever know.

She herself is of

the opinion that

pure rage both

goaded and guided

herâ��rage at the

prospect of a defeat

which had now

become a certainty.

For her powers

were failing â�� she

could feel that in

every fibre of her

being. For the

moment the stimu-

lation of pursuit

and wrath carried

her through peril

after peril, but her

physical force was

being spent.

As she crawled

on to the last ledge

and crept into the

shadow of the

Great Chimney

she knew herself

beaten. The beat-

ing of her heart

deafened her. And then, close by as

it seemed, she heard an exclamation of

relief. Not thirty yards away March-

mont was hauling himself over the edge

of the Elbow, and had given voice to his

thankfulness at seeing her. She got un-

steadily upon her feetâ��she did not look

downâ��that was beyond her now ; but she

stared up the great groove in the cliff above

her. Automatically, as it were, she searched

for and found a grip and swung herself up

wearily a couple of feet.

His voice came to her again in anguished

protest. She set her lips and paid it no

attention. She reached for another hand-

hold, found it, and rose a further yard.

SHK STAKED DOWN THE COUPLE OF HUNDRED FEET WHICH SEPARATED THEM.

Suddenly she realized that a series of tiny

ledges, almost like steps, ran up the guarding

pinnacle of rock in front of the Chimney.

The great pillar stood so close and so

parallel to the cliff that its topmost point

nearly touched it. It came upon her almost

as an inspiration to leave the Chimney and

trust herself to the Pinnacle. A crevice was

in the rock within reach of its summit. Here,

after gaining forty or fifty feet by scaling that

convenient stair, she could swing herself back

into the rift again.

No sooner thought of than done. She

stepped firmly on to the lowest ledge.

Was it her fancyâ��did it stir under her

foot ?
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She hesitated, persuaded herself that her

imagination alone had frightened her, and

scrambled lightly from ledge to ledge.

And then, loudly, almost shriekingly, came

Marchmont's warning.

" Get back ! " he yelled. " For Heaven's

sake get back on to the rock !"

There was something arresting in the

agony of his cry. She half halted, looked

down, and saw what she knew no imagina-

tion could figure. The great stone was

rocking on its pedestal !

She gave a cry and reached back instinc-

tively towards the cliff. She heard a grinding

noise and at the same time saw Marchmont

mm

HER WEIGHT HUNG FROM HER HANDS ALONE,

haul himself with almost superhuman effort

off the ledges below into the narrows of the

rift. And the grinding noise grew louder.

Her feet slipped from off the unsteady hold

upon the stone.

She shrieked again and gripped a tiny

ledge. Foothold was gone ; strive desperately

as she would her weight hung from her hands

alone.

And then, with a thunderous roar, the huge

obelisk toppled from its base and fell over,

smashing down upon the cliff the whole of its

hundreds of tons of solid stone, passing across

the face of it as a plane passes over a plank,

wiping out every ledge and crevice in the

destroying impact of its fall!

As it reached the slabs below

it burst as a bomb - shell

bursts, its flying fragments

whizzing out into space as

shrapnel flies from the shell.

The thunders of its passing

were tossed from hill to hill

by a hundred mocking

echoes.

The blackness of night

fell over Lilias's eyes. She

clung savagely, desperately

to her hold, but life, for her

â��every beat of her heart

hammered the knowledge

into her ears â�� must be

ended. A few moments

more of desperate clinging

â��time to breathe a prayer

â��time to fling back one

wild longing for the life

which was slipping from her

with each second's passing,

and then the end. Her

cramped fingers would relax,

and she would fall down,

down, downâ��into eternity!

A tiny sob escaped herâ��a

sob which merged in a cry

of startled wonder and

incredulous relief.

For a hand had grasped

her ankle and was support-

ing it. Gently but firmly

her foot was moved, pressed

into a crevice, and then re-

linquished. The agonizing

pressure on her hands ceased.

She opened her eyes.

Marchmont was clinging to

the outer edge of the

Chimney at her side.

There was none of the
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deferential admirer about him now. His

grey eyes were hard with determination, his

lips grim and set. Even his voice, when it

came, was filled with tones of masteryâ��of

command.

" Grip my shoulder with one handâ��so ! "

he ordered, and she meekly did as she was

told. " Now put your other arm about my

neckâ��so ! " he continued, and she obeyed.

He took her hands in one of his and drew

them together across his chest. He shook

his shoulders with a sort of tentative motion,

as if to settle her weight upon them.

" Hold tight ! " he cried, warningly, and

then drew a deep breath. His hand shot

out to and caught a projecting point within

the great rift. His foot moved into a crevice.

He hung for a moment in his newly-gained

position, again took breath, and then seemed

almost to leap into the shadowed hollow of

the Chimney. There was a shock as he

landed, and a wild, breath-catching moment

as he fought to get his balance. Then his

arm slipped back between his body and hers

and gripped her waist.

She opened her eyes. She was held tightly

to him, and they were standing on the smooth

surface of a boulder which had fallen into

the narrows of the Chimney and become

wedged. Below them was emptiness ! Above

them a smoothed wall ! Not a ledge, not a

cranny remained ! The great pillar had

planed every hand-hold and foot-hold away

in its fall.

For a minute she did not speak. She

clung to him, panting, conscious in her close-

ness of the great pulses which effort had set

astir in his body, for he was panting, tooâ��

the great gasps of a strong man overtaxed.

Suddenly, overpoweringly, she realized what

she had doneâ��what her reckless pride was

responsible for. And realization wrung from

her a cry of self-reproach.

"What can I sayâ��what can I say?" she

moaned.

She felt a throb pass through him. It

seemed as if he held her tighter still. She

looked searchinaly into his eyes, and they

answered hers with a smile.

"Things might be so much worseâ��so very

much," he said, gently. " I might be below

and you hereâ��alone ! "

" No ! " she cried. " No ! I wish I had

been killed- as I deserve to be."

Again she felt his grip tighten about her

and the quickening of his breath. But his

voice was levi-1 and unfaltering as before.

" Lilias," he said, quietly, and a strange

feeling thrilled her at this sudden intimate

Vol. xxxvi.â��2.

use of the name, " we have not very long

hereâ��you and I. You have seen that, have

you not? The way of escape is gone. Can

you face thatâ��bravely ? "

In spite of herself she gave a little shudder.

Then, suddenly, she looked up at him, and

this time without a quiver of her lips.

" I can face it," she answered. " Yesâ��I

can face itâ��with you I "

His hand went up in a quick, caressing

gesture to touch her hair. His face bent to

hers.

"And if it had not been for this?" he

asked, anxiously. " If we had gone back to

safetyâ��to life ? "

She gave a strange, choking litttle laugh.

" I should never have held out against

you," she whispered. " It was the very

knowledge of your power to make me love

you that drove me toâ��to try to defy you."

Tenderly he bent and kissed her.

" My darling ! " he murmured, passionately.

" My darling ! "

There was no reserve in the completeness

of her surrender. She offered the answer of

her lips willingly to his. And then, as if

calling upon some new - found source of

strength, she turned and looked down.

Up through two hundred feet of void

Death itself stared back from the cruel rocks

below. But there was no flinching in her

glance ; her voice was firm.

"And it will beâ��when?" she asked her

lover, quietly.

"As Cod wills," he answered, gravely.

" A couple of hoursâ��perhaps threeâ��and

my strength must fail. And so the end,

dearestâ��the end together."

And then a strange quiet fell between

themâ��that merciful dulling of sensation

which some unprobed whim of Nature seems

to offer to those against whom she has poised

her sword. They spoke, indeed, but at long

intervals and in queer, half uttered phrases,

as if, in their nearness to each other and to

death, thought passed without the fully

spoken word. One hour two hours went by.

Horror was over, apathy had come.

Suddenly, as if some invisible agency had

muttered in his ear, Marchmont strung him-

self to attention. What had moved--what

had clattered by his cheek ?

A pebble? Yes, a pebble. There came

another and another. Something stirred

above themâ��something was rapping against

the rocks â�� something was sliding into

view.

Something? Aye, a rope !

Marchmont rubbed his eyes. It came
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from above, this thing. How was that

possibleâ��how ?

And then the explanation rushed into his

mind. Childers ! Was there another way

up the Pinnacle ? Had not his friend always

vowed, even that very morning, that they

had not sufficiently explored the north front ?

So here was proof of his argumentâ��proof

beyond a doubt. But he would not be

able to triumph over his comrade. No.

Marchmont smiled a grim little smile. Why ?

Because, though it dangled a tantalizing six

feet away, the rope was out of reach. The

cornice above them overhung !

A little breeze sighed up from the south.

The rope blew gently inwards. It swayed

up to within a couple of feet of them, and

swung back. To and fro it was tossed, and

with it hope and fear rose and fell as the

man and the woman saw it play, as it were,

with their very lives. They panted ; they

stretched their hands painfully into space.

And each time their fingers reached â��

nothing. A hundred times they tempted

Fate and Fate eluded them.

Then, with a sudden gesture which seemed

to imply a finality of decision, Marchmont

drew back. Gently but firmly he took Lilias

by the shoulders and altered her position till

she stood behind him.

She looked up at him wonderingly, and

with a dawning sense of fear.

" What is it ? " she asked. " What are you

going to do ? "

He bent ; he kissed her again and again.

" I'm going to trust in God," he said,

solemnly. " I'm going to jump !" She

gave a cry of protest.

" No ! " she sobbed. " I couldn't bear it

if you missed ! I couldn't bear to meet the

end alone !"

Steadily but unhesitatingly he pushed her-

back. The light of resolve burned in his

eyesâ��he poised himself for the effort.

She cried out again. She flung out her

arms, and thenâ��she slipped ! In a flash the

effort of his purpose to leap was changed into

the still more urgent desire to save her. One

of his hands snatched at the rockâ��the other

at her shoulder.

He only half gripped it. His fingers slid

from it, passed her elbow, and locked about

her wrist. She hung from him outwards,

overhanging the void to the full extent of

both of their arms !

And then, as if some well â�  regulated

machinery timed it, the breeze swung up

the ropeâ��swung it up into the fingers of her

other handâ��fingers which had been seeking

a vain support in the empty air ! He drew

her back still clutching itâ��drew her back to

life itselfâ��to all that life and love could

bring.

An hour later a small group stood at the

foot of the Gully. Miss Jenner was holding

what might almost be termed a court of

inquiry.

" I scarcely know which to blame most,"

she decided, wrathfully. " You, Lilias, for

your insane recklessness, or you, Mr.

Marchmont, for promoting such an expedi-

tion without explaining its risks ! "

Marchmont shrugged his shoulders. There

had already been much explanation which

had left the indignant lady entirely un-

convinced.

" I didn't expect her to attempt the climb

â��seriously," he said.

" Seriously !" Miss Jenner's voice was

shrill with anger. " All I know is that her

conduct was serious enough to keep me six

hours without lunch ! "

The three looked at one anotherâ��Lilias,

Marchmont, Childers. The knowledge of

what the last hours had held for all threeâ��

the perilsâ��the ever-present spectre of tragedy

â�� the supreme efforts by which safety had

been wonâ��all recurred to them with poignant

force in the face of this anti-climax. Miss

Jenner had lost her lunch !

In spite of themselves they smiled. The

smile became a titter â�� broadened into

a laugh. For a full minute they shook half

hysterically. Miss Jenner did not share

their mirth.

" I see no joke ! " she informed them, dis-

dainfully.

Marchmont pulled himself together. He

made a little deprecatory gesture.

" Nor I," he answered, humbly. " But I

can promise you this. Miss Jennerâ��I'll never

let Lilias do it again."

Miss Jenner's contempt became a sort of

stupefaction.

" Youâ��won'tâ��letâ�� her ! " she thundered.

With a comical air of resignation and

surrender Lilias laid her hand upon her

lover's arm.

" Do you know, dear," she said, smiling

into the face of her indignant friend, " I'm

almost afraid he won't!"
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J Y first substantial success at the

old Court Theatre was " New

Men and Old Acres," by Tom

Taylor and A. W. Dubourg,and

produced on December 2nd,

1876. The leading parts were

admirably portrayed by Miss Ellen Terry and

her then future husband,

Charles Kelly. I "played

the small part of Mr. Vava-

sour, an old country squire.

A somewhat funny incident

occurred during the run of

this play. In those days

I was always accompanied

by a favourite and beautiful

old collie called Smut,

which I took to rehearsals.

It followed me everywhere

â��even on to the stage,

and Tom Taylor begged

that I would let it accom

pany me during the actual

performance of the play.

I demurred at first, having

an objection to animals on

the stage, but eventually

gave way to the author's

wishes. Night after night

Smut performed his part

in an admirable and irre-

proachable manner, lying

down at my feet while I

sat under a tree taking

part in a duologue with

one of the characters.

On a hot, sultry night in

July, however (for the play

enjoyed an exceptionally

long run), Smut became

bored, thinking, no doubt,

that the play had had its

day, and that it was now

the dog's turn. He advanced quite quietly

to the centre of the stage with, an almost

managerial sense of his own importance, sat

down in a dignified manner on his haunches,

and yawned in full view of the audience with

the sublime indifference of a dramatic critic.

The audience were naturally amused, and,

HE VAWNEP IN FULL VIEW OF THE AUDIENCE.
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encouraged by the success of his unconscious

efforts, Smut went from bad to worse by

snapping up a passing fly, which he swallowed

with the enjoyment of a gourmet, inevitably

spoiling the quiet scene on which we were

engaged.

This terminated his engagement as an

actor (he didn't even get a fortnight's notice),

though he soon succeeded in finding other

employment as a model for Lord Leighton,

the famous painter, who wrote me on his

behalf as follows :â��

My Dear Hark,â��Will you do me a great favour?

I want you very much to lend me for an hour (per

bearer) your beautiful dog Smut. I have to make a

pencil sketch of a dog for a design I have in hand,

and it ought to lie done navâ��this forenoon. With

many anticipated thanks,â��Yours sincerely,

Fred Leighton.

FACSIMILE OF SIGNATURE OF LOKU LEIGHTON.

About this time I

received the following

characteristic letter from

Charles Mathews, which

I have culled haphazard

from my collection :â��

Dublin,

November 1st, 1877.

My Dear Hark, â�� A

young "gentleman," whose

name is Conyers Fletcher

Norton (age eighteen), wishes

to "walk." If you can give

him a short innings on your

course, do. He is not a

Gale, of course, but who

knows what he may accom-

plish with a little practice on

your ground ?

f aithfully yours,

C. J. Mathews.

(Gale was the famous

"walker" of his time.)

Rapidly I pass over

" The House of Darn-

ley," and " Victims " by

Tom Taylor, the latter being the only disastrous

failure I suffered at the Court. I now come

to my most important production, and one,

perhaps, which gave me more interest and

pleasure than any other during the whole

course of my career, as so much responsibility

M R VV.

From a Photo.

devolved upon me in bringing it before the

public. I had suggested to VV. G. Wills, a

Bohemian of indisputable genius, that he

should write nie a version of " The Vicar of

Wakefield." He jumped at the idea, and a

few months after informed me that the

play was finished. The manuscript â�� if I

can so call itâ��was the most extraordinary

thing of its kind I have seen. It was almost

illegible, and many of the scenes were written

on backs of envelopes, pieces of blotting-

paper, and portions of old letters. I remem-

ber reading several pages and then arriving

at an obvious hiatus, which I pointed out

to Wills, who replied, in a thick Irish

accent : " I've got it, dear boy, in my

pocket, or, perhaps, on my shirt cuff," and

he would then produce a suspicious-looking

fragment scintillating with literary gems and

poetic thought, though the play in its original

condition was chaotic in the extreme. It

was altogether incoherent and impossible in

its first stateâ��a mere embryo of what after-

wards appeared when we got it into shape.

Wills and I sat up night after night recon-

structing the piece, and if I suggested a new

scene or alteration to which he was agree-

able he would reply, " I accept that, dear

boy." He then proceeded to make a note

on that useful shirt

cuff, underneath which

slumbered the sleeves of

three jerseys struggling

to make their appear

ance, and perhaps

jealous of their owner's

partiality for that

once white shirt.

Eventually Wills wanted

to sell me his work for

two hundred pounds, as

he was always hard up,

but one could not take

advantage of that in-

genuous, big souled

Irishman, and I refused,

preferring to give him

something in advance of

nightly royalties.

Surprise has been

often expressed that I

did not appear as the

Vicar of Wakefield in

my original production of "Olivia," and,

indeed, it was a great temptation, and required

the exercise of considerable self-denial on my

part to refrain from doing so. I decided,

howeverâ��and in looking back feel sure I was

rightâ��to devote myself heart and soul to the

G. WILLS.

tin EltioU <t Fry
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|"VE GOT IT, I1KAK BOY, ON MY SHIRT-CUFF.

stage-management of this beautiful play. So

enthralled was I with the theme that I

thought out every detail of " business," every

movement of the characters, with the result

that at the first rehearsal the play was per-

fectly cut and dried. The production was

notable not only for the author's success, but

for the great achievements of Miss Ellen

Terry and William Terriss. The latter made

his first really great mark in London on

that occasion. I received many letters from

him, of which the following is one:â��

Royal Adelphi 1 heatre,

September 23rd, 1887.

My Dear Hare,â��Your very kind letter has given

me the greatest pleasure. It is scarcely necessary for

me to remind you that it was to your able guidance

that I am indebted for my first ideas in the art of

acting, and, although still conscious of my faults, I

cannot help feeling proud to read such kind

and flattering words as you have thought fit to

pen me. I hope to keep your letter as a mark

of your esteem, which I assure you I value

more than that of any living actor. Commend me

to Mrs. Hare, and believe me always sincerely yours,

Will Terriss.

I cannot sufficiently express my sense of

obligation to my old friend Marcus Stone,

who took the most enthusiastic interest in

my production of " Olivia." . I consulted

him on many points, and he generously

furnished me with the

designs for the cos-

tumes. " Olivia " caps

and kerchiefs soon

became the craze.

Another dear friend,

now, alas ! no moreâ��

I refer to Arthur Sulli-

vanâ��whose delightful

work will keep his

name and memory

green long after his

charming personality

is forgotten, most

generously offered to

compose all the music

for that memorable

production. How

characteristic and in-

spired that music was

and how beautifully it

harmonized with the

spirit of Oliver Gold-

smith, who, it has been

said, "wrote with the

pen of an angel," must

remain a treasured

memory to those who

had the opportunity

of seeing " Olivia."

I might here briefly enlarge upon the pre-

eminent importance of propeY stage-manage-

ment. I have always held that the greatest

care should be exercised in dealing with

individuals rather than groups, getting out of

actors the best that is in them, " suiting the

action to the word," and developing the idio-

syncrasies and latent capabilities of the actors

themselves. I think it is folly to train, upon

the set views of others, artistes who show any

capacity for producing good original work.

The finest stage-management is often un-

noticed by the audience and critics. Its very

perfection causes it to be accepted as a

natural result which passes without com-

ment â�� like a well-dressed woman, whose

appearance should not dazzle the eye, but

please it. Nothing should be over-empha-

sized or exaggerated, so that it is only when

your attention is drawn to some effect of the

stage management that you notice its exist-

ence. Many plays have been ruined through

bad stage-management in the handling of

duologues. Too much attention is paid to

the mise en scene, which should only form an

unobtrusive background, but one which is in

perfect taste. The author's work and the

actor's interpretation of it should form the

centre from which theeye should never wander.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

When my acting days

are over I hope still

to have opportuni-

ties of being in touch

with the art I love so

much â�� through the

medium of stage-

management and pro-

duction.

"Olivia " marked my

last notable production

at theold Court Theatre,

and my tenancy soon

after came to an end in

July, 1879.

I now found myself

face to face with a

great problem. I had

no wish to abandon

theatrical management,

which profoundly

interested me, but I was

fully conscious of the

fact that an enterprise*

which lacked the aid

of a strong leading

actress was as unstable

as a house built on

sand. As I desired a

permanent rather than

a fleeting association,

I made a proposition

to Mr. W. H. Kendal

that he should join me

in the management of

SKETCH BY MARCUS STONE, R.A.,

WORN BY MISS ELLEN TERRY IN

OP COSTUME

UUVIA."

the St. James's Theatre,

on the understanding

that his wife should

support our association

throughout. Arrange-

ments were completed,

and then commenced

a management which

lasted from October,

1879, till July, 1888.

It was a period which

passed without a cloud

or misunderstanding

between us. Our

arrangement was that

Mr. Kendal should

undertake the business

side of the partnership,

and that the conduct

and management of the

stage should be left

under my entire con-

trol. And so control-

ling, I remained an

autocrat, Mrs. Kendal

herself setting the lead

by the most implicit

loyalty. I was always

inclined to be critical,

and remember her once

saying to me at re-

hearsal, " For Heaven's

sake, Hare, what's the

matter with me? You've

never said anything ! "

Prom a Photo, by Window Â£ Grove.
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I should like to acknowledge here how

greatly the success of our management was

due to the many magnificent performances

Mrs. Kendal gave of the parts she under-

took. She and Lady Bancroft were the most

remarkable first-night actresses with whom I

have ever been associated. They seemed

to give performances which were absolutely

inspired on the first nights. Mrs. Kendal,

who sometimes perhaps showed a slight ten-

dency to over-elaborate a character during

a long run, at the start seemed to obey

every canon of dramatic art. I shall

never forget her wonderful performance as

Antoinette Rigaud in the play of that name.

She was stricken down with a severe illness

during the early part of rehearsals, and we

thought we should be compelled to postpone

the production of the play. However, with

the courage which always characterized the

lady, directly she was sufficiently convales-

cent we were allowed to go and rehearse in

her room. She did not even come upon

or see the stage

until the night of

the premilrt, when

she gave a per-

formance I have

never seen ex-

celled in power

and perfection of

technique. Her

humour, too, was

another unfailing

ch*aracteristic,and,

like most great

artistes, Mrs. Ken-

dal possessed it

to a very marked

degree. She was

also very sensitive

and susceptible to

" the comic side

of things."

Once, I re-

member, when we

were playing "The

Lady of Lyons,"

I, as Colonel

Damas, was in-

clined to make

fun of some of

theold-fashioned

ideas and high-

falutin' senti-

ment of that play,

and sometimes

indulged in a

little humorous

aside or by-play while she was striking an

heroic attitude. Mrs. Kendal said to me on

one of these occasions : " Hare, if you make

me see the comic side of this play, I shall

never be able to play the part again !"

It would be tiresome to my readers if I

were to give a chronological list of all the plays

produced, but it is impossible to take leave of

the St. James's Theatre without alluding to

the opportunity and pleasure we enjoyed of

producing Pinero's first full-blown play, " The

Money Spinner." It was a comparatively

short play, being only in two acts and one

scene, but it achieved an instantaneous suc-

cess, and afforded the first conspicuous and

brilliant indication of the eminence to which

the author was later destined to attain.

I am, and always have been, a sceptic in

what is called the inspiration of the moment

in acting, although I know there are many

who differ from me on this subject. Still,

there are exceptions to every rule, and unre-

hearsed effects have often proved extremely

successful, as I

have reason to

remember on the

production ot

Pinero's play, in

which I appeared

as the bibulous

ne'e r - do - wel 1,

Baron Croodle.

The piece had

been rehearsed

carefully from

every point of

view ; but, on the

first night, when I

was left alone on

the stage as that

disreputable but

amusing old

scoundrel, the

following un-

rehearsed incident

occurred. The

family were sup

posed to have

retired to lunch,

and I was sitting

disconsolately

meditating over

my evil, if

imaginary, past.

There came the

sound of a

champagne cork

drawn in the

next roo , at
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which I pricked up my ears, and, quite

unintentionally till that moment, my face lit

up with the delightful recollections which

that well-known sound inspired. The house

roared with laughter, and it is perhaps

unnecessary to say

that this unrehearsed

effect was invariably

repeated, while it never

failed to elicit an

additional burst of

merriment throughout

the run of Pinero's

witty play.

This reminds me

of a more curious

occurrence which hap-

pened to my favourite,

Regnier, when he was

rehearsing the part of

Noel in " La Joie fait

Peur" at the Com^die

Franchise, and it may

be remembered by

those who know the

play. Noel was the

old butler to a

widowed lady who

mourned the loss of

her only son, sup-

posed to be drowned

at sea. After a short

scene, in which Noel

has been comforting

the widow and her

daughter, he is left

alone on the stage and

indulges in that much-abused device, a soli-

loquy, which gives so many natural oppor-

tunities of conveying the inner workings of a

character to an audience. (Why a man

should not speak to himself in preference to

somebody else if he wants to, even on the

stage, I could never understand.) Well, to

return to Noel; soliloquizing, he says that he

for one does not believe in the death of his

beloved young master, and that he feels sure

one day he will hear him re entering the room

as he did when a boy, saying, " Noel, I

am starving : give me something to eat! " At

that moment the door opens, and the young

midshipman appears unseen by Noel. He

closes the door behind him and says, "Noel,

I am starving ; give me something to eat."

The " business " arranged and rehearsed was

that Noel, throwing up his arms in an

hysterical burst of emotion, rushes forward

and falls upon his master's neck. On the

first light, however, Regnier lost his foot-
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hold in turning, and failed to reach Delaunay,

who was playing the boy, and fell prostrate

at the latter's feet. This unrehearsed effect

was electrical, and the house rose at Regnier.

Needless to say, this inspired accident was

retained ever after-

wards, and always

with the same extra-

ordinary result.

It was during our

management of the

St. James's that I first

had the honour of

meeting the late Lord

Tennyson, and my

brief association with

the great poet left an

everlasting impression

upon my memory.

Accompanied by Mr.

Kendal, I wentâ��on

the Poet Laureate's in-

vitationâ��to his house

at Haslemere to hear

a little one-act play

he had written, called

"The Falcon,"

founded on a story by

Boccaccio. It may be

imagined with what

veneration we entered

the residence of that

great man. After

lunch, which was

almost unbroken by

w. H. kewdal. conversation, we went

into his study, and I

still seem to see and hear him, puffing away

at his pipe, which he replenished every now

and then from the jar of tobacco placed

conveniently at his side.

His manner was rugged â��" frosty, but

kindly." I wished to say what I thought

about the piece, which he read with great

deliberation, but dared not. The play was

much too long for so slight and delicate a

subject, but at the close I felt it my duty to

tell him that, in its present form, its success

was doubtful. I was impelled to do this,

for, though delighted with the prospective

honour of producing his play, in doing so I

did not wish to produce anything which

might be considered unworthy of his genius.

When I had summoned up courage to

tell him as respectfully as possible what I

ventured to think, he became exceedingly

indignant, and the matter was evidently at

an end. We were not pressed to stay, and

shortly afterwards left to catch our train. In
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walking down the garden we heard footsteps

behind us, and, turning round, found it was

Tennyson, who said somewhat abruptly as he

put the roll of manuscript into my hand,

"Cut what you like, but, for God's sake,

never let me see it! "

The play was soon afterwards put into

rehearsal, and I took very great pains to

make the production worthy of the famous

author.

Mr. Marcus Stone again most generously

made sketches for the dresses, and Mr.

Burgess, R.A., the distinguished architect

and authority on mediaeval subjects, designed

the scene. Mr. and

Mrs. Kendal, Mr.

Denny, and Mrs. Gas-

ton Murray played the

four characters, while I

contented myself with

the stage-management.

When the play was

ready for production I

wrote to Mr. Hallam

Tennyson (now Lord

Tennyson) asking if his

father could be present

on the first night. He

replied that his father

never went to first

nights, but would like

to see a rehearsal of

the play. This was an

ordeal which neither

those concerned in the

acting of the play nor

I can ever forget.

It was a bitterly cold

day in December when

Tennyson, accom-

panied by his son, drove

up to the front of the theatre and joined me

in the stalls. He still seemed a little frosty,

and did not thaw during the performance. We

three formed the audience. I had arranged

screens, rugs, and every available appliance

to protect Tennyson from any draughts. The

curtain rose, and, though the actors were

almost petrified with nervousness, the play

was actedâ��and admirably actedâ��in cold

blood. The orchestra was there, and the

lighting of the scene and other details were

attended to precisely as on a first night.

Tennyson sat like a sphinx throughout the

performance, without making any remark,

and at the conclusion of the perform-

ance rose silently from his seat, followed

anxiously by myself, and entered his car-

riage without a word. As his son was

Vol. xxjivi.â��3,

about to join him he (Mr. Hallam

Tennyson) turned round to me and

said, with that kindly regard for other

people's feelings which has always charac-

terized him, " Mr. Hare, my father is

delighted /" I must say I was greatly

amused by this assurance, for by what means

of thought-transmission he had gauged his

father's delight, and what Tennyson really

thought of the performance, remains a

mystery, so far as I am concerned, to the

present day. The play was, however, re-

ceived with the greatest respect and cor-

diality by the Press, and gave unfeigned

delight to the discrimi-

nating and educated

public.

The following are

letters I received from

Helen Faucit (Lady

Martin) and George du

Maurier with reference

to this interesting pro-

duction : â��

31, Onslow Square, S.W.,

December 19th, 1879.

Dear Mr. Hark,â��

What an exquisite picture

you put before us last

night ! Everything in har-

monyâ��poetry, acting, cos-

tumes, scenery. The latter

real, even to the glimpses

of the sky seen through

the timbers of the roof of

the sweet old Italian cot-

tage, and so ideal! Nothing

obtrusive, all in just and

due subservience to the

story and the living charac-

ters representing it. It was

indeed a lovely picture, and

one to live in the mind and

be grateful for.

I trust Mr. Tennyson will himself see his dainty,

charming poem thus beautifully illustrated. I con-

gratulate you and all concerned in giving to the world

this perfect gem of poetry and art.

Thanking you most heartily for my enjoyment, and

wishing you all the success you most justly deserve,

believe me very truly yours,

Helen Faucit Martin.

Friday,

New Grove House, Hampstead.

My. Dear Hare,â��Very many thanks for a most

pleasant evening. Tennyson's play is to me delight-

ful, and I could not see the climax "for my tears."

I disgraced myself.

I cannot tell you how much I like your Colonel

Dauntâ��almost better than any part I have seen you

in. . . .

I took Trixie instead of the missus, who was a little

seedy. With our united kind regards to yourself and

Mrs. Hare,â��Yours sincerely,

G- du Maurier-
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P.S.â��How splendid Mrs. Kendal looked in Monna

Giovanna ! Oh, thai I were a painter instead of a

humble draughtsman on wood ! Or that 1 had the

voice of her husband to sing to her ! Please tell them

so, with my love and best wishes, and a merry

Christmas to all of you.

Second F.S. â�� I feel I could not sacrifice Chang*,

even for Mrs. Kendal. You needn't tell her this.

blamed by my friends for not playing another

partâ��namely, that of William III.â��in a very

successful revival we enjoyed of Tom Taylor's

" Clancarty," and some surprise was expressed

in the Press at my not doing so. I, however,

preferred to allot the part to Mr. Mackintosh,

and his performance must be remembered

1~
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"The Squire," by Pinero, next attracted

great attention, and I was so struck by the

author's wonderful gifts in reading his play,

and in particular the part of Gunnion,

in which he revealed [rowers rich with

humour and full of character, that I tried

hard to persuade him to play the part, and

offered him any terms he liked to name, but

in vain. I am confident that, had Pinero

chosen to continue his career as an actor,

he would now occupy a premier position,

though we could ill afford to have lost any of

the works of art which have emanated from

his pen.

Mr. and Mrs. Kendal again distinguished

themselves in "The Squire," and the character

of Gunnion was eventually entrusted to that

fine actor, Mr. William Mackintosh, who was

admirable in the part. Speaking of Mr.

Mackintosh reminds me that I was much

* Editorial Note. â�� This refers to the killing of " The

Falcon" â�� a favourite bird â�� for food, and Du Mauri-r'â��

unreadiness to dispose of his dog foi the same purpose.

with delight by all playgoers who have seen

it. In answer to a call I received at the fall

of the curtain I alluded to the strictures made,

and held that my justification was found in

the fine performance the audience had seen.

In the early days of 1885 we gave an

elaborate production of " As You Like. It,"

which was a fair though not a great financial

success. In this I essayed my second

Shakespearean, part (my first having been

Dr. Pinch in "The Comedy of Errors "in

the stock company at Liverpool). Mr. and

Mrs. Kendal played Orlando and Rosalind,

and I played Touchstoneâ��a part to which I

was quite unsuited and in which I failed to

make any success. Whatever chances I might

have had were marred on the first night by

my extreme anxiety with regard to the pro-

duction, my mind being preoccupied with the

scenic and lighting effects, the limes and the

properties (not to speak of the supers), rather

than with the philosophy of Shakespeare and

the somewhat dry humour of Touchstone.
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This again emphasizes the moral I have

already pointed outâ��that a manager who

has to superintend the cares of the stage

should not play an important part. He

cannot do both ; and the ideal manager is

one who can act, but does not. Under any

circumstances, however, I should not have

succeeded as Touchstone.

Other plays produced during our manage-

ment were "Impulse," "The Ironmaster,"

and " Mayfair," the last two plays being

adapted for us from the French by Mr.

Pinero, who was also responsible for " The

Hobby Horse," an original and very clever

play, which added to his growing reputation.

Another of the

greatest successes

we enjoyed was

a revival of "A

Scrap of Paper."

The idea ot re-

viving this play

originated from

my early recollec-

tions of appear-

ing in it when at

Giggleswick

School, to which

I referred in my

opening chapter.

I had other

memories of its

performance by

Mr. and Mrs.

Alfred VVigan at

the St. James's

Theatre in the

early 'sixties. I

was much struck

at that time by

the brilliance of

this comedy,

which, however,

was not a

success, owing

to Mrs. Alfred

Wiganâ��an admirable actress when her part

suited her â�� not being adapted to this

character. Immediately Mrs. Kendal joined

me, however, I felt sure that the part was

one in which she was bound to make a very

great success. My expectations were fully

realized.

I played the part of Dr. Penguin, an old

entomologist. In the last act I was supposed

to be intoxicated, and Kendal, as Colonel

Blake, had to interrogate me as to the where-

abouts of the missing "scrap of paper." I

answered him as I was supposed to do, in an

HACSJM1LK OK SKETCH BY MR. W.

inarticulate and semi-drunken manner, and

Kendal used to score off me by replying in

the same confused way, mimicking my

apparent drunkenness and making me a butt

for his humour. One night, however, after

he had done this, and when the roar of

laughter had subsided, I startled him by

saying, as I pulled myself together in a very

dignified way: " You are drunk, sir I"

Kendal was flabbergasted, but good-naturedly

agreed to the retention of this unrehearsed

effect, which always seemed to amuse the

audience very much.

Another practical joke 1 perpetrated, which

was not perhaps generally noticed, occurred

on the last night

of "Still Wateis

Run Deep." As

old Potter I had

to say to Mild

may (Kendal;

just before the

close of the play,

" Ah ! my dear

John, you must

remember there

is an old proverb

which says, ' .All

that glitters is

not gold'! " He

replied in the

words of the text

to the effect that

there was another

old proverb even

more applicable

â��namely, " Still

waters run deep,"

which was said

with an elaborate

bow to the audi-

ence as the

curtain was rung

down. On the

last night, how-

ever, I could not

resist stealing his proverb and putting it in the

place of my own, and, as he did not retaliate

by availing himself of the rather tame

ending that " All that glitters is not gold,"

the curtain was rung down on my un-

expected and untimely reminder that "Still

waters run deep ! "

In June, 1888, this long and successful

union came to an amicable end. It was a

very pleasant partnership throughout, and we

went our ways with good wishes mutually

for each other's future welfare. During this

memorable association of nine years I think

if
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I can say, without egotism, we did much

useful work for the stageâ��a service which

was only cut short by our difficulty in finding

suitable plays to produce.

Among the members of the company we

had the pleasure of enrolling under our joint

banner were such well-known names as the

following, some of whom appeared on the

stage with us for the first time, while many

have since achieved fresh and solid dis-

tinction. They include Mr. Allan Aynes-

worth and Mr. Brandon Thomas, who both,

I believe, made their debut then at the St.

James's; Mrs. Gaston Murray, Mrs. Beer-

bohm Tree, Misses Winifred Emery, Kate

Phillips, Fanny Brough, Louise Moodie, Mr.

and Mrs. Hermann Vezin, William Terriss,

Albert Chevalier,

William Mackintosh,

Herbert Waring,

Charles Cartwright,

Charles Brookfield, H.

Kemble, and, last but

not least, Lewis Waller

and George Alexander.

At that time, too, I

have recollections of

charming little dinners

given by my old friend

Colonel Arthur Col-

lins, and one in par-

ticular which took

place on an anniver-

sary of his birthday,

when Sir Arthur

Bigge, Bret Harte,

and I were the only

guests.

Bret Harte was a

very abstracted and

reserved man until he

was drawn out of him-

self. He sat very quietly until the dinner

was half over, when his geniality got the

better of him and he blossomed forth as a

brilliant conversationalist, delighting every-

body by his graphic descriptions of things he

had seen. I remember very vividly his

description of a scene he had witnessed in

his younger days when a journalist or tax-

collector out in the Far West. Although

nearly twenty years have passed, I still recall

that vivid story, though it would require a

better pen than mine to do justice to the

dramatic powers of Bret Harte as displayed

in his terse and telling recital of a tragic

incident of which he had once been an eye-

witness. It is impossible to imitate success-

BKBT

From a Photo

staccato simplicity of his style, but here is

the gist of a story which I have never since

heard, and have often wondered why that

past-master of the art of short stories has not

himself reproduced it in his own inimitable

fashion.

" A man had been arrested for horse-

stealing or some comparatively petty crime.

He was ordered to be taken to the nearest

township by the sheriff of the district, who

himself accompanied the party. Short shrift

would doubtless be the doomed man's lot.

Judged, sentenced, and then shot! His

wife â��a dark, beautiful, passionate-looking

creoleâ��followed in the wake of the sheriff

and his myrmidons. Her wild, ungovern-

able disposition and her fierce devotion were

as proverbial as her

husband's weakness.

The moon shone

brightly on the path

before them. The

party picked their way

through the palm-like

fern and thick under-

brush of the pine

forest. Lights seemed

to dance and move

quickly on the out-

skirts of the town. A

stream rippled quite

audibly beside them.

A heavy wind seemed

to surge in the

branches of the

funereal pines, and

then the silence seemed

to fall thicker, heavier,

and deadlier than be-

fore. The coarse con

versation and oaths of

the men ceased Out

of the silence came a voice. It was the

rough but tearful prayer of the woman beg-

ging for the release of the man she loved.

The sheriff replied with a sneer and an oath.

The prisoner's wife whipped out a revolver

and shot him through the heart. Consterna-

tion reigned supreme for a moment. Then

lynch law was proclaimed on the spot. The

woman was captured. At a signal from the

leader a rope was placed around her neck

and hoisted over the trunk of the nearest

tree. She never moved. The grim faces

of the men were lit up by the torches

they held aloft. Just at the moment when

the rope was being tightened around the

woman's neck, she raised her arm with an

HARTE.

bi/ Thomal tall

fully his own eloquent phraseology and the abrupt gesture and said, ' Wait!' They
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DRAWING HBK HAIK OUT, SHE BROUGHT IT TO THK FRONT WITH A SWEEPING GESTURE.

paused. Slowly and placidly she took in her

right hand the long plait of jet-black hair

which hung down her back and had become

entangled with the rope. Drawing her hair

out, she brought it to the front with a

sweeping gesture, and let it droop over

her gently-heaving bosom. Her rigid line

of upper lip did not relax or quiver. Her

eyes did not falter before the cruel gaze

of her enemies. She looked them scornfully

in the face. ' Now !' she said, as, having

released her imprisoned hair, her arm sank

to her side, ' I'm ready.'

" But the rude men were struck dumb

with admiration at her heroism and paused

in their resolve. 1 No !' they said, ' we

will not hang her. Give her another

chance!' Loosening the rope, they made

her mount astride a mustang, and, with a

resounding crack of the long thong of the

whip, the wild horse bounded into the night

and disappeared with her into the thickness

of the forest."

What happened to her husband we never

knew, nor did we ask Bret Harte. We were

too much carried away by the dramatically-

told history of his heroine.

{To be continued.)



AINGELL stretched back

in his ancient arm-chair and

contemplated, with calm satis-

faction, his red slippered feet.

It was pleasant to think the

feet were in slippers at last,

for an hour before dinner. He had had a

long, hard day's work. Young as he still

was, especially in his tardy profession, his

hours of consultation were already beginning

to overflow. He was sometimes astonished

to mark how the snowball of his reputation

grew. Too conscientious by nature to be an

optimist, he frequently told himself that it

would melt still faster. But his colleagues

did not think so. There was a spreading

conviction amongst the good people of his

native cityâ��Yorkâ��that they had got a very

good all-round man for internal complaints

in young Aingell. And most of the many

who knew about him were glad for his sake

that he was doing so wellâ��better every year.

He had had a difficult youth, what with his

father'sâ��old Dr. Aingell'sâ��early death and

his mother's " straitened circumstances"

(you may just as well say " poverty"),

and the trouble with the brother who went

wrong, and the delicate sisters. Why, at

one time he had gone as a chemist's boy ;

very plucky of him, too. And by sheer

perseverance he had struggled through to

this position he now held, at about thirty-

three, if as much. Heaven knows how he

had got the money for his belated long

course of study. He wasn't one of the fierce

fighting kind either, but rather of the gently

ploddingâ��hardly a man who wants to leap ;

perhaps one of those who don't mind if they

fall; a quiet worker, with his blue eyes and

curly hair and cheerful " All right," a man

who didn't like making enemies and who did

like making friends, kind to his poorest

patients and to his richest considerate.

Thus, then, at thirty-threeâ��if as much --

successful. And so he ought to be, with a

pretty detached house outside the city, and

a pretty attached wife from inside the city,

and a heaven-sent, earth-born angel-imp of

six to play with for a brief hour before work

daily, and after, and to think of all the

remaining time, at intervals, like rests.

" Ten minutes' yawn, and then Frank,"

said Dr. Aingell. He stretched out his hand

to a couple of comic p.ipers and a cup of

cold tea. The day had been an arduous

one. He was going to " lose " a couple of

patientsâ��one a bright young girl of sixteen.

He always spoke to himself of " losing" a

sufferer, in the doctor's dread duel with

death. And â�� ordeal he dreaded and

detested most of allâ��he had had not one

but two anxious inquirers that afternoon in

his consulting-room, to whom he had been

compelled to speak words which he ever

tried vainly to steady upon his kindly lips.

One thing and another had kept him very

late. His tea was grown cold. He sighed

more than he yawned. The comfortable

chamber seemed heavy with those lingering

words of doom. He was relieved at finding

a really funny thing in the first comic paper

-â��one of those rare novelties that suddenly

cause you to burst out laughing aloud.

The door had opened noiselessly, after an

inaudible warning ; the doctor's servant stood

before him. Aingell possessed a jolly, boyish

laugh. His servant had caught him in the

middle of it.

" Why didn't you knock ?" reprimanded

the doctor, not so shamefaced as many a

more foolish man.

" I beg your pardon, sir : I did," replied

the servant, unsmiling. " There's a gentle-

man, sir, who says he's anxious "

"Oh, hang it, Jobling; what on earth do

you mean by letting in patients after five ?

It's past six; you must be going out of your

mind !"
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Jobling was not, but he was going out of

his situation on account of the parlour-maid,

whom he had " hypnotized," or so she said.

And the visitor who now thrust past him had

caused this little intrusion to become " more "

for Mr. Joseph Jobling than his modest

" place was worth."

" You must excuse your man," said the

visitor, with a subdued imperiousness. " I

forced my way in."

Frank Aingell looked further courteous

inquiry. To do that well, when you are put

out, requires either a good heart or an in-

triguing nature. Frank Aingell's soul was

miles away from counterfeit.

Mr. Joseph Jobling had discreetly with-

drawn, jingling in his pocket a couple of

coins. The visitor assured himself that the

door was closed, to the doctor's serene

surprise.

" My train was late. I missed the con-

nection. I am greatly indebted to you for

sparing me a few minutes." The stranger

spoke in short, sharp sentences, such as those

use who easily expect to be obeyed. He was

a man past middle-lifeâ��bald-headed, pasty-

faced, portly. But he was not quite so much

at his ease as he appeared, for he dropped

his hat and, in picking it up, stumbled over it.

" Oh, of course, if you come from "

said Aingell, and waited for the intruder to

finish the sentence.

" Manchester. My name is Mason," replied

the other. He spoke the words mechani-

cally, as if he were playing the children's

game of " Consequences." But undoubtedly

a young physician must feel flattered when a

patient comes to consult him across country

like that.

" Sit down," Aingell said, gravely. And

he put the comic papers behind his back.

" I am ill," began the visitor, abruptly.

" I suppose most people are who come to a

doctor."

" But not always so ill as they think,"

Aingell answered, cheerfully. " In fact,

hardly ever, I am glad to say."

" Well, I am. Quite. Because I knew

before I came."

Dr. Aingell still looked encouragement, but

the man's hard, repressed manner rendered it

difficult.

" 1 never was ill before. Not to speak of.

Never spent ten pounds on doctors in my

life. But I'm ill now. Have been for six

months. And I know all about it. Of course,

you can examine me and find out for

yourself."

" Yes; I had better examine you," answered

Aingell, with alacrity, a little bewildered, and

glad to do the nearest thing. He went

through his customary investigation with a

darkening spirit and a steady face. He had

early learnt the primal medical rule of never

appearing hurried or flurried, whatever the

hour or the case. When he had finished he

said, looking down and perceivingâ��with a

sudden little thrill of discoveryâ��the scarlet

leather slippers:â��

" What do you know of your own health ? "

" Of my own disease, you mean," replied

the patient, brutally. " I know that I've

only six months to live at the outside."

" But, if you really thought that, then why

did you come to me ? "

" Not to ask you to cure me," retorted

Mr. Mason. " I've been to the greatest man

in London before I came here." And again

he dropped his hat, which he had taken up

and fingered after the examination was over.

He let it lie.

" You must explain," said Dr. Aingell, just

a trifle nervously. He recovered himself at

once and looked at the sick man with those

sympathetic blue eyes of his.

" You admit, then, in the first place that

you cannot cure me ? Nobody can cure

me. There never has been any question of

a cure."

" Your case is undoubtedly a serious one."

Aingell played with his tea-spoon â�� just

because the thing happened to be lying near.

Mr. Mason's . laugh froze the doctor's

fingers. He dropped the spoon with a clear

little "ting."

" Undoubtedly. Nothing could be more

serious. Serious, in sickness, means that the

doctor doubts whether he can cure."

" But even where a cure seems un-

certain "

" Stop shamming ! " exclaimed Mason,

violently.

" Sir ? " Frank Aingell had never had so

abrupt a patient. He drew himself up a bit.

Tearful mothers were more in his line.

" I said, ' Stop shamming.' The words

weren't the prettiest, but they gave you my

meaning. You can't expect prettiness from a

man who comes to tell you he knows that he's

going to die."

Frank Aingell accepted the situation. It

was true that he had been " shamming "â��if

you like to call it so.

" I was only going to suggest that much

may be done to alleviate," he said, gently.

The visitor's heavy face cleared at once.

" Now we understand each other," he said.

" Now we're talking sense. Yes, much may
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be done to alleviate." He paused for a

moment, looking straight ahead, in the dimly-

lighted room, under the fierce electric lamp

on. the writing-table. Whatever he saw, it

was not the tumbled heap of papers or the

neglected tea - things. " Alleviate," he re-

peated, thoughtfully. His voice changed,

suddenly brisk. "Tis a beautiful word," he

said.

" Thank Heaven ! " said Frank Aingell.

The other glanced at him quickly,

annoyed. " I suppose so," admitted the

sick man, dubiously. " I can't say I quite

see it. Perhaps mine's not a thankful spirit.

I prefer, when I feel bad, to feel bad."

" But I presume that you wish me to pre-

scribe for you ? " suggested Aingell. His tone

was as amiable as if his thoughts had not

been, just for one moment, of young Frank

tramping and stamping in frantic impatience

somewhere round the corner, with bed-time

threatening in every tick of the clock. On

such occasions Aingell was apt to feel like a

selfish Titus.

" I shall be very glad if I can do any-

thing," he continued.

" Will you? That's right. Then we shall

soon be through. But wait a moment"â��he

lifted his hand â�� " before you prescribe ! "

His voice shook. " Wait a moment. First,

let me tell you what! "

" I don't think I quite "

" Wait a minute, I say ! " cried Mason,

excitedly. " First let me tell you how. I

meanâ��listen to me ! " He stamped his foot

and then, suddenly, he was again the man he

had been till now, with an imperious manner,

outwardly calm.

" My time is yours," said Aingell, sooth-

ingly.

The other bent forward, one hand on each

knee. " I have known for a week now," he

said, " that I am doomed to die slowly of

a painful disease. I come to you, as you

rightly put it, for alleviation. This is the

form I want your alleviation to take. Give

me a box with a dozen pills, eleven of which

are harmless, while one is deadly. Painless,

as far as possible, and deadly. Let me take

them away with me, and ask no more."

Aingell started back, chair and all. " Are

youâ��â��"

" No," interrupted Mason, quickly and

coolly. " I am simply a man who has been

healthy all his life, who must die now, any-

how, at fifty, and who doesn't want to have a

couple of months' agony at the end."

" These are not things to come and discuss

with a doctor

" I suppose not. Though they will be in

a few years, when the world is ripe for them.

I can't go to a chemistâ��not to get what 1

want. I won't, knowingly, take a dose of

poison."

Aingell gazed at him questioningly.

" I suppose I'm more nervous than I

know," concluded Mason, with a brutal snap

at himself. " I shall take one of your pills

every other night on retiring, and one morn-

ingâ��sooner or later, as chance has itâ��I

shall not wake up."

Aingell, in spite of his " medical capacity,"

could not suppress a faint shudder. But it

was a very faint one, and Mason decided not

to notice it.

"The people who try to wake me," he

continued, " will find a box by my bedside

containing two or threeâ��or perhaps elevenâ��

harmless pills."

"True," said Aingell, nodding.

" You see it ? I thought you would. The

place will be a long distance from here, and

nobody will have the faintest idea that the

pills are yours."

" I suppose not," said Aingell.

"They will also find yourâ��other pill

inside me. And that will be the end."

" I don't sell pills," burst out Aingell.

" But you did once," retorted the other as

vehemently. He leant back in his chair and

scowled under his bushy eyebrows with his

beady black eyes.

" True, I started in a shop," replied

Aingell, quietly. " Though you come from

Manchester, you seem to be well acquainted

with York."

" Tush ! I knew you had been a chemist's

assistant. And therefore you can supply me

with my pills. I may mention that I am

willing to pay you sixteen hundred poundsâ��

that is, a hundred pounds per bread pill and

five hundred pounds forâ��the other ! "

" Sixteen hundred pounds ! "

"Sixteen hundred pounds ! It's good pay,

isn't it ? Though not much, I suppose, for a

rich man like you. For you're a rich man

now." There was a slight suggestion of a

sneer in the whole speech, that culminated

in the final word. " I won't keep you," said

Mason, rising. " Give me my pills, or bring

them to me at the Railway Hotel before

eight o'clock to-night, when I leave, and the

sixteen hundred pounds are yours."

" I am not a rich man," said Aingell,

standing by the mantelpiece.

" So much the better. But these things

are relative. Your mother would say you

were,"
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" What do you

know of my

mother?" de-

manded Aingell,

turning.

"I met her years

ago. Nowâ��is it

settled ? "

"I can't do it,"

said Aingell, pull-

i n g himself

together. "Of

course not. You

know I can't; it's

murder."

"You really

mean that ? " The

uncanny stranger's

voice grew hoarse.

"The lawyers

call it so. As for

us doctors, I admit

that we might just

as reasonably

abbreviate suffering

as prolong it. But

I can't poison you

in the curious way

you propose, in

spite of the sym-

pathy I feel for your

condition. You

know I can't."

" Yes, you can.

And you'd better,

too. You'd much better be quick !" Aingell

looked up in amazement. " Don't let's lose

more words, Dr. Aingell. Agree to my terms

without more ado."

" You speak as if you could compel me ! "

Friendly as his habit was, Frank Aingell now

threw up his chin.

" I don't want to compel you. I'll give

you more money, if you like, though I think

my offer's generous. But I haven't a relative

in the world to leave a halfpenny to, so I

don't care."

" I refuse," said Dr. Aingell, and his whole

manner indicated that the interview was at

an end.

" No, you don't."

" I refuse, for, whatever my private opinion

might be, the world, as you say, isn't ripe yet

for anything of the kind. You will excuse

me " His hand moved towards the bell.

" By Heaven, you would do it if you

dared! "

" Never mind what I would do. In any

case, I don't dare. I see perfectly well that

Vol.

DON T LETS LOSE MORE WORDS, DR. AINGELL. AGREE TO MY TERMS WITHOUT MORE ADO.

I run no risk for my reputation. But I don't

dare take in my own hand the issues of life

and death." He spoke with reverence, and

unconsciously he bowed his head.

" Don't be so sure about your reputation.

You talked just now of compelling. I don't

want to compel." There was no mistaking

the assured menace of the tone. Aingell

faced the undreamed-of danger.

" Speak plainly," he said. " Don't beat

about the bush any more."

" You will give me these pills because I

can make you give them me. That is why I

came to you fromâ��Manchester. Don't ask,

but do as I say."

"I am not a child," replied Aingell, folding

his arms.

"Yes, you areâ��your mother's child," ex-

claimed the stranger, triumphantly. For a

moment Aingell again tried to imagine the

man must be deranged in his mind, but he

was too much of a doctor not to recognise

sanity when he saw it.

" Then have it, if you will," declared the
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stranger, with dogged intensity. " Your

mother's reputation is in my hands."

" You are ill, and I pity you," said

Aingell, fiercely.

"Thank you. May I briefly explain?

Thirteen years ago I arrived at York Station

on my way south one day. I had to change.

I hurried along the platform, putting some

bank-notes into my pocket-book as I went.

I dropped one, and I saw a respectable-

looking female pick it up. That'll do. You

just give me my pills."

" You don't leave this room till you've told

all," said Frank, by the door.

" Don't threaten me; it's no go. I've

been threatened all my life. It's part of the

joke of fighting. The lady was your mother,

and the note was a hundred pound one."

" My mother ! Well, what of that ? "

" Only that she quickly hid it away and

took it home. When I called on her next

dayâ��for I just left my train and followed the

matter up ; that's a little mania of mine, as

you'll seeâ��I found twenty pounds of it had

gone to pay the rent and other things. You

were rather hard up in those days, you must

admit."

" Poor mother ! " said Aingell.

" You don't know where the other eighty

went ?" Mr. Mason smiled with his eye-

brows.

" I can guess," replied Aingell, humbly,

like a dog that gives in.

" They took you away from the chemist's

and started you on your present career.

That's what they did. And they even called

for more, from time to time, and got them.

Did you really think your medical studies

cost nothing? "

" I knew better than that. But my poor

mother told me she had ' found a stockingâ��

of my father's.' Then I earned all I could.

In any case, I don't understand why you

should have paid for me?" He tried to

make sense of things ; his brain whirled.

" Oh, not for loveâ��of you or anyone else.

Nothing so commonplace as that. I have

a little paper here "â��he tapped his manly

breast â�� "in my pocket-book, in which your

mother admits that she stole a hundred

pounds from me, and that you helped her."

" I helped her ! "

"Oh, I just put that in, and she signed.

It made the claim so much stronger. She

was dreadfully nervous, poor creature, about

not being able to refund the twenty pounds ! "

" And so now you come to claim your

pound of flesh !"

" What do you mean ? Pound of flesh !

As I've made you a doctor the least thing

you can do for me is to give me the benefit

of your skill."

" You shall have it, Mr. Mason. As far

as I "

The stranger waved him aside. " My

name isn't Mason; never mind what it is.

I don't come from Manchester ; never mind

where I come from. Your mother doesn't

know. But the old lady and you'll have an

uncomfortable time unless you sell me those

pills and let me go."

" My mother ! "

" You see what a price I'm payingâ��

sixteen hundred, and this little paper in

here."

" All her life the poor thing has had this

sword of yours hanging over her head."

" Call it a sword if you like. / consider

I treated her uncommon handsome."

The doctor turned on his tormentor.

" Why did you continue to give money

for me ? "

" Why ? So as to get a better hold of you

â��and so I have now, hang you ! I beg your

pardon, but you've put me out. The thing

was so simple. I offered you the money and

there was an end of it. But I've got you

and your mother, young man. I like gelling

people ; I've liked it all my life. D'ye know

what I am ? She don't. A money-lender.

And I do a lot of dirty business. ' Have

done,' I should say. I've got boxes full of

'compromisers,' as I call 'em. I collect 'em ;

it's my hobby. And you needn't think I use

'em to make money by. But you never know

when they may come in useful. When I saw

your mother do that, I said ' Here's a chance '

at once. And look what's come of it ! Oh,

life's rare fun. But I won't have pain. No ;

I won't have pain !" He drew a pocket-

handkerchief over his big forehead, and sank

down exhausted.

" So now you know the price," he said.

" If I don't give you this poison ? " said

Aingell, in a tone as if he were thinking it out

for himself. He sat down again, sweeping as

he did so a comic paper off the table. A

hideously grinning clown, brightly coloured,

fell between him and his tempter.

" I put the old lady and you too in the

dock."

" After all these years ? I don't believe

you can do it."

Aingell steadied his voice. But in his

heart he knew, like all non-lawyers, that every

monstrosity becomes a reality as soon as you

approach it from the side of the law.

" We shall see," said the money-lender,
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picking his teeth. " Your mother appro-

priated the money; there can be no doubt of

that."

" She found it lying on the platform. She

had no idea whose it was."

The other laughed. " So she said. Well,

I've got you. 1 paid honestly for you. I

had no idea what I could use you for. But

one can always make something of a person

one has got in his power. Lord, how things

work round! I'm glad I've got you." He

put his fat fingers to his throbbing throat.

" You have not got me," replied Aingell,

contemplating the funny clown upon the

floor. " My mother herself

would reject peace at that

price. Go and ask her."

" Let us leave ladies out

of the discussion. Like you

â��so I've heardâ��I've a weak

heart for ladies."

" There is no discussion.

I have nothing more to say.

Do your worst ! "

The visitor got up.

send me out into

the dark ! Out into

the hopeless dark !

Do you know what

that means ? You

send me back to my

miserable, gloomy

homeâ��I didn't know

it was miserable till

I got illâ��and I can

wait there, without a

soul to care for me

â��wait there, while

the pain grows worse

and worse, for death!

Presently, in a month

or two, I can go and

lie in my bed, with

nobody but an old

hag to wonder what

I'll leave her ! â�� lie

looking at my 'com-

promisers ' all round

me, thinking of all

the people I could

ruin, and nobody

being ruined but me !

And there I can

shriek my life out,

slowlyâ��as I watched

another man do,

years ago â�� the

only friend I ever

had!"

" I can't murder you," said Aingell.

" But you would if you could ! Your voice

tells me you would if you could !"

" I'm in God's hands, and so are you," said

Aingell. . He sank his face on the table and

motioned the other away.

The sick man crept to the door, as if

exhausted by his supreme and futile attempt.

Once only he turned. " I shall wait for you,"

he said, " at the Railway Hotel till eight

o'clock," and went away.

He stumbled down the staircase; no

servant came to let him out. The cold

autumn air struck him in the face as he

opened the front

door. It had

already become

dark; a grey mist

was creeping up

across the race-

' HE FELL HEADLONG, HEAVY, INTO A LOW CONSERVATORY.
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course. He felt dizzy, with this altogether

new weakness and singing in the head. The

tension had been far greater than he dreamed.

He had always been his own masterâ��a bully,

untouched by "nerves."

His plan had failed, thenâ��his carefully-

elaborated plan. He had been certain of

success. He had almost always succeeded

when he offered people money, and always

when he threatened them. After all, it served

him right. No one had ever succeeded who

threatened him.

He twisted aside to find his way down the

steps, which separated in a semicircle round

a little rockery, and, as he did so, inattentive

in the dark, preoccupied, he somehow lost

his dizzy balance, desperately attempted to

recover it, and fell headlong, heavy, into a

low conservatoryâ��a glass veranda that ran

along the breakfast-room in the basement.

The fall rendered him unconscious. He

lay there, unnoticed, in that dark corner of

the deserted house.

Some ten minutes or more after the

money-lender had gone Aingell lifted his

white face, recovered himself with an effort,

and, remembering that his wife was having

tea with relatives, went out to fetch her

home. The walk would do him good.

He asked for Master Frank in the lobby.

Master Frank, tired of waiting, had run

across to his grandmother's. The parlour-

maid, having closed the door on the doctor,

retired to inspect an outhouse with Jobling.

Aingell turned down the farther flight of the

semicircle and ran into the night.

Long after the man in the smash of the

conservatory awoke to semi-consciousness.

In falling he had caught at jagged pieces of

breaking glassâ��his exposed forearm and

wrist had come down on the sharp edges

with the full weight of his massive frame.

He was horribly cut, without knowing it, in

the dark. He lay in the warm stickiness of

his fast-flowing blood. The great artery of

the left arm was injured. He was bleeding

to death.

Nothing roused him till a child's shrill

voice called outside: " Why, grannie, the

'feranda's' broken!" Frankie's grandmother

had resolved to see the boy home and tell

her son that he mustn't overwork himself.

The doctor had been looking fagged for the

last few days. And why should he ? The

future was his. There was money enough

now, at last.

A moment later the old lady, trembling

with alarm, stood under an electric glare, the

awed child by her side, in the wreck of the

conservatory. Among broken panes and

laths and flower-pots lay, in a tangled heap,

with trailing leaves over his face and bosom,

the figure of a senseless man. One arm hung

limp, and from this a bright red stream was

pulsing in ceaseless spouts upon the soddened

floor.

The wounded man opened faint eyes to

the sudden light. His features were cut and

swollen and half hidden, but he recognised,

in a flash, the feeble old face that bent over

his. The child shrank against his grand-

mother's skirt, half curious, half terrified.

"A burglar!" reasoned Mrs. Aingell at

once. " Go, child ! Call your father !

Quick ! " But the child pressed closer,

afraid of the shadowy room behind.

" Help ! " articulated the money-lender.

Old Mrs. Aingell knew, as we all do, that

the bleeding must be stopped at once, if it

had not lasted too long already, but, like most

of us, she did not know how. She was not a

strong-minded woman ; the medical vocation

of her men-folk had never been hers.

She hurried to the bell and rang it, in vain,

for Jobling and Gladys were beyond the reach

of bells, and the cook made a rule of " mind-

ing her own business," which meant never

helping with other people's. Little Frank

ran into the empty house, calling for dad !

Meanwhile' the old woman took out her

pocket-handkerchief and bound it along the

great jagged tear down the forearm. She

tightened it towards the wrist as she went,

compressing the veins only with the flimsy

rag. The blood spurted the faster from the

injured artery, inundating the bit of cambric

in a moment. She seized an antimacassar

and bound it over the handkerchief in the

same painstaking, mistaken manner.

Semi-conscious as he was, the wounded

man felt the blood pressing back to his heart

the faster and draining away from it. He

wondered vaguely whether this was the right

change towards recovery or the beginning of

the end. Ought she not to have lifted his

arm ? He did not know ; he did not much

care. Suddenly he realized that she was

doing for him what he had vainly begged of

her son. He was dying or recovering; he

couldn't tell. Presently he would sink to

sleep, ignoring the possibilities of awakening.

From the vehemence of this impression he

drew strength to turn his head and gaze at

her. And in that moment, as the broken

fragments fell away and the full light struck

the struggling face, she recognised the man

whose sleeping threat had been the terror of

her life. Her fear, then, had come true after
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all these years! He had spoken to her

son. And that son, doubtless, in reply,

had flung him out of doors and murdered

him !

Her knees gave way; she sank down in

terrified prayer. She didn't know what she

was doing or say-

ing. "My son!"

she repeated

twenty times.

"Oh, my God!

My fault! My

son!"

The child

cajpe running

back, crying.

Aingell, returning with his wife, found him

thus. As he hastily unwound the bandage,

he saw how badly the work had been done.

" I did my best," said old Mrs. Aingell,

watching anxiously. " I hope I did well ? "

" Yesâ��yes," he said; his own heart

n

HER KNEBS GAVE WAV, SHE SANK DOWN IN TERRIFIED PRAYER.

" Dad isn't there ! " he said. " Nobody's

there. I'm afraid." He clung to his grand-

mother with sobs.

Once more in the course of that long wait

the money-lender opened his eyes. His

thoughts were of green fields and bubbling

brooks and happiness. With a superhuman

effortâ��he knew it was superhumanâ��he drew

a pocket-book forth with his uninjured

arm.

" For you," he whispered, looking to

the child, as the book dropped upon his

breast.

threatened to stand still. This, then, was

the end.

" How is he ? " persisted the old woman.

" Don't ask, mother."

" But, Frank, why not ? I want to know.

Oh, Frank, what did you do to him ? What

did he tell you ? "

" I ? I did nothing to him. Why should

I have done anything, mother ? "

The little boy had ventured to pick the

pocket book from where it lay on the dead

man's breast.

" For me," he said.
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GEORGE is

one of the for-

tunate possess-

ors of that

magic gift which we call

personality. In any career

personal magnetism

counts for much, but to

the statesman the gift is

beyond price. In combi-

nation with his practical

common sense it has

contributed in no small

degree to the success of

the Chancellor of the

Exchequer.

In a chapter of auto-

biography Mr. Lloyd

George has told us some-

thing of his early years

He was but two years old

when his father died, and

his mother made her home

with her father and brother

in her native place of

Llanystumdwy. " My life

and career, after my

mother, I owe mainly to

an uncle, who was more

than a parent to me. I

can never tell how much

I owed to this good man."

Very early in life he

showed signs of that in-

dependence of thought

which has since been one

of his great characteristics.

Brought up as a Baptist,

he was sent to the C hurch

school at Llanystumdwy

â��the only school in the

village. During an exami-

nation on the Church

Catechism he objected to

certain questions as re-

flecting on Nonconform-

ity, and refused to answer
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them. So stubbornly did

he stick to his convictions

that he induced his fellow-

scholars to join with him

in his passive resistance

to answering questions he

considered an insult to

his religious belief. The

plan was successful, for

the obnoxious questions

were discontinued. Read

in the light of after events

the incident is of peculiar

interest.

His school days over,

there followed a period in

the office of a firm of

solicitors at Portmadoc to

whom his uncle had

articled him. Passing the

qualifying examination as

a solicitor, he served his

firm as manager, and after-

wards opened offices for

himself at Portmadoc,

Criccieth, and elsewhere.

Then came an event

which caused his name tc

be known throughout

Wales and altered the

whole course of his life.

The story of the Llanfro-

than burial case is pro-

bably well enough known

not to need retelling in

full. The trouble was

brought about by the dying

request of a quarryman

that he might be buried

by the side of his daughter

in the village churchyard.

The quarryman was a Dis-

senter, and though the

vicar was compelled, under

the Burials Act, to allow

the body to be interred,

he chose as the site of the

grave that portion of the
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churchyard set apart for suicides and the

bodies of the unknown drowned.

Thoroughly incensed by this actâ��the more

so, seeing that Nonconformist subscriptions

had materially helped in securing the ground

â��the villagers consulted Mr. Lloyd George.

He advised them to force the gates of the

churchyard. This was done, and resulted in

fines for trespass. Then ensued protracted

litigation, marked by great bitterness, but

in the end Mr. Lloyd George emerged

triumphant. Naturally enough, the champion

of the people's right became the hero of the

Principality, and at the first by-election was

returned for the Car-

narvon Boroughs.

Mr. Lloyd George

is a born fighter, with

the courage of his con-

victions, and a habit

of expressing them in

no uncertain manner.

But, though he hits

hard, he is singularly

free from malice, and

much of the sting in

his words is belied by

the geniality of his

manner. As a debater

there are few to

equal him on either

side of the House, as

he has proved time

and again both in

Opposition and in

office. He is a most

effective speaker, too,

on the public plat-

form, his gift of

lucidity, coupled

with a keen sense of

humour, making him everywhere a great

favourite.

It was in 1890 that he was first elected

as member for the Carnarvon Boroughs,

a constituency which has shown its faith

in him at each succeeding election. Nearly

sixteen years later came his appointment

aj President of the Board of Tradeâ��an

appointment viewed by many with not a

little uneasiness. How would one so pas-

sionate, so outspoken, so untrammelled by

convention as this young Welshman deal

with the problems he would be called upon

to solve ? Possibly, on looking back, this

uneasiness was not altogether ill-founded,

when we remember the many fierce con-

troversies in which the " member for N ales "

had been the leading figure. Yet his success

has been complete and unquestioned, and

his handling of more than one difficult

problem earned for him the praise of the

country, irrespective of party.

His term of office at the Board of Trade

was noteworthy for the reform of merchant

shipping and of patent law, the Bill dealing

witi the former question having the some-

what'unusual effect of pleasing all concerned.

His Census of Production Act will enable

us to obtain statistical information with regard

to the trade of the country, in which respect

we have for years been
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behind such competi-

tors as the United

States and Germany.

The Port of London

question, which had

baffled more than one

of his predecessors,

has been solved to

the satisfaction of all.

And â�� what is to

many people his

greatest achievement

â�� he succeeded in

bringing to an end the

recent unfortunate

railway dispute, and

so saved the country

from the losses, to

say nothing of the

inconvenience, which

would have resulted

fromastrike. Itshould

be remembered, too,

that these are but the

outstanding features

â��the landmarks, as it

wereâ��of an exceptionally busy two years. It

has been well said of him that "he may

dream in Welsh, but he acts in English."

To realize to the full the hold Mr. Lloyd

George has on the affections of the Welsh

people one must listen to him addressing

a meeting in his native country. Such

enthusiasm as he can arouse is rarely found

beyond the borders of Wales, and is an

eloquent illustration of the power of per-

sonality. As he is still a young manâ��being

only forty-fiveâ��much may be expected of

him in the future. He has been called the

business-man of the Cabinet, and now that

he is the holder of the nation's purse-strings,

is surely the right man in the right place.



S night descendedâ��cold and

damp â��the wind hauled, and

by nine o'clock the ship was

charging along before a half-

gale and a rising sea from the

port quarter. When the watch

had braced the yards, the mate ordered the

spanker brailed in and the mizzen-royal

clewed up, as the ship steered hard. This

was done, and the men coiled up the gear.

" Let the spanker hang in the brailsâ��tie

up the royal," ordered the mate from his

position at the break of the poop.

" Aye, aye, sir," answered a voice from the

group, and an active figure sprang into the

rigging. Another figureâ��slim and graceful,

clad in long yellow oilskin coat and sou'wester,

which latter could not confine a tangled fringe

of wind-blown hairâ��left the shelter of the

after-companion-way and sped along the alley

to the mate's side.

"The foot-rope, Mr. Adams," she said,

hurriedly. " The seizing was chafed, you

remember."

" By George, Miss Freda ! " said the officer.

" Forgot all about it. Glad you spoke.

Come down from aloft," he added, in a roar.

The sailor answered and descended.

"Get a piece of spun yarn out o' the

booby-hatch and take it up wi' you," con-

Vul. xaftjvLâ��5.

tinued the mate. " Pass a temporary seizing

on the lee royal foot-rope. Make sure it's

all right 'fore you get on it, now."

"Aye, aye, sir."

The man passed down the poop steps,

secured a marline-spike and the spun yam,

and, while rolling the latter into a ball

to put in his pocket, stood for a moment in

the light shining from the second mate's

room. The girl on the poop looked down

at him. He was a trim-built, well-favoured

young fellow, with more refinement in his

face than most sailors can show ; yet there

was no lack of seamanly deftness in the

fingers which balled up the spun yarn and

threw a half-hitch with the bight of the

lanyard over the point of the marline-spike

which hung to his neck. As he climbed the

steps the girl faced him, looking squarely

into his eyes.

" Be careful, John â�� Mr. Owen. The

seizing is chafed through. I heard the man

report itâ��it was Dutch George of the other

watch. Do be careful."

" Eh, whyâ��why, yes, Miss Folsom. Thank

you. But you startled me. I've been Jack

for three yearsâ��not Johnâ��nor Mister. Yes,

it's all right, I "

" Get aloft to that mizzen-royal," thundered

the mate from near the wheel.
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" Aye, aye, sir." He touched his sou'-

wester to the girl and mounted the weather

mizzen rigging, running up the ratlines as a

fireman goes up a ladder. It was a black

night with cold rain, and, having thrown off

his oiled jacket, he was already drenched to

the skin ; but no environment of sunshine,

green fields and woodland, or of flower-

scented air ever made life brighter to him

than had the incident of the last few

moments ; and with every nerve in his body

rejoicing in his victory, and her bitter words

of four years back crowding his mind as a

contrasting background, he danced up and

over the futtock-shrouds, up the topmast

rigging, through the crosstrees, up the top-

gallant rigging to where the ratlines ended

and he must climb on the runner of the royal

halyards. As the yard was lowered this was

a short climb, and he swung himself upward

to the weather yard-arm, where he rolled up

one side of the sail with extravagant waste of

muscular effort. For she had said he was

not a man, and he had proved her wrongâ��

he had conquered himself, and he had

conquered her.

He hitched the gasket and crossed over to

the lee-side, forgetting, in his exhilaration,

the object of the spun yarn in his pocket

and the marline-spike hung from his neckâ��

stepped out on the foot-rope, passed his

hands along the jackstay to pull himself

farther, and felt the foot-rope sink to the

sound of snapping strands. The jackstay

was torn from his grasp, and he fell, face

downward, into the black void beneath.

An involuntary shriek began on his lips,

but was not finished. He felt that the last

atom of air was jarred from his lungs by

what he knew was the topgallant yard, four

feet below the royal, and, unable to hold on,

with a freezing cold in his veins and at

the hair-roots, he experienced in its fullness

the terrible sensation of falling, whirling

downward, clutching wildly at vacancy with

stiffened fingers.

The first horror past, his mind took on a

strange con tern plativeness; fear of death

gave way to mild curiosity as to the manner

of it. Would he strike on the lee quarter,

or would he go overboard ? And might he

not catch something ? There was rigging

below himâ��the lee-royal backstay stretched

farthest out from the mast, and if he brushed

it there was a possible chance. He was now

face upward, and with the utmost difficulty

moved his eyesâ��he could not yet by any

exercise of will or muscle move his headâ��

and there, almost within reach, was a dark

line, which he knew was the royal backstay.

Farther in toward the spars was anotherâ��the

topgallant backstay, and within this two

other ropes which he knew for the topgallant

rigging, though he could see no ratlines, nor

could he distinguish the lay of the strandsâ��

the ropes appeared like solid bars. This,

with the fact that he was still but a few feet

below the topgallant yard, surprised him, until

it came to him that falling bodies travel over

sixteen feet in the first second of descent,

which is at a rate too fast for distinct vision,

and that the apparent slowness of his falling

was but relativeâ��because of the quickness of

his mind, which could not wait on a sluggish

optic nerve and more sluggish retina.

Yet, he wondered why he could not reach

out and grasp the backstay. It seemed as

though invisible fetters bound every muscle

and joint â�� though not completely. An

intense effort of will resulted in the slow ex-

tension of all the fingers of his right hand,

and a little straightening of the arm toward

the backstay ; but not until he had fallen to

the level of the upper topsail-yard was this

result reached. It did no good ; the back-

stay was now farther away. As it led in a

straight line from the royal-masthead to the

rail, this meant that he would fall overboard,

and the thought comforted him. The con-

cussion would kill him, of course ; but no

self-pity afflicted him now. He merely con-

sidered that sheâ��who had relentedâ��would

be spared the sight of him crushed to a pulp

on the deck.

As he drifted slowly down past the expanse

of upper topsail he noticed that his head

was sinking and his body turning so that he

would ultimately face forward ; but still his

arms and legs held their extended position,

like those of a speared frog, and the thought

recalled to him an incident of his infancyâ��a

frog-hunt with an older playmate, his prowess,

success, wet feet, and consequent illness. It

had been forgotten for years, but the chain

was started, and led to other memories, long

dead, which rose before him. His childhood

passed in review, with its pleasures and

griefs; his schooldays, with their sports, con-

flicts, friends, and enemies; college, where

he had acquired the polish to make him

petted of all but oneâ��and abhorrent to her.

Every person, man or woman, boy or girl,

with whom he had conversed in his whole

life came back and repeated the scene; and

as he passed the lower topsail-yard, nearly

head downward, he was muttering common-

places to a brown-faced, grey-eyed girl, who

listened, and looked him through and
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through, and seemed to be wondering why

he existed. And as he traversed the depth

of the lower topsail, turning gradually on his

axis, he was living it overâ��next to his first

voyage the most harrowing period of his life

â�¢â��the short two months during which he had

striven vainly to impress this simple-natured

sailor-girl with his good qualities, ending at

last with his frantic declaration of a love that

she did not want.

" But it's not the least use, John," she was

saying ; " I do not love you, and I cannot.

You are a gentleman, as they say, and as

such I like you well enough ; but I never

can love you, nor anyone like you. I've

been among menâ��real menâ��all my life,

and perhaps have ideals that are strange to

you. John "â��her eyes were wide open in

earnestnessâ��"you are not a man."

Writhing under her wordsâ��which would

have been brutal, spoken by anotherâ��he

cursed, not her nor himself, but his luck and

the fate that had shaped his life; and next

she was showing him the opened door, saying

that she could tolerate profanity in a man,

but not in a gentleman, and that under no

circumstances was he to claim her acquaint-

ance again. Then followed the snubbing in

"I

7

*HE WAS PASSING THE CRO'-JACK YARD."
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the street, when, like a lately-whipped dog, he

had placed himself in her way, hoping she

would notice him ; and the long agony of

humiliation and despair, as his heart and soul

followed her over the seas in her father's ship,

until the seed she had plantedâ��the small

suspicion that her words were trueâ��developed

into a wholesome conviction that she had

measured him by a higher standard than any

he had known, and found him wanting. So

he would go to her school and learn what

she knew.

With lightning-like rapidity his mind

rehearsed the details of his tuitionâ��the four

long voyages; the brutality of the officers

until he had learned his work ; their con-

sideration and rough kindness when he had

become useful and valuable; the curious,

incongruous feeling of self-respect that none

but able-seamen feel; the growth in him of

an aggressive physical courage; the triumphant

satisfaction with which he finally knew himself

as a complete man, clean in morals and mind,

able to look men in the face. And then came

the moment when, mustering at the capstan

with the new crew of her father's ship, he had

met her surprised eyes with a steady glance,

and received no recognition.

* And so he pleaded his cause, dumbly, by

the life that he lived. Asking nothing by

word or look, he proved himself under her

eyesâ��first on deck ; first in the rigging ; the

best man at a weather earing; the best at

the wheel ; quick, obedient, intelligent, and

respectful, winning the admiration of his

mates and jealous ill-will of the officers, but

no sign of interest or approval from her

until to-nightâ��the ninety-second day of the

passage. She had surrendered ; he had

reached her level, only to die; and he

thought this strange.

Facing downward, head inboard now, and

nearly horizontal, he was passing the cro -jack

yard. Below him was the seaâ��black and

crisp, motionless as though carved in ebony.

Neither was there movement of the ship and

its rigging; the hanging bights of ropes were

rigid, while a breaking sea just abaft the main

chains remained poised, curled, its white crest

a frozen pillow of foam. " The rapidity of

thought," he mused, dream.ly ; "but I'm

falling fast enoughâ��fast enough to kill me

when I strike."

Forgotten for years, there sang in his mind

a schoolday formula of physics, " The velo-

city of a freely falling body at the end of any

second of its descent is equal to thirty-two

and sixteen-hundredths feet multiplied by the

number of the second."

" Yes, but I've been falling twenty-five

years. I have the height of the topgallant

yardâ��one hundred and twenty feet. Now

let's try againâ��' The distance traversed by

a freely falling body during any number

of seconds is equal to sixteen and eight-

hundredths feet multiplied by the square of

the number of seconds.' Inverselyâ��'The

square of the seconds is equal to the distance

â��one hundred and twentyâ��divided by six-

teen and eight-hundredths.'"

A mental calculation gave him seven and

forty-six-hundredths as the square of the

number of seconds, and another gave him

two and seven-tenths for the square root of

this number. " Never imagined I was so

good at mental arithmetic. Now, once more ;

I'll have been falling actually, two and seven-

tenths seconds by cold figures." Applying

the first formula he found that he would

strike that solid black water with a velocity

of eighty-six and eighty-three-hundredths feet

per second. The result was satisfying ; he

would die quickly. He could not move an

eyelid now, nor was he conscious that he

breathed, but, being nearly upright, facing

aft and inboard, the quarter-deck and its

fittings were before his eyes, and he saw

what brought him out of eternity to a

moment of finite time and emotion. The

helmsman stood at the motionless wheel

with his right hand poised six inches above a

spokeâ��as though some sudden paralysis

gripped himâ��and bis face, illumined by the

binnacle light, turned aloft inquiringly. But

it was not this. Standing at the taffrail, one

hand on a life-buoy, was a girl in yellow

looking at himâ��unspeakable horror in the

lookâ��and around her waist the arm of the

mate, on whose rather handsome face was an

evil grin.

A pang of earthly rage and jealousy shot

through him, and he wished to live. By a

supreme effort of will he brought his legs

close together and his arms straight above

his head ; then the picture before him shot

upward, and he was immersed in cold salt

water with blackness all about him. How

long he remained under water he could not

guess. He had struck feet first and suffered

no harm, but had gone down like a deep-sea

lead. He felt the aching sensation in his

lungs coming from suppressed breathing, and

swam blindly in the darkness, not knowing

in which direction was the surface, until he

felt the marline-spike, still fastened to his

neck, extending off to the right. Sure that

it must hang downward, he turned the other

way, and, keeping it parallel with his body,
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swam, with bursting lungs, until he felt air

upon his face and knew that he could breathe.

In choking sobs and gasps his breath came

and went, while he paddled with hands and

feet, glad of his reprieve; and when his

lungs worked normally he struck out for a

white, circular life-buoy, not six feet away.

" Bless her for this," he prayed, as he slipped

it under his arms. His oilskin trousers were

cumbersome, and with a little trouble he

shed them.

He was alive, and his world was again in

motion. Seas lifted and dropped him, occa-

sionally breaking over his head. In the

calm of the hollows he listenedâ��for voices

of possible rescuers. On the tops of the

seasâ��ears filled with the roar of the galeâ��

he shouted, facing to leeward, and searching

with strained eyes for sign of the ship or one

of her boats. At last he saw a pin-point of

light, far away, and around it and above it

blacker darkness, which was faintly shaped

to the outline of a ship and canvasâ��hove-to

in the trough, with maintopsail

aback, as he knew by its fore-

shortening. And even as he

looked and shouted it faded

away. He screamed and

life-buoy, and with every heaving sea the boat

came nearer. At last he recognised itâ��the

ship's dinghy, and it was being pulled into

the teeth of that forceful wind and sea by

a single rowerâ��a slight figure in yellow.

" Heavens, it's Freda!" he said ; and then,

in a shout, " This way, Miss Folsomâ��a little

farther."

THIS WAV, MISS FOLSOM-A UTILE PAKTHEK.

â� jursed, for he wanted to live. He had sur-

vived that terrible fall, and it was his right.

Something white showed on the top of a

sea to leeward and sank in a hollow. He

sank with it, and when they both raised again

it was nearer.

" Boat ahoy ! " he sang out. " Boat ahoyâ��

this wayâ��port a littleâ��steady ! "

He swam as he could, cumbered by the

She turned, nodded, and pulled the

boat up to him. He seized the gun-

wale, and she took in the oars.

"Can you climb in alone, John?"

she asked in an even voiceâ��as even

as though she were asking him to

have more tea. " Wait a littleâ��I am

tiredâ��and I will help you."

She was ever calm and dispassionate,

but he wondered at her now ; yet he

would not be outdone.

" I'll climb over the stern, Freda, so as

not to capsize you. Better go forward to

balance my weight."

She did so; he pulled himself to the stern,

slipped the life-buoy over his head and into

the boat, then by a mighty exercise of all his

strength vaulted aboard with seeming ease

and sat down on a thwart. He felt a strong

inclination to laughter and tears, but repressed
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himself; for masculine hysterics would not

do before this young woman. She came aft

to the next thwart, and when he felt steadier

he said : â��

" You have saved my life, Freda; but

thanks are idle now, for your own is in

danger. Give me the oars. We must go

back to the ship."

She changed places with him, facing for-

ward, and said, wearily, as he shipped the

oars : " So you want to get back ? "

"Why, yesâ��don't you? We are adrift in

an open boat."

" The wind is going down, and the seas do

not break," she answered, in the same weary

voice. " It does not rain any more, and we

shall have the moon."

A glance around told him that she spoke

truly. There was less pressure to the wind,

and the seas rose and fell, sweeping past

them like moving hills of oil. Moonlight,

shining through thinning clouds, faintly illu-

mined her face, and he saw the expression-

less weariness of her voice in it, and a sad,

dreary look in her grey eyes.

" How did you get the dinghy down,

Freda ? " he asked. " And why did no one

come with you ? "

" Father was asleep, and the mate was

incompetent. I had my revolver, and they

backed the yards for me and threw the

dinghy over. I had loosened the gripes as

you went aloft. I thought you would fall.

Still, no one would come."

" And you came alone," he said, in a

broken voice, "and pulled this boat to wind-

ward in this sea ? You are a wonder."

" I saw you catch the life-buoy. Why did

you fall? You were cautioned."

" I forgot the foot-rope. I was thinking

of you."

" You are like the mate. He forgot the

foot-rope all day, because he was thinking

of me. I should have gone aloft and seized

it myself."

There was no reproof or sarcasm in the

tired voice. She had simply made an

assertion.

" Why are you at seaâ��before the mastâ��a

man of your talents ? "

It was foolish, he knew, but the word

" man " sent a thrill through him.

"To please you, if I mayâ��to cultivate

what you did not find in me !"

" Yes, I knew : when you came on board

I knew it. But you might have spoken to me."

There was petulance in the tone now, and

the soul of the man rejoiced. The woman

in her was asserting itself.

" Miss Folsom," he answered, warmly, " I

could not. You had made it impossible. It

was your rightâ��your duty, if you wished it.

But you ignored my existence."

" 1 was testing you. I am glad now, Mr.

Owen."

The petulance was gone, but there was

something chilling in this answer.

"Can you see the ship?" he asked, after

a moment's silence. "The moonlight is

stronger."

" We shall not reach her. They have

squared away. The mate had the deck and

father is asleep."

" And left you in an open boat," he

answered, angrily.

" He knew 1 was with you."

What was irrelevant in this explanation of

the mate's conduct escaped him at the time.

The full moon had emerged from behind the

racing clouds and it lit up her face, fringed

by the tangled hair and yellow sou'wester, to

an unearthly beauty he had never seen before.

He wondered at it, and for a moment a grisly

thought crossed his mind that this was not

life, but deathâ��that he had died in the fall,

and the girl had followed in some manner ;

but the heavy marline-spike still hung from

his neck, and he was surely alive when he

had placed it there.

She was standing erectâ��her lithe figure

swaying to the boat's motionâ��and pointing

to leeward, while the moonlit face was now

sweetened by the smile of a happy child.

He stood up and looked where she pointed,

but saw nothing, and seated himself to look

at her.

" See ! " she exclaimed, gleefully. " They

have hauled out the spanker and are sheeting

home the royal. I will never be marriedâ��

I will never be married. lie knew I was

with you."

Again he stood up and searched the sea

to leeward. There was nothing in sight.

"Unhinged," he thought, "by this night's

trouble." " Freda," he said, gently, " please

sit down. You may fall overboard."

" I am not insane," she said, as though

reading his thoughts ; and, smiling radiantly

in his face, she obeyed him.

" Do you know where we are ? " he asked,

tentatively. "Are we in the track of ships?"

" No," she answered, while her face took

on the dreamy look again. " We are out of

all the tracks. We shall not be picked up.

We are due west from llio Island. I saw it

at sundown broad on the starboard bow. The

wind is due south. If you will pull in the

trough of the sea we can reach it before
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daylight. I am tiredâ��so tiredâ��and sleepy.

Will you watch ?"

" Certainly; lie down in the stern sheets

and sleep if you can." She curled up in her

yellow oil-coat and slept through the night,

while he pulled easily on the oarsâ��not that

he had full faith in her navigation, but

to keep himself warm. The sea became

smoother, and as the moon rose higher it

attained a brightness almost equal to that of

the sun, casting over the clear sky a deep

blue tint that shaded indefinitely into the

contrasting darkness extending from itself to

the horizon. Late in the night he remem-

bered the danger of sleeping in strong moon-

light, and, arising softly to cover her face with

his damp handkerchief, he found her looking

at him.

" We are almost there, John," she said ;

" wake me when we arrive," and closed her

eyes. He covered her face, and marvelling

at her words looked ahead. He was within

a half-mile of a sandy beach which bordered

a wooded island. The sea was now like

glass in its level smoothness, and the air was

warm, and fragrant with the smell of flowers

and foliage. He shipped the oars and pulled

to the beach. As the boat grounded she

arose, and he helped her ashore.

The beach shone white under the moon-

light, and dotting it were large shell-fish and

moving crabs, which scuttled away from

them. Bordering the beach were forest and

undergrowth with interlacery of flowering

vines. A ridge of rocks near by disclosed

caves and hollows, some filled by the water

of tinkling cascades. Oranges showed in

the branches of trees, and cocoa-palms lifted

their heads high in the distance. A small

deer arose, looked at them, and lay down,

while a rabbit inspected them from another

direction, and began nibbling.

" An earthly paradise, I should say," he

observed, as he hauled the boat up the

beach. " Plenty of food and water, at any

rate."

" It is Ilio Island," she answered, with

that same dreamy voice. " It is uninhabited

and never visited."

" But surely, Freda, something will come

along and take us off."

" No ; if I am taken off, I must be married,

of course ; and I will never be married."

" Who to, Freda ? Who must you marry

if we are rescued ? "

"The mateâ��Mr. Adams. Not you, John

Owenâ��not you. I do not like you."

She was unbalanced, of course; but the

speech pained him immeasurably, and he

made no answer. He looked away at the

clean-cut horizon for a moment, and when

he looked back she was close to him, with

the infantile smile on her faceâ��candour and

sanity in her grey eyes. Involuntarily he

extended his arms, and she nestled within

them.

" You will be married, Fredaâ��you will

be married, and to me." He held her tightly

and kissed her lips; and the kiss ended in a

crashing sound, and a shock of pain in his

whole body which expelled the breath from

his lungs. The moonlit island, sandy beach,

blue sea, and sky were swallowed in a blaze

of light, which gave way to pitchy darkness,

with rain on his face and whistling wind in

his ears, while he clung with both arms, not

to a girl, but to a hard, wet, and cold mizzen-

topgallant yard whose iron jackstay had

bumped him severely between the eyes.

Below him, in the darkness, a scream rang

out, followed by the roar of the mate : " Are

you all right up there ? Want any help ? "

He had fallen four feet.

When he could speak he answered, " I'm

all right, sir." And catching the royal foot-

rope dangling from the end of the yard

above him, he brought it to its place, passed

the seizing, and finished furling the royal.

But it was a long job ; his movements were

uncertain, for every nerve in his body was

jumping in its own inharmonious key.

" What's the matter wi' you up there ?"

demanded the mate when he reached the

deck; and a yellow-clad figure drew near

to listen.

" It was nothing, sir ; I forgot about the

foot rope."

" You're a bigger lunkhead than I thought.

Go forward."

He went, and when he came aft at four

bells to take his trick at the wheel the girl

was still on deck, standing near the com-

panion-way, looking forward. The mate

stood at the other side of the binnacle,

looking at her, with one elbow resting on the

house. There was just light enough from

the cabin skylight for Owen to see the

expression which came over his face as he

watched the graceful figure balancing to the

heave of the ship. It took on the same evil

look which he had seen in his fall, while

there was no mistaking the thought behind

the gleam in his eyes. The mate looked up

â��into Owen's face â�� and saw something

there which he must have understood ; for

he dropped his eyes on the compass, snarled

out, " Keep her on the course ! " and stepped

into the lee alley-way, where the dinghy,
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lashed upside down on the house, hid him

from view.

The girl approached the man at the

wheel.

" I saw you fall, Mr. Owen," she said, in a

trembling voice; "and I could not help

screaming. Were you hurt much ? "

wheel, where she patted the moving spokes,

pretending to assist him in steering.

" Miss Freda," said the officer, sternly, as

he came round the corner of the house,

" I must ask you plainly to let things alone.

And another thingâ��please don't talk to the

man at the wheel."

She batted the moving ni-ukes. pretending to asnist him in stkkkino.

" No, Miss Folsom," he answered, in a low,

though not a steady, tone; " hut I was sadly

disappointed."

" I confess I was nervousâ��very nervousâ��

when you went aloft," she said; "and I

cleared away the life-buoy. Then, when you

fell, it slipped out of my hand and went

overboard. Mr. Adams scolded me. Wasn't

it ridiculous ?" There were tears and

laughter in the speed).

" Not at all," he said, gravely ; " it saved

my lifeâ��for which I thank you."

" Howâ��why ? "

" Who in Sam Hill's been casting off these

gripe-lashings ?" growled the voice of the

mate behind the dinghy. The girl tittered

hysterically, and stepped beside Owen at the

"Will you please mind your own busi-

ness ? " she almost screamed ; and then, crying

and laughing together, " If you paid as much

attention to your work as you do toâ��to --

me, men needn't fall from aloft on account

of rotten foot-ropes."

The abashed officer went forward, grum-

bling about " discipline " and " women aboard

ship." When he was well out of sight in the

darkness the girl turned suddenly, passed

both arms around Owen's neck, exerted the

very slightest pressure, patted him playfully

on the shoulder as she withdrew them, and

sped down the companion-way.

He steered a wild course during that

"trick,"and well deserved the profane criticism

which he received from the mate.



Mr. W. Heath Robinson and His Work;

IF humour be the

I salt of life, the

advent of a new

humorist bearing

fresh supplies of that

condiment ought to

be a matter of vital

importance to the

public.

And Mr. William

Heath Robinson's

humour is of a rare

sort. He is serious

â��as serious as

Lewis Carroll. He

believes in his

jokes : these draw-

ings which are now

making not Eng-

land alone but all

Europe laugh are

not by any means

dashed off at a

white heat of

jocosity, but are

slowly evolved by a

very earnest

MR. W. HEATH ROBINSON AT HIS EASEL.

Prvm a Photo, by George A â�  â�  i. Ltd.

gentleman and

accomplished

painter, who is as

much absorbed in

his elaborate absur-

dities as a Senior

Wrangler might be

in the differential

calculus.

In these days

good draughtsmen

are as plentiful as

strawberries; but

when their drawings

are before you, the

laugh, if it comes

at all, follows a

complete under-

standing and appre-

ciation of the

accompanying

legend. It only

needs half an eye

to see that Mr.

Heath Robinson's

designs are

intrinsically funny.
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STUDIES OK HEADS TO ILLUSTRATE RABELAIS.

Not least of the widespread interest Mr.

Robinson lias excited is the seeming abrupt-

ness of his public appearance in the role of

humorist. Yet he has been illustrating books

for years, from Rabelais and "Don Quixote"

to such books for children as " Uncle Lubin.''

Some of his sketches for Rabelais are here-

with given, showing his matchless skill in

delineating facial character.

" I suppose," he said to the writer, " I

have been what you call funny a great many

years ; only I made the common mistake of

dosing children with humour instead of giving

it to 'grown ups.' You see, I hadn't then

found out that children, although extremely

humorous to others, have necessarily very

little sense of humour of their own, but

are very, very matter-of-fact little people.
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enthusiasm about everything connected

with my profession, and this carried me

smiling through the vast amount of

plaster cast and antique drawing I was

destined to do."

Somehow one finds it difficult, in

looking about Mr. Robinson's studio

and through his portfolio of inimitably

droll sketches, to picture him drawing

careful studies of Ilyssos and the frieze

of the Parthenon. He began his train-

ing at a suburban art school when about

the age of sixteen, going through the

ordinary course of instruction.

" I gained there the usual prizes and

passed the usual ' exams,' or some of

them," he added, modestly. As a

matter of fact he was a particularly

brilliant pupil, and one of his fellows

predicted of him a glowing success as

a Royal Academician. After a course

of study at the British Museum, young

Robinson secured the coveted R.A.

Studentship. "After that," he observed,

grimly, " I could study more antique

SCIENTIFIC RESEARCH.-AN EMINENT

BIRD1ST DISGUISED AS A RAIN-CLOUD

STUDYING THE WAYS OF THE

UMBRELLA BIRD.

Rough Sketch for a Humorous Picture.

A book for them, I feel, should take

them most seriously. ' Struwwel-

peter' to a child is real earnest,

and is consequently, I believe, the

most successful book with children.

The humour that it has is acci-

dental, and is for us 'grown-ups'

alone.

" How did I come to be an artist

at all ? I can hardly answer, except

that my development was gradual

only. I suppose, too, the instinct

was hereditary. At all events, my

father was an artist and my grand-

father was an artist. I don't believe

I showed any great promise as a

boy, although I was certainly fond

of drawing, and, like most boys,

drawing more from my fancy. I fear

I was a poor copyist; in fact, the

ordinary school drawing lesson used

to bore me as much as some of the

other lessons.

" Later, as a student, I was all

SCIENTIFIC RESEARCH.â�� A STUDENT OF BIRDOLOGV

DISGUISED AS A GLOW-WORM STUDYING THE HABITS

OF THE NIGHTJAR.

A typical specimen of one of Mr. Robinson's preliminary Sketches.
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MRS.

â�¢BUT WE'VE CAUGHT THE FISH

A PLEASANT AFTERNOON.

than ever. Nowa-

days, they tell

me, the student

is not required

to study so much

of the antique.'

Otherwise, I

should not won-

der if artists were

sometimes

driven to he-

come comic

draughtsmen

from sheer des-

peration ! My

refuge for a time

was in landscape,

and landscape

painting is still

a source of keen

enjoyment to

me."

Forced at an

early age to earn

his own liveli-

hood, Mr. Robin-

son's systematic

art education

ended on the

day that a firm

of London pub

A MISSING LINE COMPETITION.

lishers bought

his first drawing

for publication.

To book illus-

tration he

turned. Besides

numero u s

volumes for

children, many

of the classics

have been em-

bellished by his

pencil, and at

the present time

he is engaged

upon a series of

drawings in

colour illustra-

tionâ��one of the

great master-

pieces of litera-

ture â�� a repro-

duction of which

will appear this

autumn. This

work will give the

artist an opportu-

nity of displaying

his powers as a

colourist and de-

corative painter.
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ever came into my head, without thinking

whether or not it violated the canons of pro-

bability. My humour, I should say, has fieen

subject to literary rather than artistic influences,

and in this way I possibly owe something to

Lewis Carroll and W. S. Gilbert.

" I liked drawing for children. It

was a relief to my mind, because I

didn't feel it necessary to restrict

myself; I could just put down what-

HOW THE MISSUS FOUND OUT ABOUT THE VALENTINE.

NARROW ESCAPES.-A "THRILL" ON THE

BRIGHTON LINE.

"Gradually I found that what was

primarily meant to interest the children

interested their elders a good deal

more. If a sketch of mine was very

extravagant the youngsters turned

from it in incredulity, but I observed

that the boredom of the child was

directly in inverse ratio to the delight

of his parent."

" Then that was really the begin-

ning of your humorous work as we

know it now ?"

" Yes; the first of my serious

drawings of a comic idea, intended

for adults, appeared some three years

ago in the Taller. Please note that

in my opinion a humorous artist

may regard his work every bit as

seriously as even a religious painter.

I have always tried to make my

drawing humorous internally, so V
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THE GENTLE ART

OF CATCHING

THINGS.â��

TICKLING FOR

THE BANDICOOT

IN NEW SOUTH

WALES.

By perminnion

Sketch.

of "The

speak, as well as

externally in its

subject. I try to

convey as much

as possible by the

drawingalone,or,

where wording is

necessary, to

make that as

succinct as I can.

I like a seriesâ��

that is, a succes-

sion of adven-

tures happening

to the same per-

sonâ��or ramifica-

tions and appli-

cations of the

same idea, be-

cause I find that

this gives me the

greatest chance

to let myself go

and bring all the

drollery out of

which the notion

THE GENTLE ART

OF CATCHING

THINGS.â��

TRAPPING

WHELKS ON THE

SHORES OF THE

CASPIAN SEA.

By perminnion of " The

PRESENCE OF MIND. â�� AN INOFFENSIVE METHOD OF

REDUCING THE SPEED OF MOTOR-CARS ADOPTED BY

Ht vermilion on TWO COUNTRY POLICEMEN. [â� 'jTwStarf*"

is capable."

Though Mr.

Robinson be-

lieves in boiling

down the letter-

press he believes

in "piling up"

the drawing, put-

ting in all the

accessories his

fancy can supply,

so that the re-

sult becomes

ludicrous from

very excess of

realism. This is

a novel adapta-

tion of the art-

lessness of the

child, whose

sketches will

make a man roar

with laughter, but

which are done

in all seriousness.

You see this in
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such drawings as "The Gentle Art of Catch-

ing Things," " British Sports," and " The

Wiles of Wily Willy," one of the first-named

of which series so tickled the fancy of

President Fallieres that he passed it round

the table at an Elysee Palace luncheon,

serious or heavy. Cynicism, I find, is par-

ticularly unpopular.

" What is my method of work ? Rather a

plodding one. When a likely subject strikes

me I jot it down, and afterwards draw it in

outline, as if I were drawing for children or

CUPID AND THE JESTER.

causing, we are told, many of the guests to

nearly choke with laughter. Other series are

" The Seven Ages of Man," " Exceptions That

Prove the Rule," " Presence of Mind," and

"The Descent of Man."

" I think," says the artist, as we turn the

portfolio of original sketches, " ' The Descent

of Man' was least popular on account of its

cynicism and its gruesomeness People want

their humour to be as light as it can be, and

for the time to be reminded of nothing

for my own amusement. The final drawing

is usually a copy of this in wash. I don't

deviate much, as you will see on comparison

of the preliminary sketches with those that

have been published."

Opinions may, perhaps, differ as to which

is the funnier of the twoâ��the original sketch,

bearing all the marks of the inspiration of

the moment (even though the moment be, in

reality, a somewhat protracted one), or

subsequent carefully-wrought wash-i
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But after having heard the artist's own theory

and explanation one is bound to say there is

something in it, and that Mr. Robinson's ideas

gain by being elaborated as much as possible.

Of course, we do not get very much of his

It may be objected, also, that Mr. Robin-

son's birdsâ��from a nightingale to the

common or garden henâ��are singularly alike.

In fact, he confesses to a " comic " birdâ��a

creation of his own, which he regards as a

HOW CHARLES II. ESCAPED DETECTION AFTER THE BATTLE OF WORCESTER.

By permiution of " The .Sketch."

splendid technique in the original sketches,

such as that reproduced under the title, "An

Eminent Birdist disguised as a rain-cloud

studying the ways of the Umbrella Bird," or

" A Student of Birdology disguised as a glow-

worm studying the habits of the Nightjar,"

because the artist's forte technically is his

landscape treatment, and here we have only

an outline, and faint at that.

kind of " property" to be introduced as

often as possibleâ��with the assurance that

it will be found amusing. You will find this

humorous fowlâ��generally pluckedâ��cropping

up unexpectedly in his designs until it has

now won recognition in juvenile circles. One

little miss of five who saw a plucked fowl

for the first time on the kitchen table ran

to tell her mamma that one of Mr. Robinson's



MR. W. HEATH ROBINSON AND HIS WORK.

birds had flown in downstairs and gone to

sleep !

It is not so noticeableâ��this lack of realistic

accessoriesâ��in such a sketch as that called "A

Missing Line Competition," where a passing

balloonist is seen making off with the products

theme, dwelling lovingly on each detail, so

that, to use his own words, " I almost get

to believe in it myself."

Comic draughtsman though he is, Mr.

Robinson has a very strong vein of pic-

turesque sentiment in his composition,

An example of Mr. Heath Robinson's Comic-Sentimental Allegory.

Ity permiuUm o/ " The Taller."

of a morning's dreary waiting on the part of

four listlessâ��and irresistibly drollâ��anglers.

Very quaint and droll are some of the titles

that greet the eye. Mr. Robinson seems

almost to have invented a new species of

humour in titles alone, as, for instance,

" Tickling for the Bandicoot in New South

Wales," " Trapping Whelks on the Shores

of the Caspian Sea," and sc forth. Having

once got such a legend one can see how

the artist brings out all the drollery of the

Vol. xxxvi.â��7

although he is careful, unless drawing for

children, to keep this strictly within bounds.

One of the best of his sketches in this vein

is a representation of Cupid, who, in his noc-

turnal rambles, has shot a moon-struck loiterer

fairly through the heart with one of his gold-

tipped shafts, only to discover that he has

wasted an arrow on a scarecrow. There is

gentle satire in this allegory. The short-

sighted love god, we fear, shows a prankish

humour sometimes in his choice of a target.
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"MY AFRICAN JOURNEY."

BY THE RT. HON. WINSTON SPENCER CHURCHILL, M.P.

V.-THE KINGDOM OF UGANDA.

HE East Africa Protectorate is thousand have embraced the Christian faith.

a country of the highest interest

to the colonist, the traveller,

or the sportsman. But the

Kingdom of Uganda is a fairy

tale. You climb up a railway

instead of a beanstalk, and at the end there

is a wonderful new world. The scenery is

different, the vegetation is different, the

climate is different, and, most of all, the

people are different from anything elsewhere

to be seen in the whole range of Africa.

Instead of the breezy uplands we enter a

tropical garden. In place of naked, painted

savages clashing their spears and gibbering in

chorus to their tribal chiefs a complete and

elaborate polity is presented. Under a

dynastic King, a Parliament, and a powerful

feudal system an amiable, clothed, polite, and

intelligent race dwell together in an organized

monarchy upon the rich domain between

the Victoria and Albert Lakes. More

than two hundred thousand natives are able

to read and write. More than one hundred

There is a Court, there are Regents and

Ministers and nobles, there is a regular

system of native law and tribunals; there is

discipline, there is industry, there is culture,

there is peace. In fact, I ask myself whether

there is any other spot in the whole earth

where the dreams and hopes of the negro-

phile, so often mocked by results and

stubborn facts, have ever attained such a

happy realization.

Three separate influences, each of them

powerful and benevolent, exercise control

over the mass of the Baganda nation. First,

the Imperial authority, secular, scientific, dis-

interested, irresistible ; secondly, a native

Government and feudal aristocracy corrected

of their abuses, yet preserving their vitality;

and thirdly, missionary enterprise on an

almost unequalled scale. Under the shelter

of the British Flag, safe from external

menace or internal broil, the child-King

grows to a temperate and instructed maturity.

Surrounded by his officers of State, he

Copyright, 1903, by Winston Spender Churchill.
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presides at the meetings of his council and

Parliament, or worships in the huge thatched

cathedral which has been reared on Nami-

rembe Hill. Fortified in their rights, but re-

strained from tyrannical excess, and guided by

an outside power, his feudatories exercise their

proper functions. The people, relieved from

the severities and confusions of times not

long ago, are apt to learn and willing to obey.

And among them with patient energy toils a

large body of devoted Christian men of

different nations, of different Churches, but a

common charity, tending their spiritual needs,

enlarging their social and moral conceptions,

and advancing their education year by year.

An elegance of manners springing from a

naive simplicity of character pervades all

classes. An elaborate ritual of friendly

salutations relieves the monotony of the way-

farer's journey. Submission without servility

or loss of self-respect is accorded to con-

stituted authority. The natives evince an

eagerness to acquire knowledge and a very

high observant and imitative faculty. And

then Uganda is from end to end one beauti-

ful garden, where the staple food of the

people grows almost without labour, and

where almost everything else can be grown

better and easier than anywhere else. The

planter from the best islands in the West

Indies is astonished at the richness of the

soil. Cotton grows everywhere. Rubber,

fibre, hemp, cinnamon, cocoa, coffee, tea,

coca, vanilla, oranges, lemons, pineapples are

natural or thrive on introduction. As for our

English garden products, brought in contact

with the surface of Uganda they simply give

one wild bound of efflorescence or fruition

and break their hearts for joy. Does it not

sound a paradise on earth ? Approach and

consider it more closely.

The good ship Clement Hill, named after

a well-known African explorer, has carried

us smoothly and prosperously across the

northern corner of the Victoria Nyanza, and

reaches the pier of Entebbe as the afternoon

draws towards its close. The first impression

that strikes the eye of the visitor fresh from

Kavirondo is the spectacle of hundreds of

natives all dressed in long clean white

garments which they wear with dignity and

ease. At the landing-place a sort of pavilion

has been erected, and here come deputations

from the Chamber of Commerceâ��a limited

body of Europeansâ��from the Goanese com-

munity, and from the numerous Indian colony

of merchants. A tonga drawn by two mules

takes me to Government House, and from a

wide mosquito-proof veranda I am able to

survey a truly delightful prospect. The most

beautiful plants and trees grow in profusion

on all sides. Beyond a blaze of violet,

purple, yellow, and crimson blossoms, and an

expanse of level green lawns, the great blue

THE GARDEN OF GOVERNMENT HOUSEâ��BNTKBBB,

[Photograph.
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lake lies in all its beauty. The hills and

islands on the horizon are just beginning to

flush to the sunset. The air is soft and cool.

Except that the picture actually looks more

English in its character, one would imagine

it was the Riviera. It must be too good to

be true.

It is too good to be true. One can hardly

believe that such an attractive spot can be

cursed with malignant attributes. Yet what

is true of the East Africa Protectorate is

even more true of Uganda. The contrast

between appearance and reality is more

striking and more harsh. Behind its glittering

mask Entebbe wears a sinister aspect. These

smiling islands which adorn and diversify the

scenery of the lake supported a few years ago

a large population. To-day they are desolate.

Every white man seems to feel a sense of

There are many who advocate the abandon-

ment of Entebbe as the administrative capital

and the restoration of the seat of Govern-

ment to Kampala. But the expense of trans-

ferring public offices and buildings lately

erected to another site is altogether beyond

the slender resources and not among the

most urgent needs of the Uganda Protector-

ate. Great improvements have been effected

recently in the sanitation of Entebbe. The

bush and trees, which added so greatly to its

picturesque appearance, have been ruthlessly

cut down ; and with them, mirabile dic/u, have

vanished the mosquito and the sleeping-

sickness tsetse fly. Half a mile away on

either side of the settlement are groves which

it might easily be death to enter; but the

inhabited area is now quite clear.

Besides, the general unhealthiness of the

Â» a]
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undefinable oppression. A cut will not heal;

a scratch festers. In the third year of resi-

dence even a small wound becomes a

running sore. One day a man feels per-

fectly well ; the next, for no apparent cause,

he is prostrate with malaria, and with malaria

of a peculiarly persistent kind, turning often

in the third or fourth attack to blackwater

fever. In the small European community at

Entebbe there have been quite recently two

suicides. Whether, as I have suggested in

East Africa, it be the altitude, or the down-

ward ray of the Equatorial sun, or the insects,

or some more subtle cause, there seems to

be a solemn veto placed upon the white

man's permanent residence in these beautiful

abodes.

country so far as the European is concerned

is not local to Entebbe. It is widely spread

in slightly different degrees throughout the

whole of Uganda ; and Kampala is certainly

not exempt. Einally, there is a reason of a

different character which ought to impose

a final bar on any return of the Imperial

Government to the native city. Uganda is

a native State. Much of our success in deal-

ing with its population arises from the fact

that we work through and by the native

Government. And that Government could

not fail to lose much, if not all, of its separate

and natural identity if it were overwhelmed

by the immediate proximity of the supreme

Administration.

For a new station in an almost unknown
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land, Entebbe certainly presents many remark-

able evidences of progress. The slopes of the

lake shore are covered with pretty villas, each

standing in its own luxuriant garden. There

is an excellent golf course, and a very bright

and pleasant society. Guardian over all this

stands the Sikh. There are two companies

of these soldiers, one at Entebbe and the

other at Kampala, who, being entirely immune

to local influences of all kinds, constitute what

Mr. Gladstone used to call the " motor

muscle " of Imperial authority. I have always

admired the Sikh in India, both in his can-

tonments and in the field. But somehow

his graceful military figure and grave counte

who take the decision will have incurred a

responsibility which few would care to share

with them.

So far as human force is concerned, the

British power in these regions is at present

beyond challenge. No man can withstand it.

But a new opponent has entered the lists and

will not be denied. Uganda is defended by

its insects. It would even seem that the

arrival of the white man and the increased

movement and activity which his presence

has engendered have awakened these formid-

able atoms to a realization of their powers of

evil. The dreaded Spirillum tick has begun to

infest the roads like a tiny footpad, and scarcely

fVumol
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nance under the turban, as he stands erect

beside his rifle on guard over British interests

six thousand miles from the Punjab, impresses

the eye and the imagination with an added

force. He is a picked volunteer from all

the Sikh regiments, who delights in Uganda,

thrives under its, to him, milder sun, lives on

nothing, saves his doubled pay, and returns

to India enriched and proud of his service

across the sea. If at any time considerations

of expense, or the desire to obtain a complete

homogeneity in the military forces of the

Protectorate, should lead to the disbandment

or withdrawal of these two companies, those

any precautions avail with certainty against him-

This tick is a dirty, drab-coloured creature

the size and shape of a small squashed pea.

When he bites an infected person he does

not contract the Spirillum fever himself, nor

does he transmit it directly to other persons.

By a peculiarly malevolent provision of Nature

this power is exercised not by him but by his

descendants, who are numbered in hundreds.

So the poison spreads in an incalculable pro-

gression. Although this fever is not fatal, it

is exceptionally painful in its course and dis-

tressing in its consequences. There are five

or six separate and successive attacks of fever,
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in which the temperature of the victim may

rise even to 107 degrees; and afterwards the

eyes and hearing are temporarily affected by

a kind of tacial paralysis. Road after road

has been declared infected by this scourge,

and officer after officer struck down as he

moves on duty from place to place. The

only sure preventive seems to be the destruc-

tion of all old grass-huts and camping-grounds,

and the erection along the roads of a regular

system of stone-built, properly-maintained

and disinfected rest-houses, in which the

traveller may take refuge from the lurking

peril. And this will have to be done.

But a far more terrible shadow darkens

the Uganda Protectorate. In July, 1901, a

doctor of the Church Missionary Society

Hospital at Kampala noticed eight cases of

a mysterious disease. Six months later he

reported that over two hundred natives had

died of it in the Island of Buvuma, and

that thousands appeared to be infected.

The pestilence swiftly spread through all the

districts of the lake shore, and the mortality

was appalling. No one could tell where it

had come from or what it was caused by.

It resisted every kind of treatment and

appeared to be universally fatal. Scientific

inquiries of various kinds were immediately

set on foot, but for a long time no results

were obtained, and meanwhile the disease

ran along the coasts and islands of the great

lake like lire in a high wind. By the middle

of 1902 the reported deaths from Trypano-

somiasis, or " sleeping sickness" as it has

come to be called, numbered over thirty

thousand. It was still spreading rapidly

upon all sides, and no clue whatever to its

treatment or prevention had been obtained.

It seemed certain that the entire population

of the districts affected was doomed.

On April 28th, 1903, Colonel Bruce, whose

services had been obtained for the investiga-

tion of "sleeping sickness " through the instru-

mentality of the Royal Society, announced

that he considered the disease to be due to a

kind of trypanosome, conveyed from one

person to another by the bite of a species of

tsetse fly called Glossina palpalis. His theory

was strongly supported by the fact that the

disease appeared to be confined to the

localities infested by the fly. The fly-belt

also could be defined with precision, and was

rarely found to extend more than a mile or

two from water. The news that Europeans

could no longer consider themselves immune

from the infection caused, as might be

imagined, much consternation in the white

community. Nearly everybody had been

bitten by tsetses at one time or another, but

whether by this particular species when

actually infected remained in suspense.

Moreover, tsetse flies abounded in such

numbers on all parts of the lake shore that

their wholesale destruction seemed quite im-

possible. What then ?

For a time Colonel Bruce's discovery

almost paralyzed all preventive and restrictive
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measures. The scourge fell unchecked. By

the end of 1903 the reported deaths num-

bered over ninety thousand, and the lake

shores were becoming fast depopulated.

W hole villages were completely exterminated,

and great tracts in Usoga, which had formerly

been famed for their high state of cultivation,

relapsed into forests. The weakness of the

victims and the terror or apathy of the sur-

vivors permitted a sudden increase in

the number of leopards, and these fierce

animals preyed with daring and impunity

upon the living, the dying, and the dead.

Further investigations, which were anxiously

pushed on in many directions, revealed the

existence of the tsetse fly over widespread

areas. In the interior of Usoga, on the banks

of many rivers, in swamps on the shores of the

Albert Lake and Lake Albert Edward, these

swarming emissaries of death were found to be

awaiting their message. All that was needed to

Any decrease in the mortality in any

district up to the present time is due, not

to any diminution in the virulence of the

disease, but simply to the reduction of

possible victims, owing to the extermination

of the inhabitants. Buvuma, a few years

ago one of the most prosperous of all the

islands, contains fewer than fourteen thousand

out of thirty thousand. Some of the islands

in the Sesse group have lost every soul, while

in others a few moribund natives, crawling

about in the last stages of the disease, are all

that are left to represent a once teeming

population.

" It might have been expected," writes

Mr. Hesketh Bell, the Governor of Uganda,

to whom I am indebted for much valuable

information on this subject, " that, even

though the negroes showed inability to grasp

the theory of the transmission of disease by

the agency of insects, the undeniable deadli-

From a}

I'HE SOUKCE UK THE NILE.

lPhotograi>h.

arm them with their fatal power was the arrival

of some person infected with the microbe.

The Albert shores and several parts of the

Upper Nile soon became new centres of pesti-

lence. Thousands of deaths occurred in Un-

yoro. By the end of rcjos considerably more

than two hundred thousand persons had

perished in the plague-stricken regions, out

of a population in those regions which could

not have exceeded three hundred thousand.

ness of the countries bordering on the lake

shore would have induced them to flee from

the stricken land and to have sought in

the healthier districts inland a refuge from

the pestilence that was slaving them by

thousands. An extraordinary fatalism, how-

ever, seems to have paralyzed the natives,

and, while deploring the sadness of their fate,

they appear to have accepted death almost

with apathy."



5Â«

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

The police of science, although arrived

late on the scene of the tragedy, were now

following many converging clues. '1 hera-

peutic investigation into the treatment and

origin of the disease, entomological examina-

tion of the resorts, habits, dangers, and life-

history of the fly, and administrative measures

of drastic authority are now being driven

sternly forward. Knowledge has accumu-

lated. Fighting the sleeping sickness is like

laying a vampire. To make the spell work,

five separate conditions must be present â��

water, bushes, trees, the tsetse fly (G/ossiita

palpalis), and one infected person. Remove

any one of these and the curse is lifted. But

let them all be conjoined, and the sure

destruction of every human being in the

district is only a matter of time.

The Government of Uganda is now pur-

suing a policy based on the appreciation of

these facts. Wherever it is necessary to

come to the lake shores, as at Entebbe

Munyonyo, Ripon Falls, Fajao, etc, the

tsetse fly is banished or eliminated by cut-

ting down the trees, clearing away the bush,

and planting in its place the vigorous, rapid

growing citronclla grass, which, once firmly

established, holds its own against invading

vegetation. Wherever it is not possible to

clear the shores of tsetse flies, they must

be cleared of inhabitants. And the extra-

ordinary operation of moving entire popu-

lations from their old homes to new places

â��often against their will â��has been actually

accomplished within the last year by a

combined dead-lift effort of these three

tremendous forces of Government which

regulate from such different points of view

the lives and liberties of the Baganda.

It does not follow that the lake shores will

have to be abandoned for ever. In a very

short-timeâ��some say two days, some eleven

hoursâ��the infected tsetse is free from poison

and can no longer communicate it; and once

the disease has been eradicated from the

population, healthy people might return and

be bitten with impunity. Nor, on the other

hand, can we hope, unless some cure capable

of being applied on a large scale can

be perfected, that the mortality in the

immediate future will sensibly diminish. For

there are many thousands of persons still

affected, and for these segregation, nursing,

and compassion comprise the present re-

sources of civilization.

One thing is, however, above all things

important. There must be no losing heart.

At any moment the researches which are being

(To be a

conducted in so many laboratories, and in

which Professor Koch has taken a leading

part, may produce an absolute therapeutic

remedy. By the administrative measures now

vigorously enforced it is believed that the

fatal contact between infected persons and

uninfected flies, between infected flies and

uninfected persons, will have been effectively

broken. We cannot fail to learn more of the

tsetse. The humble black horse-fly, indis-

tinguishable to the casual observer from

harmless types, except that his wings are

folded neatly like a pair of shut scissors,

instead of splaying out on either side of his

back, is now under a bright, searching, and

pitiless eye. Who are his enemies ? What

are his dangers ? What conditions are

essential to his existence ? What conditions

are fatal or inimical ? International Com-

missions discuss him round green tables,

grave men peer patiently at him through

microscopes, active officers scour Central

Africa to plot him out on charts. A fine-

spun net is being woven remorselessly around

him. And may not man find allies in this

strange implacable warfare ? There are fishes

which destroy mosquitoes, there are birds

which prey upon flies, there are plants whose

scent or presence is abhorrent or injurious to

particular forms of insect life. In what

places and for how long will the tsetse

continue to fly as he is wont over the

smooth, gleaming water, just above the reeds

and bushes, just below the branches of the

overhanging trees ? Glossina palpalis contra

mundum I

I have not sought to conceal the perils in

describing the riches and the beauties of

Uganda. The harsh contrasts of the land,

its noble potentialities, its hideous diseases,

its fecundity alike of life and death, are

capable of being illustrated by many more

facts and examples than I can here set down.

But what an obligation, what a sacred duty

is imposed upon Great Britain to enter the

lists in person and to shield this trustful,

docile, intelligent Baganda race from dangers

which, whatever their cause, have synchro-

nized with our arrival in their midst ! And,

meanwhile, let us be sure that order and

science will conquer, and that in the end

John Bull will be really master in his

curious garden of sunshine and deadly

nightshade.

tinued.)



the advantages of such an arrangement. She

went out and posted her letter to her father,

and then, with a mind at ease, wrote a nice

letter to Captain Trimblett, full of apologies

for her precipitancy, and regretting that he

had not informed her before of what she

called his change of mind. She added that,

after mature deliberation, she had decided

not to return to Salthaven until after he had

sailed.

Captain Trimblett got the letter' next

morning and, hurrying off to the nearest

post-office, filled up a telegraph-form with a

few incisive words dashed off at white heat.

He destroyed six forms before he had arrived

at what he considered a happy mean

between strength and propriety, and then at

the lady clerk's earnest request altered one of

the words of the seventh. A few hours later

he was on his way to Salthaven.

It was late when he arrived and the office

of Vyner and Son was closed. He went on

to Laurel Lodge, and, after knocking and

ringing for some time in vain, walked back
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CHAPTER XVII.

JOAN HARTLEY'S letter to

her father was not so easy

to write as she had imagined.

She tore up draft after draft,

and at last, in despair, wrote

him a brief and dutiful

epistle, informing him that she had changed

her name to Trimblett. She addedâ��in a

postscriptâ��that she expected he would be

surprised ; and, having finished her task, sat

trying to decide whether to commit it to the

post or the flames.

It was a question that occupied her all the

evening, and the following morning found

her still undecided. It was not until the

afternoon, when a letter came from Captain

Trimblett, declining in violent terms and at

great length to be a party to her scheme,

that she made up her mind. The informa-

tion that he had been recalled to Salthaven

on the day following only served to strengthen

her resolution, and it was with a feeling of

almost pious thankfulness that she realized
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to the town and went on board his ship. The

new crew had not yet been signed on, and

Mr. Walters, the only man aboard, was cut

short in his expressions of pleasure at the

captain's return and sent ashore for pro-

visions.

" Time you went to sea again," said the

captain a little later as the boatswain went on

his hands and knees to recover the pieces of

a plate he had dropped.

" I wish I'd gone a month ago, sir," said

Mr. Walters. "Shore's no place for a

sailorman."

The captain grunted, and turning suddenly

surprised the eye of Mr. Walters fixed upon

him with an odd, puzzled expression that

he had noticed before that evening. Mr.

Walters, caught in the act, ducked from

sight, and recovered a crumb that was trying

to pass itself off as a piece of china.

"What are you staring at me for?"

demanded the captain.

" Me, sir? " said the boatswain. " I wasn't

staring, sir."

He rose with his hands full of pieces and

retreated to the door. Almost against his

will he stole another glance at the captain

and blinked hastily at the gaze that met his

own.

" If I've got a smut on my nose "

began the captain, ferociously.

" No, sir," said Mr. Walters, disappearing.

" Come here ! " roared the other.

The boatswain came back reluctantly.

" If I catch you making those faces at me

again," said the captain, whom the events of

the last day or two had reduced to a state of

chronic ill-temper, "I'llâ��I'll "

" Vessir," said Mr. Walters, cheerfully.

" I " He disappeared again, but his voice

came floating down the companion ladder.

" I 'opeâ��you'll acceptâ��my goodâ��wishes."

Captain Trimblett started as though he

had been stung, and his temperature rose

to as near boiling-point as science and the

human mechanism will allow. Twice he

opened his mouth to bellow the boatswain

back again, and twice his courage failed him.

He sat a picture of wrathful consternation

until, his gaze falling on a bottle of beer, he

emptied it with great rapidity, and pushing

his plate away and lighting his pipe sat trying

to read a harmless meaning into Mr. Walters's

infernal congratulations.

He rose early next morning and set off for

Laurel Lodge, a prey to gloom, which the

lurtive glances of Mr. Walters had done

nothing to dissipate. Hartley was still in

his bedroom when he arrived, but Rosa

showed him into the dining-room, and, having

placed a chair, sped lightly upstairs.

" I've told him," she said, returning in a

breathless condition and smiling at him.

The captain scowled at her.

"And he says he'll be down in a minute."

"Very good," said the captain, with a nod

of dismissal.

Miss Jelks went as far as the sideboard,

and, taking out a tablecloth, proceeded to

spread the table, regarding the captain with

unaffected interest as she worked.

" He ain't been very well the last day or

two," she said, blandly.

The captain ignored her.

"Seems to have something on his mind,"

continued Miss Jelks, with a toss of her head,

as she placed the sugar-bowl and other

articles on the table.

The captain regarded her steadily for a

moment, and then, turning, took up a news-

paper.

" I should think he never was what you'd

call a strong man," murmured Miss Jelks.

" He ain't got the look of it."

The captain's temper got the better of him.

" Who are you talking about ? " he demanded,

turning sharply.

Miss Jelks's eyes shone, but there was no

hurry, and she smoothed down a corner of

the tablecloth before replying.

" Your father-in-law, sir," she said, with a

faint air of surprise.

Captain Trimblett turned hastily to his

paper again, but despite his utmost efforts a

faint wheezing noise escaped him and fell

like soft music on the ears of Miss Jelks. In

the hope that it might be repeated, or that

manifestations more gratifying still might be

vouchsafed to her, she lingered over her task

and coughed in an aggressive fashion at

intervals.

She was still busy when Hartley came

downstairs, and, stopping for a moment at

the doorway, stood regarding the captain with

a look of timid disapproval. The latter rose

and, with a significant glance in the direction

of Rosa, shook hands and made a remark

about the weather.

"When did you return?" inquired Hartley,

trying to speak easily.

" Last night," said the other. " I came on

here, but you were out."

Hartley nodded, and they sat eyeing each

other uneasily and waiting for the industrious

Rosa to go. The captain got tired first, and

throwing open the French windows slipped

out into the garden and motioned to Hartley

to follow.
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"Joan wrote to you," he said, abruptly, as

soon as they were out of earshot.

" Yes," said the other, stiffly.

" Understand, it wasn't my fault," said the

captain, warmly. " I wash my hands of it.

I told her not to.

" Indeed! " said Hartley, with a faint

attempt at sarcasm. " It was no concern

of mine, of course."

The captain turned on him sharply, and-

for a moment scathing words hung trembling

on his lips. He controlled himself by an effort.

"She wrote to you," he said, slowly, "and

instead of waiting to see me, or communi-

cating with me, you spread the news all over

the place."

" Nothing of the kind," said Hartley. " As

a matter of fact, it's not a thing I am anxious

to talk about. Up to the present I have

only told Rosa."

"Only!" repeated the choking captain.

" Only ! Only told Rosa ! Where was the

town-crier? What in the name of common

sense did you want to tell her for ? "

" She would have to be told sooner or

later," said Hartley, staring at him, "and it

seemed to me better to tell her before Joan

came home. I thought Joan would prefer

it; and if you had heard Rosa's comments I

think that you'd agree I was right."

The captain scarcely listened. " Well,

it's all over Salthaven by now," he said,

resignedly.

He seated himself on the bench with his

hands hanging loosely between his knees,

and tried to think. In any case he saw him-

self held up to ridicule, and he had a strong

feeling that to tell the truth now would pre-

cipitate a crisis between Vyner and his chief

clerk. The former would probably make a

fairly accurate guess at the circumstances

responsible for the rumour, and act accord-

ingly. He glanced at Hartley standing awk-

wardly before him, and, not without a sense

of self-sacrifice, resolved to accept the

situation.

" Yes ; Rosa had to be told," he said,

philosophically. " Fate again ; you can't

avoid it."

Hartley took a turn or two up and down

the path.

"The news came on me like aâ��like a

thunderbolt," he said, pausing in front of the

captain. " I hadn't the slightest idea of

such a thing, and if I say what I think "

" Don't! " interrupted the captain, warmly.

" What's the good ? "

"When were you married ?" inquired the

other. " Where were you married ? "

" Joan made all the arrangements," said the

captain, rising hastily. " Ask her."

" But " said the astonished Hartley.

" Ask her," repeated the captain, walking

towards the house and flinging the words

over his shoulder. " I'm sick of it."

He led the way into the dining-room and,

at the other's invitation, took a seat at the

breakfast-table, and sat wondering darkly

how he was to get through the two days

before he sailed. Hartley, ill at ease, poured

him out a cup of coffee and called his atten-

tion to the bacon-dish.

" I can't help thinking," he said, as the

captain helped himself and then pushed the

dish towards him â�� " I can't help thinking

that there is something behind all this ; that

there is some reason for it that I don't quite

understand."

The captain started. " Never mind," he

said, with gruff kindness.

" But I do mind," persisted the other. " I

have got an idea that it has been done for

the benefitâ��if you can call it thatâ��of a third

person."

The captain eyed him with benevolent

concern. " Nonsense," he said, uneasily.

"Nothingof the kind. We never thought of

you."

" I wasn't thinking of myself," said Hartley,

staring; " but I know that Joan was uneasy

about you, although she pretended to laugh

at it. I feel sure in my own mind that she

has done this to save you from Mrs. Chinnery.

If it hadn't "

He stopped suddenly as the captain,

uttering a strange gasping noise, rose and

stood over him. For a second or two the

captain stood struggling for speech, then,

stepping back with a suddenness that over-

turned his chair, he grabbed his cap from

the sideboard and dashed out of the house.

The amazed Mr. Hartley ran to the window

and, with some uneasiness, saw his old

friend pelting along at the rate of a good six

miles an hour.

Breathing somewhat rapidly from his exer-

tions, the captain moderated his pace after

the first hundred yards, and went on his way

in a state of mind pretty evenly divided

between wrath and self-pity. He walked in

thought with his eyes fixed on the ground,

and glancing up, too late to avoid him, saw

the harbour-master approaching.

Captain Trimblett, composing his features

to something as near his normal expression

as the time at his disposal would allow, gave

a brief nod and would have passed on. He

found his way, however, blocked by sixteen
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stone of harbour master, while a big, red,

clean-shaven face smiled at him reproachfully.

" How are you ? " said Trimblett, jerkily.

The harbour-master, who was a man of

few words, made no reply. He drew back a

him almost with cordiality, and, for the

second time in his experience, extended a

big white hand for him to shake.

" I have heard the news, captain," he said,

in extenuation.

"*Câ��CK !" HB 5A1D, WAGGISHLY, AND DROVE A FOREFINGER LIKE A PETRIFIED SAUSAGE INTO THE OTHER'S RIBS."

little and, regarding the captain with smiling

interest, rolled his head slowly from side to

side.

" Well! Well! Well ! " he said at last.

Captain Trimblett drew himself up and

regarded him with a glance the austerity of

which would have made most men quail. It

affected the harbour-master otherwise.

"Câ��ck !" he said, waggishly, and drove a

forefinger like a petrified sausage into the

other's ribs. The assault was almost painful,

and, before the captain could recover, the

harbour-master, having exhausted his stock

of witticisms, both verbal and physical,

passed on highly pleased with himself.

It was only a sample of what the day

held in store for the captain, and before it

was half over he was reduced to a condition

of raging impotence. The staff of Yyner

and Son turned on their stools as one man

as he entered the room, and regarded him

opened-eyed for the short time that he

remained there. Mr. Vyner, senior, greeted

Captain Trimblett bowed, and in response

to an expression of good wishes for his future

welfare managed to thank him. He made

his escape as soon as possible, and, meeting

Robert Vyner on the stairs, got a fleeting

glance and a nod which just admitted the

fact of his existence.

The most popular man in Salthaven for

the time being, he spent the best part of the

day on board his ship, heedless of the fact

that numerous acquaintances were scouring

the town in quest of him. One or two hardy

spirits even ventured on board, and, leaving

with some haste, bemoaned as they went the

change wrought by matrimony in a hitherto

amiable and civil-spoken mariner.

The one drop of sweetness in his cup was

the news that Mrs. Chinnery was away from

home for a few days, and after carefully recon-

noitring from the bridge of the Indian Chief

that evening he set off to visit his lodgings.

He reached Tranquil Vale unmolested, and,

entering the house w*1^ a rather exaggerated
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air of unconcern, nodded to Mr. Truefitt, who

was standing on the hearthrug smoking, and

hung up his cap. Mr. Truefitt, after a short

pause, shook hands with him.

" She's away," he said, in a deep voice.

" She ? Who ? " faltered the captain.

"Susanna," replied Mr. Truefitt, in a

deeper voice still.

The captain coughed and, selecting a chair

with great care, slowly seated himself.

" She left you her best wishes," continued

Mr. Truefitt, still standing, and still regarding

him with an air of severe disapproval.

" Much obliged," murmured tlie captain.

"She would do it," added Mr. Truefitt,

crossing to the window and staring out at

the road with his back to the captain. " And

she said something about a silver-plated

butter-dish ; but in the circumstances I said

' No.' Miss Willett thought so too."

" How is Miss Willett ?" inquired the

captain, anxious to change the subject.

" All things considered, she's better than

might be expected," replied Mr. Truefitt,

darkly.

Captain Trimblett said that he was glad

to hear it, and, finding the silence becoming

oppressive, inquired affectionately concerning

the health of Airs. Willett, and learned to his

discomfort that she was in the same enig-

matical condition as her daughter.

"And my marriage is as far off as ever,"

concluded Mr. Truefitt. "Some people

seem to be able to get married as often as

they please, and others can't get married at

all."

" It's all fate," said the captain, slowly;

"it's all arranged for us."

Mr. Truefitt turned and his colour rose.

" Your little affair was arranged for you, I

suppose ? " he said, sharply.

" It was," said the captain, with startling

vehemence.

Mr. Truefitt, who was lighting his pipe,

looked up at him from lowered brows, and

then, crossing to the door, took his pipe down

the garden to the summer-house.

CHAPTER XVIII.

" This time to-morrow night," said Mr.

Walters, as he slowly paced a country lane

with Miss Jelks clinging to his arm, " I shall

be at sea."

Miss Jelks squeezed his arm and gave vent

to a gentle sigh. " Two years'll soon slip

away," she remarked. " It's wonderful how

time flies. How much is twice three hundred

and sixty-five?"

"And you mind you behave yourself," said

the boatswain, hastily. " Remember your

promise, mind."

" Of course I will," said Rosa, carelessly.

"You've promised hot to 'ave your evening

out till I come back," the boatswain reminded

her; "week-days and Sundays both. And it

oughtn't to be no 'ardship to you. Gals

wot's going to be married don't want to go

gadding about."

" Of course they don't," said Rosa. " I

shouldn't enjoy being out without you neither.

And I can get all the fresh air I want in the

garden."

" And cleaning the winders," said the

thoughtful boatswain.

Miss Jelks, who held to a firm and con-

venient belief in the likeness between

promises and pie - crusts, smiled cheer-

fully.

" Unless I happen to be sent on an errand

I sha'n't put my nose outside the front gate,"

she declared.

" You've passed your word," said Mr.

Walters, slowly, " and that's good enough for

me ; besides which I've got a certain party

wot's promised to keep 'is eye on you and let

me know if you don't keep to it."

" Eh ? " said the startled Rosa " Who is

it?"

" Never you mind who it is," said Mr.

Walters, judicially. " It's better for you not

to know, then you can't dodge 'im. He can

keep his eye on you, but there's no necessity

for you to keep your eye on 'im. I don't

mind wot he does."

Miss Jelks maintained her temper with

some difficulty ; but the absolute necessity of

discovering the identity of the person referred

to by Mr. Walters, if she was to have any

recreation at all during the next two years,

helped her.

" He'll have an easy job of it," she said,

at last, with a toss of her head.

"That's just wot I told 'im," said the

boatswain. " He didn't want to take the job

on at first, but I p'inted out that if you behaved

yourself and kept your promise he'd 'ave

nothing to do; and likewise, if you didn't, it

was only right as 'ow I should know. Besides

which I gave 'im a couple o' carved peach

stones and a war-club that used to belong to

a Sandwich Islander, and took me pretty near

a week to make."

Miss Jelks looked up at him sideways.

" Be a bit of all right if he comes making up

to me himself," she said, with a giggle. " I

wonder whether he'd tell you that ? "

" He won't do that," said the boatswain,

with a confident smile. " He's much too
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well - behaved, 'sides which he ain't old

enough."

Miss Jelks tore her arm away. "You've

never been and set that old fashioned little

shrimp Bassett on to watch me?" she said,

shrilly.

"Never you mind who it is," growled the

discomfited boatswain. " It's got nothing to

do with you. All you've got to know is this :

any time 'e sees you outâ��this party I'm talk-

ing ofâ��he's going to log it. He calls it

" Me ? " said the boatswain, regarding her

with honest amazement. " I don't want no

watching. Men don't."

" Inâ��deed ! " said Miss Jelks, " and why

not ? "

" They don't like it," said Mr. Walters,

simply.

Miss Jelks released her arm again, and for

"she drew the ring from her finger and handed it to the boatswain."

keeping a dairy, but it comes to the same

thing."

" I know what I call it," said the offended

maiden, "and if I catch that little horror

spying on me he'll remember it."

" He can't spy on you if you ain't out,"

said the boatswain. " That's wot I told 'im ;

and when I said as you'd promised he saw as

'o\v it would be all right. I'm going to try

and bring him 'ome a shark's tooth."

" Goin' to make it ? " inquired Rosa, with

a sniff. " And might I ask," she inquired,

as the amorous boatswain took her arm again,

" might I ask who is going to watch you ? "

some time they walked on opposite sides of

the lane. Her temper rose rapidly, and at

last, tearing off her glove, she drew the

ring from her finger and handed it to the

boatswain.

"There you are ! " she exclaimed. "Take

it!"

Mr. Walters took it and, after a vain

attempt to place it on his little finger, put

it in his waistcoat-pocket and walked on

whistling.

" We're not engaged now," explained Rosa.

" Aye, aye," said the boatswain, cheerfully.

""Only walking out."
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"Nothing of the kind," said Rosa. "I

sha'n't have nothing more to do with you.

You'd better tell Bassett."

" What for? " demanded the other.

"What for?" repeated Rosa. "Why,

there's no use him watching me now."

"Why not?" demanded Mr. Walters.

Miss Jelks caught her breath impatiently.

" Because it's got nothing to do with you

what I do now," she said, sharply. " I can

go out with who I like."

" Ho !" said the glaring Mr. Walters.

" Ho ! Can you ? So that's your little

game, is it ? Here " He fumbled in

his pocket and, producing the ring, caught

Miss Jelks's hand in a grip that made her

wince, and proceeded to push it on her little

finger. " Now you behave yourself, else next

time I'll take it back for good."

Miss Jelks remonstrated, but in vain.

The boatswain passed his left arm about

her waist, and when she became too fluent

increased the pressure until she gasped for

breath. Much impressed by these signs of

affection she began to yield, and, leaning

her head against his shoulder, voluntarily

renewed her vows of seclusion.

She went down to the harbour next day

to see him off, and stood watching with much

interest the bustle on deck and the prominent

share borne by her masterful admirer. To her

thinking, Captain Trimblett, stiff and sturdy

on the bridge, played but a secondary part.

She sent the boatswain little signals of

approval and regard, a proceeding which was

the cause of much subsequent trouble to a

newly-joined A.B. who misunderstood their

destination. The warps were thrown off, a

bell clanged in the engine-room, the screw

revolved, and a gradually-widening piece of

water appeared between the steamer and the

quay. Men on board suspended work for a

moment for a last gaze ashore, and no fewer

than six unfortunates responded ardently to

the fluttering of her handkerchief. She stood

watching until the steamer had disappeared

round a bend in the river, and then, with a

sense of desolation and a holiday feeling for

which there was no outlet, walked slowly home.

She broke her promise to the boatswain

the following evening. For one thing, it was

her "evening out," and for another she felt

that the sooner the Bassett nuisance was

stopped, the better it would be for all con-

cerned. If the youth failed to see her she

was the gainer to the extent of an evening in

the open air, and if he did not she had

an idea that the emergency would not find

her unprepared.

She walked down to the town first and

spent some time in front of the shop-windows.

Tiring of this she proceeded to the harbour

and inspected the shipping, and then with

the feeling strong upon her that Bassett was,

after all, to provide the major part of the

evening's entertainment, she walked slowly

to the small street in which he lived, and

taking up a position nearly opposite his house

paced slowly to and fro with the air of one

keeping an appointment. She was pleased

to observe, after a time, a slight movement of

the curtains opposite, and, satisfied that she

had attained her ends, walked off. The

sound of a street door closing saved her the

necessity of looking round.

At first she strolled slowly through the

streets, but presently, increasing her pace,

resolved to take the lad for a country walk.

At Tranquil Vale she paused to tie up

her boot-lace, and, satisfying herself that

Bassett was still in pursuit, set off again.

She went on a couple of miles farther, until

turning the sharp corner of a lane she took a

seat on the trunk of a tree that lay by the

side and waited for him to come up. She

heard his footsteps coming nearer and nearer,

and with a satisfied smile noted that he had

quickened his pace. He came round the

corner at the rate of over four miles an hour,

and, coming suddenly upon her, was unable

to repress a slight exclamation of surprise.

The check was but momentary, and he was

already passing on when the voice of Miss

Jelks, uplifted in sorrow, brought him to a

standstill.

" Oh, Master Bassett," she cried, " I am

surprised ! 1 couldn't have believed it of

you."

Bassett, squeezing his hands together, stood

eyeing her nervously.

" And you so quiet, too," continued Rosa ;

" but there, you quiet ones are always the

worst."

The boy, peering at her through his

spectacles, made no reply.

"The idea of a boy your age falling in

love with me" said Rosa, modestly lowering

her gaze.

" What I " squeaked the astonished Bassett,

hardly able to believe his ears.

" Falling in love and dogging my foot-

steps," said Rosa, with relish, " and standing

there looking at me as though you could

eat me."

"You must be mad," said Bassett, in a

trembling voice. " Stark staring mad."

" Don't make it worse," said Rosa, kindly.

" I suppose you can't help it, and ought to
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be pitied for it really. Now I know why it

was you winked at me when you came to the

house the other day."

"Winked!" gasped the horrified youth.

"Me/"

" I thought it was weakness of sight at the

time," said the girl, " but I see my mistake

now. 1 am sorry for you, but it can never

be. I am another's."

Bassett, utterly bereft of speech, stood eye-

ing her helplessly.

with me ?" demanded Rosa, springing up

suddenly.

" I do," said Bassett, blushing hotly.

" Then what did you follow me all round

the town for, and then down here ? "

Bassett, who was under a pledge of secrecy

to the boatswain, and, moreover, had his

own ideas as to the reception the truth might

meet with, preserved an agonized silence.

" It's no good," said Rosa, eyeing him

mournfully. " You can't deceive me. You

are head over heels, and the kindest thing I

can do is to be cruel to youâ��for your own

sake."

She sprang forward suddenly and, before

IT'S TO MAKE YOU LEAVE OFF LOVING ME, SHE EXPLAINED.

" Don't stand there making those sheep's

eyes at me," said Rosa. " Try and forget

me. Was it love at first sight, or did it come

on gradual like ? "

Bassett, moistening his tongue, shook his

head.

" Am I the first girl you ever loved ?"

inquired Rosa, softly.

"No," said the boy. "I meanâ��I have

never been inâ��love. I don't know what

you are talking about."

" Do you mean to say you are not in love

the astounded youth could dodge, dealt him

a sharp box on the ear. As he reeled under

the blow she boxed the other.

"It's to make you leave off loving me,"

she explained; "and if I ever catch you

following me again you'll get some more ;

besides which I shall tell your mother."

She picked up her parasol from the trunk,

and after standing regarding him for a

moment with an air of offended maidenhood,

walked back to the town. Bassett, after a

long interval, returned by another road.

(To be continued.')



them as sitters. Every woman is a born

connoisseur in the beauty of childhood, but

a woman artist such as Mrs. Perugini or

Mme. Canziani, so much of whose studio life

has been spent in its rendering, is also a

trained expert.

To the work of contemporary photographers

Mrs. Perugini does not feel very compli-

mentary, judging by her opinion of a large

number of examples submitted to her. "All

the children are affectedly posed," she

remarks, after carefully studying them, " and

there is a distressing air of self-consciousness

about them I do not like. One profile

portrait of a kind, thoughtful-looking little

girl is nice ; but, as the dear child is com-

pletely disfigured by the vulgar and terrible

little hat and veil she wears, her picture is

scarcely presentable."

Eventually Mrs. Perugini made an excep-

tion in favour of " Springtime," the little

dark-featured maiden with the garland of

flowers, reproduced on page 67, although

of opinion that the photographer had not

succeeded in making the pretty face very

interesting.

In passing judgment upon the same

collection of photographs Mme. Canziani,

whose pictures of childhood, though of

a different type, are as warmly admired

as those of Mrs. Perugini, was much

more favourable. She found at least three

worthy of her commendation. " As a type

of pure childish beauty, with holy expression

and perfect features, I prefer 'Somebody's

Sailor-Boy,' though why the white of the

eye in the shadow side of the face should

depicting the beauty o*

< hildhood the photographer

probably enjoys a greater

advantage over the painter

than in any other branch of

portraiture. " You have to

shoot as it flies," said Mr. Arthur Hacker,

A.R.A., on one occasion, in reference to the

constant movement, the ever-varying charm

of a child, and "to shoot as it flies" the

camera is a far easier instrument to handle

than the brush. Few children can stand the

strain of even a short sitting without losing

some of their freshness and spontaneity, and

no amount of sympathetic understanding or

manual quickness on the part of a painter will

always overcome the difficulty. Thus it comes

about that a photograph, in comparison with

a painting, will often gain in animation what

it loses in colour. But, of course, there are

photographs and photographs, and even with

the prettiest models it is not every photo-

grapher who knows how to make the best

use of his natural advantages. This much

must be apparent to everyone who glances

into shop windows where the photographs of

children form so attractive a feature.

How are these photographs regarded from

the painters' standpoint ? Which are the

types of childish beauty as rendered by the

camera which most appeal to them ? We

have submitted the question to a number of

lady artists, who are so much more successful,

as a rule, than their brothers of the brush in

the portrayal of children, doubtless because

they understand so much better their caprices

and moods, and can more easily manage
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be so very white I fail to see. It goes far to

spoil the beauty of the head, and I wonder

whether the photographer has indiscreetly

'touched it up.' Of the others I don't think

much. Those that are pretty are spoilt by

artificial posing and affectation, or by the

indiscreet touching-up of the photographer."

Miss Edith Scannell, who has been

exhibiting pictures of children at the Royal

Academy for many years past, selected the

photograph which she considered " the most

simple and childlike."

" It reminds me," she declared, " of the

lines by Jean Ingelow :â��

The sweet thing smiled,

But did not speak ;

A dimple came in either cheek,

And all my heart went out to her."

In Miss ScannelPs opinion you must be

fond of children to be very successful either

in photographing or painting them. - HThe

one thing you must not do," she adds, " is to

pose them. Watch them, and some charac-

teristic attitude will give you a picture twenty

times prettier and more graceful than any you

could have arranged."

Mrs. Ernest Normand (Henrietta Rae)

found so many charming conceptions of

childhood among these photographs that

she had some difficulty in choosing the

one which best expressed her ideal. " 1

like this the best," she said finally, taking

up the photograph we reproduce, "because

there is a certain suggestion of wild Nature

about its beauty. I don't care at all for the

drawing-room type of prettiness in children,

such as finds most favour with artists at the

Royal Academy. It is the gipsy type, the

wilful, perhaps even the naught)', children,

which appeal to me mostâ��although I might

not say so if I had to paint many of them.

Still, as you know, I speak as a mother who

has brought up two boys, and therefore I

know something about children on the

practical, as well as artistic, side."

Mrs. Anna Lea Merritt, the painter of that

charming idyll of childhood in the Tate

Gallery, "Love Locked Out," made her

choice because the face in the photograph

was " really childlike and natural." But she

explained that if it had come within the

scheme of our article she would have pre-

ferred to send us a photograph from a portrait

she painted some years ago, when the child was

kept quite unconscious of the fact of posing.

Miss Maude Goodman sent us the photo-

graph of a child which has more than once

figured, we believe, in her own pictures,

although not in one of those by which she is

so widely known. Miss Goodman's " most

pleasing" child was about three years of age

when the photograph was taken. She is now

about eight.

" I think you will agree," she says, " that

the expression is so very natural. I regret

that the photograph cannot give an idea of

the child's colouringâ��golden hair, blue eyes,

and rather brilliant complexion."

I have referred to Miss Maude Goodman

by the maiden name under which she first

won fame as a painter of children, because it

is by this name that she has continued to be

known to the great public. But it is no

secret that she is known to her friends as

Mrs. Scanes, the mother of children now

grown up who, in their early years, were

the models for some of the most successful

pictures by which she has charmed so many

thousands of child-lovers.

Mrs. Jopling Rowe had at hand the photo-

graph of a child which, to her eyes, was the

embodiment of an ideal.

" Is it necessary to say why I admire it? "

she exclaims. "Analyzing a sentiment robs

it of its flavour (I have just been ordering

dinner, so forgive a culinary expression). A

Frenchman's remark always remains in my

memory. He was standing in front of one of

Whistler's pictures. A friend asked him why

he liked it ? ' Je ne sais pas pourquoi,' he

answered; ' mais cela donne une Amotion '

('I do not know why; but it gives me an

emotion'). If anything can make us feel

emotional, what more do we want?"

Mrs. Murray Cookesley, who has painted

some sweet children, although she is best

known in the Royal Academy catalogues for

her Egyptian subjects, had no difficulty in

defining her preference for the photograph by

which she is represented.

"It represents the higher-bred type of

child beauty. The face expresses mind and

feeling as well as charm of form and colour-

ing. The figure appears to be also perfectly

formed, and therefore the photograph as a

whole fulfils my ideal of a beautiful child."

It is the children of the slums, rather than

those of high breeding, that Lady Stanleyâ��

whom probably many readers still think of

as Miss Dorothy Tennantâ��has chosen to

depict, but she has shown a keen eye for the

grace of childish form even when clothed in

rags. For her ideal Lady Stanley referred

me to a photograph taken by her friend,

Mrs. Eveleen Myers, but she desired to let

the picture speak for itself, and had nothing to

say by way of pointing out the qualities in the

face which made so strong an appeal to her.















V.â��The Monster of " Partridge Creek."

By GEORGES DUPUY.

[M. Georges Dupuy, the well-known French writer and traveller, who has made many explorations in the

Polar regions, here relates a most extraordinary experience which befell him in the frozen steppes of Alaska.

M. Dupuy, whose good faith is beyond question, takes full responsibility for his narrative, which is, it may be

noted, however remarkable, in no way contradicted by known scientific facts. The drawings which accompany

this article have been made from sketches and descriptions supplied by M. Dupuy.]

HE story which follows is in

no sense a romance. I wish,

in the first place, to ask the

readers of the following narra-

tive to believe that I am in no

way attempting to impose upon

their credulity. Concerning the amazing

spectacle I am about to describe, I report

nothing but plain facts, however astounding

and apparently incredible they may seem at

first glance, precisely as they appeared to my

own eyesâ��and I am possessed of excellent

sightâ��and to those of my three companions

â��all three white menâ��without counting five

Indians of the Klayakuk tribe, who have their

camps on the shores of the River Stewart.

The following are the names of the three

ocular witnesses who are ready to testify to

the truth of my assertions : the first is my

hunting companion for many years, Mr.

James Lewis Buttler, banker, of San

Francisco; the second is Mr. Tom Leemore,

miner, from McQuesten River, in the Yukon

Territory ; and lastly, the Reverend Father

Pierre Lavagneux, a Canadian Frenchman

and missionary at the Indian village of

Armstrong Creek, not far from McQuesten.

In the course of ten years' rambling in the

four quarters of the world it has been my lot

to witness a great number of amazing spec-

tacles, and the strange experience of which I

speak had become no more than a vivid

recollection when, a few days ago â�� on

January 24th, 1908â��the following letter

reached me at Paris. It came from Father

Lavagneux, who passes his life with his

savage flock six hundred miles north-west

of the Klondike. I give it here word for

word:â��

" Armstrong Creek,

"January 1st, 1908.

" My Dear Son, â�� The ' trader ' of

McQuesten has just stopped here with his

train of dogs and sledges. He has had a

Vol. xxxvlâ��10

hard journey from Dawson, by Barlow, Flat

Creek, and Dominion. I expect to receive

by him in another fortnight fresh provisions

and news of the outside world. To-day is

the first day of the New Year, and I want

this letter to express my affectionate wishes

for your health and happiness. I hope it

will give me the pleasure of receiving you

under my humble roof, here, at the other end

of the earth. I will not believe that you will

let your old friend in the Great North leave

his old carcass to the Indians (who will some

day or other make his coffin out of branches)

without seeing him once more.

"I have received your book, the reading cf

which has given me the greatest pleasure.

By the way, you are wrong in regard to that

poor fellow, John Spitz. Alas ! he is no

longer mail-carrier of the Duncan district.

He died, poor fellow, at Eagle Camp, soon

after you departed, not having survived the

wound he received from the ' bald-face,'*

which you will remember.

" Talking of ferocious animals, will you

believe me when I tell you that ten of my

Indians and myself saw again, on Christmas

Eve, that horrible beast of Partridge Creek

passing like a whirlwind over the frozen

surface of the river, breaking off with his

hind feet enormous blocks of ice from the

rough surface? His fur was covered with

hoar-frost, and his little eyes gleamed like

fire in the twilight. The beast held in his

jaws something which seemed to me to be

a caribou. It was moving at the rate cf

more than ten miles an hour. The tempera-

ture that day was forty-five degrees below

zero. At the corner of the 'cut-off' it

disappeared. It is undoubtedly the same

animal that we saw before. Accompanied

by Chief Stineshane and two of his sons I

followed the traces, which were exactly like

The bald or cinnamon bearâ��the brown bear of the Arctic

regions.
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"THE BEAST HELD IN HIS JAWS SOMETHING WHICH SEEMED TO ME TO BE A CARIBOU."
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those which we all saw â�� Leemore, Buttler,

you, and Iâ��in the mud of the 1 moose-lick.'

Six times, on the snow, we were able to

measure the impression of its enormous body,

the same size as we found it before, almost

to the twentieth of an inch. We followed

them to Stewart, fully two miles, when the

snow began to fall slightly and blotted out

the traces."

It was on receipt of this letter that I

decided to write the story of my own experi-

my coffee one afternoon in the veranda of

Father Lavagneux's cabin when all at once I

heard someone whistle from the farther bank

of the river. A bark canoe, paddled by two

Indians, was coming up the river in the

shadow of the trees. Buttler was with them.

" My dear fellow," he said, smiling as I

met him, and endeavouring to hide his

visible agitation, " I have something very

strange to tell you. Do you know that pre-

historic monsters still exist ? "

I broke out laughing, and together we

THE St'OT WHERE THE AUTHOR MET HIS KRIEND BUTTLER.

ence, which it recalled so vividly to mind, and

of which it afforded a striking confirmation.

The Story of My Friend Buttler.

The station of McQuesten, that far-off corner

of the strange country of the Yukon, where

the eight months of winter are so terrible but

the short summer so marvellously beautiful,

was on four occasions my chosen retreat

during the eight years that I have known the

North. A friend of mine in San Francisco,

Mr. Buttler, who had come to Dawson City

in order to purchase gold-mining concessions,

had promised to join me in order that we

should go hunting together. I was taking

returned by the little path which led to the

Father's house. When Buttler had taken off

his muddy boots and was ensconced in a

comfortable seat he began to recount his

story as follows :â��

" Leaving Gravel I>ake, where I arrived

on Tuesday evening, my last stage was the

mouth of Clear Creek, where I knew that

you would send someone to meet me.

Travelling was frightfully badâ��forty miles of

marshy country. At last, at nightfall, I

descended a hill, and had the pleasure of

seeing Grant's cabin, which was lighted up.

Grant was at home, and a good supper was

waiting for me. Early the next morning
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CIRCLE!' MUTTERED FATHER LAVAGNEUX, WITH CHATTERING TEETH."



78

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

(yesterday) he came to tell me, in his reserved

and silent manner, that three fine moose

were feeding quietly behind the plateau of

Partridge Creek. After swallowing a hasty

mouthful all four of usâ��Grant, your two

men, and Iâ��started out from the hut. We

made a wide detour. At the top of a hill,

where we had hidden ourselves, all of us

stretched full length on the ground, we per-

ceived, a short distance off in the valley,

near a 'moose-lick,'* three enormous moose

of the main imprint, and a little to the

side, footprints five feet long by two and a

half feet wide, the claws being more than

a foot long, the sharp points of which had

buried themselves deeply in the mud. There

was also the print, apparently, of a heavy tail,

ten feet long and sixteen inches wide at the

point.

" We followed the tracks of the monster in

the valley for five or six miles, and then, at

the ravine of Partridge Creekâ��a place which

" WE FOLLOWELI THE TRACKS OF THE MONSTER IN THE VALLEV FOR FIVE OR SIX MILES.

moving slowly forward and quietly browsing

on the moss and lichens. All at once they

gave three simultaneous bounds, and, one of

the males giving vent to the striking bellow

which these animals utter only when they are

hunted or mortally wounded, the three went

off at a mad gallop towards the south.

" What had happened?

" We decided to approach the spot where

the animals had taken fright so suddenly.

Arriving at the ' moose-lick,' a spot about

sixty feet long and fifteen wide, we saw in

the mud, and almost on a level with the

water of the ' lick,' the fresh imprint of

the body of a monstrous animal. Its belly

had made an impression- in the slime more

than two feet deep, thirty feet long, and

twelve feet wide. Four gigantic paws, also

deeply impressed, had left at each end

* A sulphur sprine, rarely freezing in the winter, where

11 come to drink at all seasons.

the miners call a gulchâ��they ceased suddenly

as if by enchantment."

How the Monster Appeared to Us.

The next day, at five o'clock in the morning,

Father I^avagneux, Buttler, Leemore, a neigh-

bouring miner hastily summoned, myself, and

five men of the tribe, crossed the River

Stewart in two canoes. Neither of the first

two guides, who were overcome with terror,

nor the sergeant of the Mounted Police, who

received our story with scepticism, nor the

letter-carrier, would consent to accompany us.

All day long we searched, without result,

the valley of the little River McQuesten, the

flats of Partridge Creek, and the country

between Barlow and the lofty, snow-covered

mountains.

At last, towards evening, tired out, after

having toiled for a long time through the

great marsh, we lighted a fire at the top of a
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rocky ravine. The sun was setting. Lying

by the fire we let our eyes wander over the

glittering expanse of marsh which we had

just traversed.

The tea was boiling and everyone was

preparing to dip his tin cup into the pot,

when suddenly a noise of rolling stones and

a strange, harsh, and frightful roar made us

all spring to our feet.

The beast for which we had been look-

ingâ��a black, gigantic form, the corners of

his mouth filled with blood-stained slime,

his jaws munching something, I know not

whatâ��was slowly and heavily climbing the

opposite side of the ravine, making the large

boulders roll into the valley as he went!

Struck with terror, Father Lavagneux,

Leemore, and myself tried to utter a cry of

fright, but no sound issued from our parched

throats. Unconsciously we had seized

each other's arms. The five Indians were

crouching down with their faces against

the ground, trembling like leaves shaken

by the wind. Buttler was already rushing

down the hill.

"The dinosaurus !â��it is the dinosaurus

of the Arctic Circle!" muttered Father

Lavagneux,

with chattering

teeth.

The monster

had stopped

scarcely twenty

paces from us,

and, resting

upon his huge

belly, was star-

ing, motionless,

at the red sun,

which was bath-

ing all the land-

scape in a weird

light.

For a full ten

minutes, riveted

to the spot

by some strange

force which we

could not over-

come, did we

contemplate this

terrible appa-

rition.

We were,

however, in full

possession of all

our senses.

There was not,

A l-HOYOGRAFH OF THE CLAW OP A nlNOSAUKUS, FROM THE NEW YORK

MUSEUM.

and never will be, in our minds the least doubt

as to the reality of what we saw. It was

indeed a living creature, and not an illusion,

which we had before us.

The dinosaurus then turned his immense

neck, but did not seem to see us. His

withers were at least eighteen feet above the

ground. His entire body from the extremity

of his yawning jawsâ��which were surmounted

by a horn like that of a rhinoceros -to the

end of the tail must have measured at least

fifty feet. His hide was like that of a wild

boar, garnished with thick bristles, in colour

a greyish - black. His belly was plastered

with thick mud.

At this moment Buttler returned to us.

He told us that he thought the animal

weighed about thirty tons.

Suddenly the dinosaurus moved his jaws,

visibly chewing some thick viscid kind of

food, and we heard a sound like that of

the crunching of small bones. Then,

with a sudden movement, he raised himself

on his hind legs, and giving utterance to a

roarâ��a hollow, indescribable, frightful sound

â��and wheeling round with surprising agility,

with movements resembling those of a

kangaroo, he

sprang with a pro-

digious bound

into the ravine.

On the 24th,

Buttler and

myself, having

taken two days'

rest, started for

Dawson City, for

the purpose of

demanding from

the Governor

fifty armed men

and mules.

Here my story

ends. For a

month we were

the laughing-

stock of the

Golden City, and

the Da wson

Daily Nugget

published an

article about me,

which was at the

same time flatter-

ing and satirical,

entitled "A

Rival of Toe."



cheap house in a

I.

IT was a

suburb.

A row of these houses, all

alike, equally cramped, equally

sordid, faced the scorching

sun. The neighbourhood was

one to break the heart of anyone shut in

there from sea and heather and the sight of

anything but dust that suggested summer

â�� and in bitter irony the builder of

these narrow prisons had dignified them

with historic

names. " Holy-

rood," "Ba'l-

moral," " Inver-

ary," "Windsor,"

read like a

piteous joke

painted up

on the blistered

doors.

It was in

" Holyrood"

that Miss Cle-

mentina McLean

of Bargaly was

trying to make

her bed.

She was young

and slight and

pretty, with pale

gold hair like an

aureole, and a

wistful mouth

that trembled a

little, half in

mirth, half in real

despair, when

she saw what a

poor business

she was making

of it.

SHE SAW WHAT A POOR BUSINESS SHE WAS MAKTNO

She had tucked up her sleeves, poor child,

in valiant imitation of a housemaid; but her

flimsy white skirt had a train and was sadly

unsuitable to the work she was gallantly

attempting. And she was not playing at

Cinderella. Her eyes were still dark and

tragic with the catastrophe that had driven

them, the McLeans of Bargalyâ��always since

the beginning of Scotland in history the

McLeans of Bargalyâ��landless and penniless

into a strange, harsh world.

It had been their grandfather's fault at

first, and after-

war d s their

father's. Ruin

had been staved

off with despe-

rate expedients

hidden from the

children of the

house,untilatlast

the earthquake

had befallen.

When Peter

McLean the

younger lifted his

inheritance he

had nothing in

his hands.

And so there

they were, the

three of themâ��

Peter and Cle-

mentina, and

Miss Beau-

champ, their Eng-

lish aunt, making

their brave effort

to live a kind of

life in a narrow

brick house in a

hot and airless

street.
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" I'm a poor sort of Cinderella," said

Clementina, laughing, and caught her breath ,

for in the real Cinderella story there had been

a Prince, and in hersâ��alas !

Her hands shook suddenly and she dropped

the ends of her counterpane and sat down,

gazing into the quivering heat to which she

had vainly flung up her window. A faint

pink came into her cheek and then died away,

leaving it paler. In this horrible little brick

house there could be no secrets ; it was

impossible to be deaf to the voices, terribly

distinct, in the room below.

Miss Beauchamp was as usual lamenting

their straitened lot and how hard it was to be

careful. It was the chops, she said, plain-

tively, that killed her ; she had thought it

would be so economical to live on chops.

And Peter was askingâ��the girl could fancy

him jerking up his red head and stammering

his impatience â��why she would incessantly

harp on their fallen fortunes.

There was a perceptible pause, to give

point to the solemnity of her answer.

"To point the moral. I must ask you to

be civil to that man Smith."

The girl could hear Peter kicking a chair

out of his way.

" Civil to him ? That bounder ! When

I think that his father "

" Lent yours money ? It was most

obliging."

" Yes; and then " the boy's voice

choked.

" Wanted it back ? Naturally. And took

Bargaly. My dear, Providence has settled

things, very nicely. Suppose this Smith was

a middle-aged wretch with a family ! Instead

of which he is quite possible. If I could

only prevail upon you and Tina to see things

in the proper light "

The girl upstairs felt her cheeks turn a

bitter scarlet.

" The poor man worships her," continued

Miss Beauchamp, shrilly ; " and he is so

astonishingly rich "

" We are not for sale."

Miss Beauchamp never permitted herself to

notice irrelevant interruptions ; she pursued,

louder.

" All my efforts," she said, " appear to go

for nothing. Tina is so difficult to persuade,

and you scowl at him openly and watch him

like a tiger. I've coughed myself hoarse,

and you would not leave them alone."

Then Clementina heard her brother's voice

moved out of all caution.

" Oh, I know what you want. You want

me to persecute my sister, mv only sisterâ��

Vol. xxxvi.â�� H.

to taunt and reproach her and drive "her into

marrying this nian Smith."

"I never expect you," broke in Miss

Beauchamp, sharply, " to have the sense."

The house door shut with a bang that

made the slight walls quiver, and the girl

upstairs smiled faintly. Peter was fiercely

loyal to the family pride and to her, and he

looked at this thing as others would look at

it. Friendless but stanch, fighting a hard,

unfamiliar battle, his soul took fire at the

shameful idea of buying peace. Had she

called herself Cinderella ? Ah, if the Prince

should come, in his pomp of money, she

could not for very shame say " Yes " to what

he should ask her.

She leaned out suddenly as if she wanted

air. How strange and heavy this heat was ;

how threatening, like the sultry quiet before

a storm! How could one breathe here,

wanting the summer winds, cool off the sea

and fragrant off the heather ? Her heart

cried out for Bargaly, for the wide sweep of

the hills and the blue deepness of the water

with its rush of little waves at the Sound.

He could wander unchecked in these dear

places. All that was his, and in her dreams

it was haunted by him. Why should he

trouble to fight her defiant coldness ? Why

should he not choose another mistress for the

old castle at Bargaly ? A rich woman, one

like himself, since it was dangerous to tempt

the poor.

The thought hurt her. She caught her

breath, sighing ; and then trembled all over

because she had seen him coming up the

street.

He had followed them ; he had found

them out in this mean refuge where they

had hidden themselves in exile. Clementina

held on to the window-sill, fascinated, as she

watched him looking up blankly from house

to house.

Mr. Smith was a big young man with short

fair hair and ridiculously freckled ; he looked

absurdly boyish for a man of thirty, and you

noticed it when he smiled. He discovered

the house and made a terrific noise on

the knocker, and as Clementina wondered

nervously who would have to open it, she

heard Miss Beauchamp rejoicing as she flew

at him and dragged him in.

It was a haughty Clementina who answered

her aunt's third, most impatient, call by

coming down slowly and walking into the

sitting-room like a Princess.

Mr. Smith started up, and she was almost

frightened at the eagerness in his face. Her

heart fluttered as she honoured him with a
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stiff and formal bow. " Won't you shake

hands with me ? " he said, openly dis-

appointed.

The girl looked defiantly at Miss

Beauchamp, who was signalling frantically to

her to be polite, but let her little, limp hand

WONT YOU SHAKE HANDS WITH ME? HE SA1

lie a minute in his. She felt like a caught

bird, and her heart rebelled at the dreadful

promptness with which Miss Beauchamp

deserted her and left her patently, purposely

alone with him. Only anger lent her the

courage to stay and brave it out.

" Why are you so unkind to me ?" said

Mr. Smith.

She almost laughed in her nervousness.

If she were to tell him why !

" Unkind ?" she repeated, haughtily.

" Yes," he said, gazing at her, this young,

slight wisp of a thing whose lip was so

disdainful. " I've come a long way to

see you. I'd have come before, but I didn't

dare to."

Into Clementina's mind flashed a recol-

lection of Miss Beauchamp posting a letter

obstinately in person two nights ago. She

trembled, hot all over.

" Did Aunt Mary ask you to come ? she

said.

" She's awfully good to me," said Mr.

Smith, not denying it. " Itâ��it used to

comfort me to feel I had an advocate."

" Advocateâ��for the persecution ! " said

Clementina, under her

breath.

He did not catch it; he

was looking at her in a

despairing, adoring way,

that would have softened

any other woman but this

desperate girl, who was ask-

ing herself passionately

whether he too thought she

was sure to capitulate be-

cause they were so poor

and owed him money. His

voice was not quite steady

when he spoke.

" Don't look at me as if I

was a dragon," he said. " If

you don't want me to stay

I'll go. I don't ask you if

you care for me. I know

you don't." The girl turned

her face from him suddenly

as if he had struck her. " But

I'd like you to believe that

if I've bothered you it's been

only because I loved you so.

Can't you understand ? "

He stopped, and hesi-

tated. Clementina was very

still; he could catch the soft

line of her cheek as she

stood with her head turned

away; and a wild hope seized

him. His face lit up, and he stammered

with eagerness.

" If you could try "â��he said, unsteadilyâ��

" if you could try, my darling, I'd be very

patient ; as patient as the old house at

Bargaly looking for its mistress ! "

She turned round, and her eyes were

blazing.

" Don't ! " she cried. " It's yours, all

yours. You can do what you like with it ;

ruin it, burn it down to the ground. Only

don't dare to hold it out as a bribe. If Iâ��

loved you " (bravely), " do you think I should

care for anything in the world but you ? If

I did not "

He moved quickly, but she looked at

him so indignantly that he dropped his

arms.

" Oh !" she cried- " You think bad'y of

me ; you scorn me or you would never dare
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to insult me so. I would rather die than

marry you, Mr. Smith."

"That's convincing,' he muttered, hope-

lessly. " You're very proud."

" Yes," said Clementina, slowly, " I suppose

I'm proud."

There was a short silence. The young

man was regarding her with a curious, search-

ing look, as if to print her face on his

memory for a long, long time.

" Well," he said, at last, " I'm sorry. I

thought it was no good, but hope dies hard.

I only came over, you know, to say good

bye."

"To say good bye ?" she repeated. The

anger that had supported her was leaving

her, and she felt strange and weak.

" Yes," he said, carelessly. " I'm going to

Africa. A friend of mine, an explorer, is

going out, and he and some others want to

push into the interior."

"Likeâ��like those men who get mur-

dered ? " said Clementina.

" In a mild wray, yes. Old Turnham is

cracked on wild beasts and cannibals, and

likes to meet them on equal terms ; they

nearly ate him up once or twice, but he can't

keep away, and the others are just as bad. I

was awfully lucky to get the chance. One

man's mother persuaded him to drop it, and

Turnham let me take his place."

He spoke with an attempt at sprightliness,

hardly noticing what he said, but Clementina

shivered.

"Oh," she said, " but the danger "

" That's half the fun," said Mr. Smith.

' And the savagesâ��oh, the savages ! "

" That's the other half," he said, cheerfully.

" Oh. we're all fighting men. I'm the only

one who's green, and even I can shoot. You

see, a chap must have some diversion, and if

I don t come back "

"If you don'tâ��comeâ��back?" repeated

Clementina; her voice sounded queer to

herself.

"Well, I was going to say you would be

rid of me for good," said Mr. Smith, with his

brave, boyish smile. He held out his hand

and took hers and shook it; she felt his

touch in a dream. He was going. She

would be released from his courtship, from

the bitter consciousness that the McLeans

had nothing to match his money but the

pride of the dispossessed. The girl who had

fought against being driven into a marriage

whose obvious expediency would deserve

contempt felt strangely reckless. She made

him a low curtsy " Bon voyage ! " she said.

" I hope you will find itâ��warm."

And then she found herself staring at him

in a mist of sudden tears.

" Oh, take care of yourself! " she cried to

him, with a sob.

He started; in a minute he had come

back, and his arm was round her.

" Dearest," he said, in a glad, incredulous

voice, "do you care? "

She held on to him with ridiculous little

clinging hands.

" Oh," she said, " yes, yes, yes ! "

For a moment there was silence, and then

Clementina spoke. His arm had trembled

as it held her, he had scarcely dared to

touch herâ��only to kiss her hair.

" And you won't leave me ?" she said-.

The man laughed softly.

" Leave you ? " he said. " Why, you're my

girl now â��mine to take care of and love and

comfort; mine always. Leave you ? No."

And then Clementina too broke into

shaking, almost defiant, laughter.

"To think that I was afraid!" she said.

" Let people judge me; let them despise

me ! As if I cared ! "

The queer recklessness in her voice

puzzled him.

" Why, sweetheart," he said, " who is going

to judge you ? Only, you heartless baby,

I'd like to know why you half killed me with

your unkindness."

" Oh, I was a proud coward !" sighed

Clementina; her eyes were still wistful,

gazing up at him. ' " You believe in me at

least," she added, faltering; "you understand."

"Understand?" he said. "Oh, it's too

wonderful yet, sweetheart! "

And then a sudden, childish terror seized

her. These horrible explorers might hold

him to his word. They might say he was

bound in honour not to leave a gap in their

ranks.

When he said carelessly he supposed he

would have to run up to town and explain,

she clung to him nervously and implored

him to telegraph. He laughed tenderly,

holding her at arms' length.

" What ?" he said. " Dash their hopes to

the ground before I'm quite sure of you ?

I've not asked Peter's permission yet; he

may tell me you are too precious "

"Don't!" she said, shivering. "Quick,

quick ; don't lose a minute. Tell them

immediately that you cannot go."

"Oh," he submitted, gaily. "Anything to

oblige my Princess. If you'll kiss me to

make it real, I'll run out and send a wire."

He stood over her, dear and smiling, and

the girl's heart beat quickly as she lifted her
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face to his. And then he was gone, and

Clementina was left half dizzy with the

memory of his kiss.

II.

The girl felt so confident in her happiness

that she forgot for the moment that the sky

had not changed. To her it was heavenly

kind, but to others it was still the same

burning, unpitying sky of brass.

The first blow to her sudden confidence

came from Peter, when she danced up to

him, transfigured, and laid her hands on his

shoulders. He had almost run into Mr.

Smith at the

street corner, and

his face was dis-

turbed, but Cle-

mentina was in

too big a hurry

to notice that.

" Oh, my dear,

my dear!" she

cried. " Dear,

I'm soâ��I'm so

happy. Guess!"

The tall,

shabby, red-

haired young

aristocrat started

as if each little

eager hand was

a serpent. A

look that was

nearly horror

sprang into his

eyes.

"No, no, no!"

he interrupted,

fiercely. " Don't

say that you've

sold yourself,

Tina, Tina! "

"Sold my-

self?" she fal-

tered. She had

already forgotten

what would be the

world's reproach.

The hot blood of his ancestors flamed up

in Peter McLean. Was it for this he had

guarded and sheltered his little sister, wor-

shipping her with a passionate determination

to win a way for her back to her rightful

place ? Could she not trust him ? Or was

it a mad impulse of self-sacrifice that had

cheated her into this? She had snubbed

the man, shunned the man, scorning him

publicly, and hitherto faced misfortune with

'NO, NO I ' HE INTERRUPTED,

SOLD VOU

the same high-spirited bravery as himself.

His voice rose so high in its incredulous

anger that it brought in Miss Beauchamp,

and the girl ran to her blindly in her tears.

" Oh, comfort me, comfort me, Aunt

Mary," she cried ; " he will break my

heart."

"Good gracious !" said Miss Beauchamp,

staring from one to the other. She was a

rather stout woman, of a commanding pre-

sence and an air of muddled diplomacy ; she

always meant to be kind and believed herself

to be crafty.

" Mr. Smith," said Clementina, hurriedly,

clinging to herâ��

" Mr. Smith said

he had come to

say good â�¢ bye.

He said he was

going to Africa,

and I said, ' Take

care of yourself,'

and he said, ' Do

you care ?' and

I said â�� and I

said " â�� her

voice trailed

away into excited

pants.

"A n d you

said, ' No' ? " de-

manded Miss

Beauchamp,

severely.

" And I said,

' Yes.'"

" And 7,"

burst in Peter,

" say that my

sister shall not

marry a man

for his money

and disgrace

herself. It's

plain enough

what she's

doing it for. I

would shoot

him first!"

" You dear, good, sensible girl! " exclaimed

Miss Beauchamp. She patted the gin

triumphantly on the back.

" Hush ! " she interposed. " Let me speak,

my dear. Please remember, Peter, that your

sister is no doubt acting more for your sake

than for her own. Instead of reproaches

you owe her thanks."

" Don't !" beseeched Clementina, writhing

in her embrace.

FIERCELY. DON T SAY THAT VOU VE

R5ELP, TINA ! ' "
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" Dear child, I applaud your good sense ;

the more so as I hardly dared to expect it.

It is so difficult for a girl of your age to rise

above sentiment. Yes, I am quite proud of

my dear, wise niece."

" Oh, don't touch me !" cried the girl,

wildly, shaking off the approving hand.

" Don't praise meâ��don't dare to praise me.

Oh, I've tried to hate him ; I've told myself

he's rich and I'm poor, and his father helped

to ruin us, and people would always whisper

that I married him for his money ; and I

would rather die ! But when he said good-

bye to me I couldn't fight myself any longer

â��I loved him so."

She stopped in her hurrying explanation

and looked imploringly at her brother.

" Can't you believe it ? " she said. He

shook his head.

" Poor little girl," he said, compassionately,

" it's no good pretending."

" But I tell you I love him."

" Don't be a little hypocrite," said Peter,

pity giving place in his voice to a sharp

contempt.

Clementina stood looking from one to the

other, and her young face was pale.

" If you can think so ill of me," she said,

" you who have known me as a baby, what

must he think ? What better right has he to

believe in me ? Oh, I am so ashamed, I am

so ashamed !"

She left the room, and they heard her

sobbing wildly as she fled upstairs.

" You thankless wretch ! " said Miss

Beauchamp, following to console.

Peter tramped up and down restlessly,

pulling at his straggling red moustache. It

was a horrible position. In his prejudiced

eyes it was unmistakable that Tina had suc-

cumbed to their aunt's worldly wisdom and

incessant preaching of heartless prudence.

The child must be rescued, but how was it

to be done ?

There was only one way. He must send

the fellow about his business. He stalked

out into the narrow passage as Miss Beau-

champ, with an air of magnanimous import-

ance, came down the stair.

" How is Tina ? " he asked, anxiously.

"Oh, congratulate yourself," said Miss

Beauchamp, sharply. " You have made her

ill. She won't let me soothe her, but lies on

her bed crying. Anyone would suppose from

the way you two go on that this Mr. Smith

was a monster in human shape. When I

think of the difficulty I've had in prevailing

upon her and making her see him in the

proper light And now she accuses me

of trying to wreck her life ! I think you are

both mad."

" Hush!" said Peter, savagely. He had

heard a swift step in the street, and before

Mr. Smith reached the knocker he had flung

the door open.

Miss Beauchamp, thrust into the back-

ground, saw him usher the visitor, with grim

politeness, into the sitting-room and shut the

door. She started to pursue them, but

hesitated, wringing her hands in alarm.

Would it be safe to warn Tina that mischief

was going on, or would she cling pusillani-

mously to her brother's side ?

Mr. Smith looked at the man of the house

with an air of glad comprehension that

missed the sinister silence in which he had

let him in.

" Has she told you ? " he said. " Shake

hands, will you, and wish us luck."

" Sit down," said Peter McLean ; but the

lover was too excited.

" It is just as if the stars had fallen," he

said, his good-looking, freckled face broaden-

ing into a smile. " I'd made up my mind to

clear out, you know. I thought it was no

good haunting her; I thought it was utterly

hopeless."

" Sit down," said Peter.

And then the young man realized that

something was wrong.

"What is the matter?" he said. "I've

been drivelling, but I'm so awfully happy, you

see. What is it?"

Peter looked at him grimly, with folded

arms.

" I want a word with you before we are

interrupted," he said, significantly, "and I

mean to have it. You are under the impres-

sion that my sister has promised to marry

you."

Mr. Smith stared at him, puzzled.

" I must ask you," said Peter, slowly, " to

have the goodness to release her."

" What do you mean, McLean ? Have

you taken leave of your senses ? " cried Mr.

Smith; and then, suddenly, " What have

you done with Clementina ? "

Peter McLean winced at the familiar con-

fidence that spoke of his sister by her

Christian name.

" My sister," he said, loftily, " is not fit to

be present at this interview. I'm humbling

myself for her sake. I'm not exactly a

diplomat, and I can't fight you. But if you

have any decent feeling you'll let her go."

" What on earth do you mean ? " said Mr.

Smith.

" Can't you see that she has been driven
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into it ? " said Peter, bitterly. " Toldâ��I'm

putting it plainly, Mr. Smithâ��that it was her

business to mend the family fortunes by

sacrificing herself to a rich man she hated?"

" What ? "

Clementina's lover was breathing hard ;

the amazed and happy look was wiped out

of his face, and he spoke, stammering :â��

" That's a poor joke, McLean."

" It's no joke to us," said Peter. " Man,

do you think it is a pleasure to tell you that ?

The family honour is all we have left. Oh,

don't flatter yourself you can buy my sister."

It was at that momentâ��when Mr. Smith

was staring at Clementina's champion, half

incre d u 1 o u s,

half strickenâ��

that Miss Beau-

champ, having

recovered her

presence of

mind, sailed

majestically into

the room.

'â�¢ What has

that wicked boy

been saying ? "

she exclaimed.

"Don't be-

lieve it!" and

then she lost

her head and

turned upon

Peter with an

incautiously

loud asideâ��

" You wretch !

After your poor,

good sister sacri-

ficing herself for

you "

"You hear

that?" said

Peter, sardoni-

cally.

" I hear," said

Mr. Smith.

There was a

'OVER THAT PRECIOUS FA1K HEAD HE FACED THE OTHER TWO.

" Africa ? " shrieked Miss Beauchamp.

"Oh, no, no, no ! What shall I do? With

Tina too upset to be reasonable ! Wait till

I ask her to come down "

He stopped her, looking very big and

boyish with that hurt look on his face,

and a mouth that was sad and steady.

" Don't," he said. " I'd rather not. You

can tell her I won't worry her any more.

Tell her I'd have died twice over to save her

a minute's pain. I was a fool, you know, but

I thought she cared. Perhaps I'll get over

it out there. And if there's fighting "

He broke off. A little eager figure was

hurrying down the stair. At her cry he

turned round

and took a hasty

step towards her

in time to catch

her as she threw

herself into his

arms.

Over that

precious, fair

head he faced

the other two

like a soldier

who had won

back his flag.

"My good-

ness!" said Miss

Beauchamp.

Peter was

dumb with sur-

prise, recognis-

ing something

that was too real,

too passionate

for pretence.

He found his

voice at last.

"Tina," he

said, breath-

lessly, "you

don't mean to

say you love

him ? "

C lementina

short pause. He

looked round mechanically for his hat and

straightened himself, moving to the door.

" So I must go to Africa after all," he said,

bitterly.

lifted her head

bravely from her lover's breast. With his arm

round her she was safe.

" Oh," she said, laughing weakly, " I love

him better than all the world."



The Line of Fashion.

By A. DRYSDALE^DAVIES

T rises and falls

â��the 1 ine of

feminine fashion.

It expands, it

contracts, it

curves, it de-

flects, it rolls

with a large

opulence or

droops in rigid

angularity; one

year it is con-

cave, another it

is convex, and

when it is and has

done all these things

it does them all over

again. For there is

nothing newâ��not even

in the modes which the fair readers of The

Strand are wearing this summer of 1908. Only

there seems to be some occult law which governs

the recurrence of the various styles. In fact, it

is not mere chanceâ��there is a science of fashion

â��if certain philosophers, who are now

foolishly giving up their attention ex-

clusively to economics, physics, and

biology, would only condescend to find

it out.

Of something more than colour and

form and fabric is the costume a la mode

â��it is even more than line in its relation

to the wearer. A hat or a dress may

be the same in form and yet be entirely

different according to the way it is

worn. It is often a case, as a glance at

the accompanying diagrams will show,

that " Those behind cried ' Forward !'

And those in front cried ' Back !' "

Many persons of the stupid male

gender wonder why the attenuationâ��

apparent, at any rateâ��of the present

ladies' skirts should so suddenly

follow the amplitude of 1906 and

the threatened opulent rotundity of

1900. They think it is reaction, but it

is not reaction. What were the previous

marked periods of the hoop and crinoline ?

About 1770, 1820, 1857, i860, 1865â��all

years indicating national, not to say European,

depression. When, in the tenth year of

the reign of the good and patient King

George III., the skirts of the ladies of his

Court began to expand he should have been

filled with instant apprehension, as heralding

the loss of the American Colonies. Just as

when France and Napoleon were at the

height of their glory the robes of the ladies

were of un-

wonted scanti-

ness, so when

England met

her first re-

verses in the

Boer War the

cry went forth,

" Crinoline is

coming in.

The close of

In the above diagram the lines indicate the shape of the skirts a

different periodsâ��Note the respective length and shorn

crinolines for 1865 and 1857.
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Above arc shown four other outlinesâ��Note the line of the " polonaise

for 1875 as compared with the close-draping skirt of to-day.

the American Civil War and the end of the

cotton crisis brought with it the announce-

ment from the mysterious oracle of fashion

that " Crinolines will no longer be

worn." In other words, it is the wind

not of prosperity, but of adversity,

which seems to inflate the skirt ci la

mode. Ready for any emergency, it

would seem, are the skirts of the last

two seasons. For while, with actual

prosperity, they are apparently of the

strictest tenuity, yet a closer examina-

tion reveals innumerable copious folds

and tucks that are ready for any tight-

ness in the money market or national

disaster.

Look at the problem how you will,

our only safety is in the "pull-backs,"

we think they were called, of 1875. ' 'ie

only objection comes from the ladies,

who denounce what Miss Ellen Terry,

in a letter to the present writer, called

'â�¢ vulgarity of line," and make no secret

of their love for the full and flowing

contours of the Greek. It is certainly

more irksome to move about in a tight

skirt, even if it does indicate that the

good times are with us in which the

dressmaker can be paid.

It has not escaped the notice of the

observant, by the by, that men's nether

garments also tend to contract in width

at the same time that ladies' skirts

diminish. When length and slimness

are conjoined a graceful result is usually

obtained; but it is otherwise when, as

may be seen by the line for 1809, the

skirt is short and made still shorter by

a sort of overskirt, hardly more than an

apron, which covers the upper portion

of the garment. The outstanding

feature of the skirt for 1820, as com-

pared with the hoops and crinolines of

both an earlier and a later day, is its

extremely low suspension from the hips.

It never went lower from the waist than

in 1820 ; just as the high-water markâ��

if one may use the expressionâ��of the

waist-band was reached half a century

earlier, in 1770. Ninety years afterwards

the crinoline reached its amplest curves,

but its progress upwards to the armpits

was suddenly arrested, at least as far as

the front was concerned, for the intro-

duction of the " polonaise " about 1875

threatened to elevate the back not much

below the fair wearers' shoulder-blades.

This began the vogue of the bustle, or

"dress improver," which synchronized

with and followed the blessed era of the

" Grecian bend."

For all that they are frequently joined,

The height ot the skirt is inte

hung skirt of 1820.

trasl that of 1770 with the low-
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more or less indisso-

lubly, there is little real

intimate relation be-

tween the skirt and the

blouse. The size of the

blouse, or " shirt," is,

of course, regulated by

the length or brevity of

the waist. In 1785 the

waistline was low; in

1810 it came, in the

woman of fashion, just

under the armpits, lead-

ing a contemporary wit

to remark that it was

a pity the ladies pre-

tended to have any

waist at all, since by

going an inch or two

higher the neck would

serve both purposes!

But you cannot suspend

a silk sash from the

The historical out-

line and length of

sleeves forms an inter-

esting study. At the

beginning of the last

century the woman's

sleeve was tight and

came only to the elbow.

A decade later it was

long and baggy, while

in 1811-12 it first at-

tained the globularity

of a balloon, and re-

mained so, with inter-

vals of partial deflation,

until 1830. With the

accession of Victoria

the fashionable sleeve

was long and close -

fitting, and it was not

until twenty years later

that they began to

bulge again. When they

did they were gathered

in tightly at the wrist,

in great contrast to the

later varieties, which

assume the most fantastic shapes at their

extremities. In 1875 restricted sleeves were

again decreed because with the mountainous

polonaise it would never do to have conspicu-

ous sleeves as well. Tight sleeves were the

fashion in 1880, and so remained for nearly a

decade, when they began to bulge about the

shoulder, and so led to the balloon sleeves of

1893-97. In 1904, while they were tight at the

1906

1898

1902

The waist-line rises or falls each

seasonâ��It was absurdly high in

1810 and very low in 1902.

The line of sleeves expands and contractsâ��Halloon sleeves

appear and disappear at intervals.

neck, to say nothing of leather belts with

enormous buckles. Somewhere about

1829 the waist-line fell once more; but

in the closing days of the crinoline it was

approaching the armpits again. Six years

ago long waists were the mode ; now they

are tending to shortness again, with the

advent of pseudo-Greek draperies.

Vol. xxxvi.â��12.

In hats, the greatest size was attained in 1787 and in 1907-

thc oddest shape, in 1S10,
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A wide gulf separates the " pork-pie " hat of i860 from the

befeathered picture-hat of 7908.

top, they were full below the elbow. W'e seem

only to have left a season or two behind when

the ladies appear determined to do without

sleeves altogether forday wear; but fortunately,

on the whole, we think, the new mode stopped

short at the elbow. What Fashion seems to

be ever striving for is not only novelty, which

is refreshing, but also the greatest good of the

greatest number. In a race of Katishas (the

lady, you remember, who, though possessed

of a caricature of a face, had an elbow that

people came miles to behold) the ladies

might forego all opaque arm drapery with

impunity ; but any style is short-lived which

is becoming, not to say flattering, merely to a

select few. After a half-sleeve period it now

looks as though an era of close fitting sleeves

were beginning.

If we regard the outline of hats, what a gulf

separates the turban of 1810 and the " pork-

pie " of i860 from the mighty structures of

1908 ! Yet we have not yet approached the

dimensions of the hat of

1787. Nothing can be

more certain than that

the present reign of the

big hat will be followed

by a decade of the small-

est variety of head-

coverings.

Perhaps the style

which will never al-

together die out is what

is denominated the

" picture-hat," albeit its

very modernness may

influence us in our par-

tiality and our prophecy.

Yet the picture - hat

covers a wide range of styles, none of which,

we fear, would quite commend themselves to

Volumnia or Valeria, or any of the old-world

dames. The poke-bonnet of 1835 and

has a charm of its own : it furnishes a piquant

frame for a pretty face, and even a face which

is not pretty may enjoy for the nonce a very

becoming setting. The worst of it is, the

poke-bonnet had to be taken off, and then,

alas, came shattered illusions !

1863

In the early 'sixties the poke-bonnet of 1835. shown in the

first diagram on this page, was revived.

The styles in coiffure for a century are

innumerable, but in the main the outline

lasts a decadeâ��sometimes twoâ��before it is

radically altered. The exception to this rule

is in the last fifteen years or so, when the

multiplicity of hairdressers and the increased

attention given to the hair are responsible for

the most ephemeral and fluctuating modes.

The only style that has not been revived is

the straight parting and ear-concealing tresses

of the 'sixties. The

chignon had, of course,

its counterpart in the

" bun " of 1894.

Ten years later the

stupendous opulent

upward sweep of the

" Gibson roll " lent dis-

tinction to many other-

wise plain faces and tour-

nures. Just now an era ot

moderation has set in,

and we are treated to

little curls and a deft

manipulation of Nature's

tresses, somewhat in the

Grecian spirit.

A variety of lines of coiffure ranging from the simp]e

net of 1865 to the Gibson roll of 1904.5.



When the Waters Were Out.

By MAX PEMBERTON.

I.

PICTURE a big-

chimneyed,

two - storeyed,

red - brick house,

dormer windows

above and narrow

lattices below, cover

it with luxurious

creeper, set it in a

meadow not half

a mile from the

Thames, show the spires of Oxford for

your far western horizon, place a farm-

house within a mile of it and a mill within

two, and you will have the home of Gideon

Nedd, the rascally miser, as the village has

remembered him. Here he starved himself

for twenty long yearsâ��hither more than once

came the knights of the skeleton-keys to try

a bout with him. But Gideon had a double-

barrelled shot-gun, and he was not afraid to

let it off. " 'Tis lead that is all you'll get in

this house," he would say, and, for a cer-

tainty, few got more.

None knew how this miserable outcast

lived or what his fortune might be. Tradi-

tion had it that he was very rich, and tra-

dition would not be denied. His few relatives

had been driven from the house long ago,

not by his violence, mark you, but simply by

loathing, for assuredly a more repulsive

creature had rarely been seen by Thames-

side, Short and deformed, his face awry

and shrivelled, his skin lustrous and yellow,

his eyes mean and watery, his step noiseless

as that of a cat, men feared him less for

that which he was than for that which he

might be.

Now, this was the man who was waked

from his sleep upon the night of the third

day of December by a great sound of rushing

waters and the dismal voice of winds. There

had been rain and tempest in the river valley

for many days past. Men spoke of nothing

else but the floods which must follow, and

duly prepared to resist them. But Gideon

Nedd took no precautions. His house, built

upon the rising meadow-land, had been girt

about by water many a time, but never had

water brought a message of warning to his

door. Why should he trouble himself now,

when so many years had passed ?

Such was Gideon Nedd, who awoke upon

that December night and heard the roaring

of the waters as they leaped above the river's

bank and spread far and wide across the

low-lying meadows. He had a good courage

of his own, and it was rare that any voice of

the darkness affrighted him. If he could

not sleep he would spend the time over his

tattered accounts, or, it might be, in fingering

the notes and coins which stood to him for

the labour of a lifetime. Never had a better

ingenuity been displayed in hiding a treasure.

How he would gloat upon the glittering

pieces, to be sureâ��what pains he had been

at to hide them even from his own eyes, for

he lived alone in the cottage and no other

human being had set foot in it for more than

ten years! Scarce a nook and cranny in that

crazy building which had not its treasure-

holeâ��the walls were riddled as though by

cannon-shots; there was hardly a sound

board in any floor you might step uponâ��the

very rusting grates were so many strong-rooms

wherefrom a deftly-plunged arm might have

extracted treasure abundant.

Gideon sat up in his ragged bed and con-

fessed that this particular night of December

was a " wonder." Verily it seemed as though

the house would be lifted up bodily in its

humid embrace and hurled through the

blackness. Even Gideon Nedd quailed

before the sounds. He had never feared

night before, but now he feared it

exceedingly.

The measure of his fear on this night of

flood is best to be expressed when we say

that he ventured the luxury of a candle, and,

Copyright, 1008, by Max Pemberton, in the United States of America.
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"it seemed as though the house would

up boihi.y."

HE 1.IFTRD

having lighted it, went downstairs to his

sitting-room as though to hide himself from

the dismal sounds above. Believing greatly

in the stability of the Marsh House, as his

cottage was proudly called, he had no real

fear for his own safety ; none the less he

reminded himself that a chimney might fall,

and that were it to do so he would be better

off in his parlour than up there amid the

falling tiles.

Such were the man's thoughts when he

entered the parlour and set down the candle

upon the bare wooden table. An instant

later he had raised it again, with the nearest

approach to a human cry that he had uttered

for many years.

There was a

little rill of water

running under the

outer door, and

Gideon knew that

the flood had

crept over the

highlands of the

meadows and,

defying all tra-

dition, had come

to menace his

lonely security.

II.

He set the candle

down upon the

table once more,

and crossing to

the lattice he

opened it in a

hush of the wind

that was ominous

beyondany words.

Then he recoiled

from it, dumb and

tremblingâ�� from

the host of the

waters, the deep,

rushing waters

pouring down

from the distant

hills, leaping

above the river's

bed, whitening

the pastures with their

foam â�� the waters crying,

" There shall be no more

land " ; the waters which carried the

dead derisively, blotted out the

hedges, bent and broke the proud

trees, gathered about the farm-build-

ings, swept through the villagesâ��the

mad, victorious waters which had come to

his very door and must speedily engulf him.

This Gideon knew as he drew back from the

casement and crept toward the empty grate

as one whose whole body had been struck

by a sudden numbness, a chilling cold that

palsied every limb.

Suddenly he awoke from his trance and

leaping up recovered in an instant the whole

power of his faculties. No old man now-

moved about that dank place of peril ; no

sturdy youth of twenty could have worked

with a finer spirit or a braver will. For

Gideon had renumbered his money, the

lodestar of h!s life, the very rock of his

being. As in a flash it had come to him
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that if the waters invaded his house, if the

walls fell and the flood engulfed them, then

was he ruined both in body and in soul.

Fool had he been to defy the river and

boast of his security !

Why, the very waters, swirling about his

feet, had awakened him from trance and

filled his veins with this warm desire to save

his treasure and flee with it to the hills. Yes,

yes, he said, a strong man could yet cross the

higher meadows and breast a road to the

highlands.

This was his sure hope, this his purpose as

he ran from room to room, delving here and

spying there, scattering the contents of crazy

cabinets, pulling up the boards from the floor,

thrusting his lank arms deep into the recesses

of the walls, gathering gold and bank notes

everywhere and pressing them to his naked

flesh as though their very touch brought heal-

ing. It was dawn when he had doneâ��the

wan light surprised

him still at work ;

it fell as a shadow

of death upon the

1 leaped coins and

the mouldy scrip

â��-it struck upon his

haggard face and

caused him to look

up. A voice cried,

" H a s t e n " â�� h e

knew not whence it

came, but went to

the window of his

bedroom and

opened it to all its

width

And then he per-

ceived that the

whole valley was

submerged, and that

anyone who would

[wss out must cross

a torrent so frightful

in its impetuosity

and in its savage

grandeur that a hand

of miracle alone

could deliver him.

III.

Gideon blew out

the candleâ��pity to

waste it, even at

I )eath's biddingâ��

and, going again to

were indeed the end or but the vain

imaginings of an old man's brain.

And what a scene had day revealed

to him ! Dead cattle went floating by

upon the torrent of the stream â�� you

could see their horns protruding from

many a natural raft upon which they had

sought shelter, and sought it vainly. There

were the bodies of many creaturesâ��sheep

and dogs and even foxes. Birds had been

drowned, none might say how. Many a

farm yard, many a park contributed to that

surpassing scene of ruin. Trees and the

furniture to which trees had been shapedâ��

they went floating by together. Rare and

costly treasures were swirled about in the

company of vulgar kitchen furniture, common

pots and pans, that had no title to keep such

company. Of the people of the farms, how-

ever, Gideon could tell you nothing. There

was a moment when he thought that he saw
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a young face looking up to him from the

very depths of the flood. But he turned

away shuddering, and preferred to think that

he had not seen it.

He would not believe in his own peril,

and this was the plain truth. The mocking

demon who whispered in his ear a story of

the ultimate woe must be silenced by activity.

How he worked in those morning hours !

How he laboured to set his house in order !

W hat care he took to arrange his treasure

methodicallyâ��the gold and silver in bags,

the bank-notes numbered and pinned to-

gether, the scrip still in the iron boxes.

Someone would put off in a boat presently

and take him from the cottage. This he

repeated until it became a perpetual mutter

upon his lips : and he would conclude each

"A HDHHID CROUCHINC KKiUKE BKATINu OKf UKA I H WITH AKMS U PR A l-H>,'

new spell of activity by running to the

window and surveying that great expanse of

waters with eyes in whose sockets the lamp

of death was shining. There were boats,

trulyâ��little black shapes moving swiftly upon

the far horizonâ��but none whose rowers

remembered so much as the name of Gideon

Nedd. VVhat reason had they to do so ?

Which man among them had he befriended?

Which had he not sought to cajole and to rob ?

We may well imagine what the succeeding

hours meant to this wretched man and in

what agonies he passed them. Without pity

himself, he craved pity now with all the

desperation which deformed nature could

inspire. Men will tell you that his frantic

cries for help were heard far across the waters

by those who rowed the boats to the homes

more worthy. More

than one party saw

him at the window

praying, cursing,

beseeching them.

Indeed, he seems

to have spent his

time running from

room to roorr, in

each of which he

would throw the

windows back wide

upon their hinges

and defy with arms

extended the

raging flood below.

As the water, ever

pitiless, mounted

in the valley a

fever came upon

him to carry his

treasure higher,

and he ran with

it to the very attics,

and thence to the

tiled roof, hus-

banding it by the

chimneys and

shrieking when the

gold trickled out

between hisfingers.

Here he lay many

hours, a horrid

crouching figure

beating off death

with arms upraised

and crying to the

God he had for-

gotten for the

mercy he did not

merit. And here
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his nephew Rupert found him ultimatelyâ��the

last man Gideon would have named in all

Oxfordshire to come upon such an errand at

such a time.

IV.

The punt loomed up in the shadows suddenly,

a deft paddle steering it and the fine figure of

an honest British lad at the stern.

" Uncle Gideon ! " the voice cried ; and

upon that, " Where are you, Uncle Gideon ?

Come and catch the ropeâ��I cannot save

you unless you help me. It is I, Rupert, in

Dave Williams's punt. Don't you hear me,

Uncle Gideon?"

Now, old Gideon, when he heard these

words, scrambled to his feet as though a

hand had struck him. Many a time during

that long day had he heard phantom voices

mocking him; but this voice had too

sonorous a ring in it to leave him doubting,

and he recognised it instantly for that of

his nephew Rupert, his sister's son, to whom

he had not spoken a single word for five

long years. How he had hated this lad for

his very gifts of manliness, independence,

and good courage ! What threats he had

uttered against him just because Rupert had

the pluck to tell him the trvth and to say,

" You are a sour old curmudgeon, who never

did any good in the world and never will."

Had the boy been deformed, dissolute, a

sycophant, and a liar, Gideon would have

liked him well enough and left him every

penny of his hoard. Rut he was none of

these things â�� just a light-hearted English

boy who did not care twopence about the

old man's wealth and openly despised his

meanness.

And it was Rupert who had now come

over at the peril of his life to save him ;

Rupert who steered the punt cleverly against

the corner of the crazy house and there clung

to the leaden gargoyle with all his strength.

Gideon could scarce believe his sensesâ��and

yet deep down in his mind there burned for

an instant a little flame of envy which

prompted him to say, " He shall save me, but

I will not pay him a penny for doing it."

Men do not shed the evil in their nature

because affliction visits them. Gideon hated

his nephew more than ever at that moment,

and yet he would have sacrificed half his

fortune to be set safely ashore where the

waters could not harm him.

" You are a good lad, Rupert," he cried,

"a good ladâ��and I shall remember this.

Yes, I knew that you would not forget Uncle

Gideon. Aye, what I have suffered since the

sun rose this morning ! What sights I have

seen, what sounds I have heard ! Nothing

but dead people all about meâ��and now you

are come and we will go away togetherâ��

quickly, quickly, Rupert, away to the hills,

where we shall laugh at thisâ��oh, good lad,

to remember old Gideon, to come to him

when the others had forgotten."

Thus he chattered, half mad with the

sudden joy of it and wholly unable to realize

the perils which lay before him. A strong man

still, for his penurious habits had made him

that, he caught the rope which Rupert threw

to him and moored the punt with a skill and

dexterity worthy of a youth. The waters had

now risen almost to the level of the attics

below him; he perceived that the force

of the torrent was broken a little here

by the higher meadow-land ; nevertheless, it

caught the punt and drove it against the

brick-work as though to crush it of very spite.

There was not an instant to be lost, and so

Rupert told him.

"If you would save your life, uncle, come

at once," he said. " Let the sun go down,

and there will be no to morrow for any out

in boats this night. Put your hands upon my

shoulders, and I will help you down. What

does anything matter when the waters are

out. Oh, come at once, for God's sake !"

Old Gideon answered him by taking his

money-bags one by one and throwing them

do'wn into the punt. He did not offer any

explanation, nor was any needed. Rupert

knew perfectly well that the old man had

dragged his fortune to the roof, and was

making this last desperate effort to save it.

A smile, in truth, rested upon his face as the

bags came thumping down and the iron

boxes crashed upon the wooden boards

about him. Who ashore would buy this

hoard at any price to night, he asked him-

self. Why, an instant's blundering, and it

would be overboard, washed out by the flood.

They were off at last, loosening the rope

through their fingers and letting the punt

grate against the eaves until the open water

caught her and she was swirled onward in

the torrent's full embrace. Now, for a truth,

old Gideon understood why the lad had

spoken of haste and what the meaning of his

fearful words had been. Here, in the open,

the waters raged as though every spirit of

storm and tempest had been loosed upon

them. A foaming, seething torrent raced

down toward Oxford as though the flood-

gates of an ocean had been opened. Over

fields and hedges, by submerged farms, hill

and dale to be recognised no more, so that
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desperate voyage went. They were going

out, it would seem, to the very whirlpool of

the flood. Thither the lad tried to steer

them ; that was the madness of which the old

man accused him.

" To the left, Rupertâ��to the hills," he

would cry again and again ; " yon is the river

â��we shall drown there. What are you

doing, boy?â��to the left, I tell you. Are

you gone mad, thenâ��do you not see where

the waters are ? "

Rupert, straining at a monstrous paddle,

answered as calmly :â��

" I am going to Farmer Weston's. He

and Linney are there. I am going to take

them ashore with us."

Gideon started up and faced him with

blazing eyes.

not Linney looking across the waters,

waiting for him to come to her ? All that day

he had watched her house afar, wondering

that none went to her help, and helpless

himself because he had no boat. Now, how-

ever, he accepted the call as one he would

not have passed by for a king's ransom. None

but he knew what terrible woe and despair

had wrung his heart that bitter dayâ��but

they were forgotten by this time, for the

danger drove them out and he went upon

his way as though some clear star of his

love stood in the heavens to guide him to

Linney's side. As for this gibbering old

maniac, Rupert wondered that he had the

patience to hear him at all.

" I am going to save Linney and her

father," he rejoined, calmly; "everyone seems

HU THRUST HIM BACK WITH A YOUNG GIANTS STRENGTH.

"What is he to us? Is he more than

life ? Do you not see that the boat will sink ?

What are these folk to us ? Ho, ho ! a pretty

face grinning at the window. And there is

death belowâ��death, I tell you. To the

hills, lad; I will kill you if you disobey

me."

Rupert did not pay the smallest attention

to him, but continued to steer the punt

toward the open, where, as it seemed in the

very vortex of the current, an old red farm-

house stood up proudly. When Gideon tried

to snatch the paddle from the lad's hand, he

thrust him back with a young giant's strength

and resumed his task as though it were the

most ordinary thing in the world to do. Was

to have forgotten them, but I have not for-

gotten. All this day I watched from the hill

and saw that no boat went near them. What

does it matter ? I must go to them whatever

happens to me."

Gideon sank back upon the boards with a

low cry of despair.

"You will drown, lad â��you are mad," he

said. " No boat such as this could live in

yon waters. They will find your body

beyond Oxford city to-morrow. Will a pretty

face help you then? "

" I shall have done my bestâ��no one can

do more than that. Please to keep still,

uncle. It is you who are foolish to think

that I would turn back. We shall be there
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in a few minutes. Linney is waiting for me,

and I must go to her."

He plunged the paddle once more into the

boiling torrent and turned the punt's head

toward the distant farm. Old Gideon, more

afraid than ever he had been in all his life,

crouched upon the wet floor and fell to

muttering incoherent words that might have

been an incantation against the desperate

madness of the deed.

Well for bid Farmer Weston that his house

stood upon good high land. He would still

be safe in the upper rooms, and toward these

Rupert drove the whirling punt, every muscle

taut to the task, his eyes upon the distant

goal, as though turned toward the gates of

Paradise.

"The water is above the ricks, uncle," he

exclaimed, as the farm came at last clear to

their view. " We must steer by them and

make for the porch above the hall. I can see

Linney at the window now. There are two

or three people there, and she is waving to

me. Do you throw them a rope when we

come up. That won't keep us a minute, and

we'll let the punt drift afterwards and try to

make for Mr. Siever's gardens. His house

will be above this, you know, and we might

land upon one of the terraces. I'm glad to

see Linney. You don't know what things

I've been telling myself about her, and there

she is, looking not a hit frightened, because

she knew I was coming for her. Now, weren't

you wrong to wish me to turn back,

uncle ? "

Gideon made no reply He was all hunched

up in the middle of the boat, his money-bags

about him ; and there he sat muttering like

an ogre, his face black with angry thoughts,

his hands itching to snatch the paddle and to

steer madly for that distant haven of the

hills, which tempted his eyes perpetually.

Rupert, therefore, had to manage all this

affair by his own wit, and right bravely he

acquitted himself, despite the craven he had

taken aboard. Never was a coxswain in a race

cooler or more level-headed than he while

he steered the punt across the rushing stream

and brought it deftly alongside old Weston's

porch. Despising Gideon's help, he himself

took the painter in his hand and climbed

with it to the little balcony on which Linney

stood. It was a moment they would never

forget.

" I saw you from the hills, and the hours

were a torture," he said ; and then in a breath

he asked her, " What has happened ? Why

did no one come for you ? Oh, Linney, if

you had knownâ��if you had only known

Vol. xxxvi.-13

what it has been ! And now we are all safe

togetherâ��my little girl, my dearest."

There were tears upon the girl's face, but

they were tears of gladness. The old farmer

could not utter a single word of thanks, so

overcome was he. The trembling maid-

servant blubbered aloud for joy. To each of

them Rupert said, " We must go at once ;

there is not a moment to lose," and then,

running again to the porch, he would have

drawn the punt nearer for them to embark at

their ease. So it was he discovered the

truth. Gideon Nedd had cut the cord, and

man and boat were already gone from his

sight.

Thus, indeed, it happened, and thus were

those four people left at the farm, the floods

still rising around them, and night coming

down as though to hide them from the eyes

of the living.

V

The water swept through the lower rooms

of the farm like a mill-race, but there were

stout timbers above which offered a brave

resistance and would yet save the inmates if

the flood rose no higher. Old Weston, one

of the bravest hearts in Oxfordshire, did but

shrug his shoulders when he ran over to con-

firm Rupert's story-and, as for the girls,

they believed it to be but a momentary acci-

dent which would speedily be repaired. The

rope had slipped and the boat drifted away.

Well, was there not a man in charge of it and

would not he make haste to return ?

" He always was the greatest rogue out of

Newgate," the farmer said aside to Rupertâ��

and then in a gentler voice, " It is not so

much for myself as for the girls. He have

no more heart in his body than a heathen,

and that be the truth of it. Why, I wouldn't

treat a dog so, as I'm a living man. And

he to leave us here and the flood still

rising! Well, Rupert, lad, we must make

the best on't. Won't do to show the white

feather before Linney, poor lass. Do you tell

her some tale or another and I'll stand here,

forby the old villain should come back. A

pretty thing to hope for, that. He be half-

way to Oxford, sure and certain."

Rupert admitted that it must be so. Very

quietly and without any fuss he told Linney

that the rope had broken and the punt drifted

away.

"The rope's slipped, you know, Linney,

and there'll be trouble to get the punt round

again. Don't you fret about it, dear; your

father and I will find a way out somewhere.

Now, just be my brave little girl and go and
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make us some tea. This old house has

laughed at many a flood, and she'll laugh

with the bravest to-night. Trust my word

tor that, dear ; we'll be in Oxford to-morrow

night, and you know what that means. Eh,

Linney, don't you remember what you

promised me when we go to Oxford

together ? There'll be no Linney Weston

then, but just my brave little wife, who

never was afraid in all her life, and is not

going to be afraid to-night."

He kissed her very gently on the forehead,

knowing well how little he believed the words

he spoke. Even Red Farm, as the old house

was called, could hardly stand out against

such an onslaught as this. Why, the very

floors heaved to the rushing waters, the walls

trembled, the foundations were quivering.

Let a few hours go by, let the river breast

those beams on which they stood, and the

whole fabric must collapse as a house of

cards. None knew this better than Rupert,

nor did any so rage in his heart when he

remembered the trick that had been played.

That monster of a man, that devil in human

shapeâ��was he any better than a common

murderer, to leave gentle women to this

fate, to save himself and his dirty money

when the worst of men would have turned

back?

Rupert swore that if he lived he would

avenge the night. The agony that he suffered

was for one whom he loved best on earth,

and there is no human grief to surpass such

mental torture as that.

They took their tea in the front bedroom

of the farm, and gathered afterwards upon

the porch of the house, setting a candle upon

the window-sill and crying out from time to

time lest any rescue party were abroad. The

night had turned wondrously silent, with a

glorious canopy of stars above, and a great

golden moon to make lakes of light upon

the eddying waters. Everywhere the scene

was so unfamiliar that even Farmer Weston

could make nothing of it.

" The very hills have moved," he would

say; "this be a new world for me. Aye,

children, that things should change soâ��and

we the happiest people in all England three

days ago. Well, God's will be done. 'Tis

not in us to alter the Divine Providence,

whatever it may be."

He called them all to the window, for in

his heart he believed that the end was near

and that the' old house must speedily be

submerged.

Taking his seat upon the parapet, whereby

the stream raced joyously as though in

triumph of its victories, he put his arm

about Linney's waist and bade her sing

to him.

" The old hymn, lass, that I have loved

all my lifeâ��sing the old hymn and let the

waters hear."

She obeyed him, giving Rupert her hand

to hold, and looking out wistlully upon the

golden night. Very sweetly the familiar

words, " O, God, Our Help in Ages Past,"

went ringing across the waters, at once a

dirge and a prayer which should be answered

or be hushed as Fate inscrutable alone could

determine. And when the hymn was sung

all sat very silent for a full hour, watching the

creeping waters and knowing that the end

was very near.

Rupert was the first to break in upon this

terrible silence, and he did so standing up

and shading his eyes, that he might the better

pierce the shadows. Fearful almost of his

own vision, he asked the farmer presently

whether or no his eyes cheated him, and,

receiving a vague answer, he remained there,

none the less, a black figure in the aureole, a

man who trembled lest the night deceived

him and the worst were unknown.

" Yonder ! " he cried ; " what is that

yonder, farmer ? "

" 'Tis the shadow of the old barn upon

the waters, Rupert."

" God send that it be something else.

Give me your hand, farmer; I am going up

to the roof above."

Farmer Weston, trembling like a child,

helped him up to the dormer window, and

counted ten full seconds before he spoke

again.

" Is aught there to see, Rupert, lad ? "

" I cannot tell you, Mr. Weston ; wait now

awhile. There's something afloat between

the eaves of the barnâ��I'm going over to

see."

Again a spell of silence. The farmer cried,

,; Go careful, lad, for Linney's sake." He did

not dare to speak to his daughter ; did not

dare to look at her. But she was by his

side when Rupert spoke again, and her

eyes were wet with tears when they heard

his voice.

" The boat is here, farmer. Come you

and give me a hand. The boat is here, 1

say â�� we are saved, as sure as God's in

Heaven."

Farmer Weston climbed to the roof with-

out a word. The punt was there, as Rupert

had declared it to be. But of Gideon Nedd,

of him or of his money, there was no trace

whatever.
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'yonder!' he cried; 'what is that yonder? "

VI.

Of the miser's end none will ever tell the

story. No man knows how he died or by

what irony of the waters his fortune was

engulfed. Many victims of that memor-

able flood there were, but none whose death

was so little mourned. He had striven to

save his life, and, striving, had lost it. True,

there is a tradition of a bag of gold being

dragged from the river some months

afterwards ; and romantic youths hunt

the fields to this day for the treasure

that was lost. Rupert, upon his part, has

long forgotten it. " 'Twould have brought

no luck," he says, and that is the common

verdict.

For Rupert has riches enough in his cottage

amid the hills â��and there the river's gift lies

close to his heart, priceless beyond ~"v

treasure that man could win.

beyond^, -
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An Inquisition in Leather.
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IT was in an antique shop in

the purlieus of Westminster

that I first met him â�� a

pleasant-laced little old gentle-

man who might have stepped

out of a page of Dickens â��

whose years ran well into the allotted span.

He was contemplating with no small degree

of satisfaction the latest acquisition to his

store of treasuresâ��a devil, no less, life-sized

and fashioned of leather. The workmanship

was exquisite, the appearance fearsome and

awe-inspiring.

"This, I think, completes the collection,"

said he, contemplatively, as he stood back to

better survey his prize.

Sitting, for we were neither of us pressed

for time, he told me a wonderful storyâ��a tale

of the Spanish Inquisition, of Ferdinand and

Isabella, and of Torquemada, the Inquisitor-

General of impious memory. The sinister

effigy standing by was, he said, a relic of that

Imrbarous institution, the evil works of which

vere unequalled by even Nuremberg or the

massacres of St. Bartholomew's Day. The

figure before us was, I learnt, but one of

nearly a thousand pieces of wondrous design

and marvellous craftsmanship, the last of

which he now believed had passed into his

hands. Their age, he calculated, would be .

about four hundred years. They stood

originally in the council chamber of the

Inquisitors at Lisbon, but of the fact concern-

ing their removal to England there was no

record. The only thing that was known

regarding them in this respect was that they

were removed from Lisbon in the early

part of the seventeenth century by one Don

Carlos Sebastian, a pirate, whose last will and

testament my antiquarian friend still holds.

In this will the erstwhile freebooter boldly

confesses that he stole the effigies, but how,

when, or where, he leaves to the imagination.

It is possible that the gruesome collection

was being conveyed by sea to some unknown

port, when the slow sailing merchantmen of

the period were overhauled by the speedier

piratical craft belonging to Don Carlos. On
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the other hand, they may have been stolen

from Lisbon itself. They may have been

seized upon whilst being carried in pro-

cession, or the dark chamber of the arch-

Inquisitors may have been raided in the dead

of night and the relics in this way removed.

But whatever their history there is no doubt

that they were in the possession of the

buccaneer, Don Carlos, by the middle of the

seventeenth century.

The will in which he disposes of them is

a quaint and curious document. It is dated

1650. In lettering still quite distinct it

commences, " I, Carlos Don Sebastian," and

passes on to say that

he was a pirate by

profession. In many

curious phrases he

expresses regret for a

mis - spent life, and

concludes a remark-

able screed by be-

queathing, inter alia,

the hundreds of In-

quisition relics to a

James Allinson, of

Nespra Hall, York.

Inquiries have been made,

but Nespra Hall no longer

exists, and antiquarian-

are still engaged in en

deavouring to solve the

mystery of the legatee.

All that is known is that

James Allinson, of Nespra

Hall, was a soldier, as

country gentlemen were,

more or less, in the sevei

teenth century, but the

relationship which existt

between James Allinson

the soldier and Don Carlos

Sebastian the pirate is by

no means so clear. Allin-

son died intestate, and in

the course of time the

whole of the collection

passed into the Court of Chancery. There

it remained for many a long year, until the

property came into the possession of some-

one unknown, who, through the medium of

a mysterious third party, sold the relics to

the present owner.

The story of how they came into his

possession is no less weird than the objects

themselves. One day a strange, rough-loc'-.ing

man came and offered the model of an ancient

Spanish galleon, worked in leather, for sale.

The venerable connoisseur, recognising the

value of the relic, purchased it at once In

guarded terms the stranger inquired if the

purchase of any further lots of like value

would be considered. A bargain was struck,

and as a result, during a period extending

over twelve years, bit by bit, the whole unique

collection has passed into the hands of my

friend, the last only a few weeks ago. The

effigies always arrived in the dead of the

night. Unexpected, still heartily welcomed,

a ring would come at the bell in the small

hours, and the connoisseur would be invited

to come down from bed, to look at one or

more pieces that lay, straw-covered, in the

bottom of a farmer's

cart that stood at the

door. A bargain would

be struck, the pieces

removed, and the

carter would dis-

appear, perhaps for

months. Presently he

would bob up again in

the same mysterious

manner, sometimes

with a huge piece that

filled a wagon, at others

with a single piece that

could be carried in the

hand. Never by any

chance would the carter

say from whom or whence

he came ; only once did

he admit in the course of

bargaining that he had to

go forty miles every time

to fetch the images.

On one occasion the

purchaser endeavoured

to solve the mystery for

himself. In the dead of

night he followed on foot

the cart that had deposi-

ted the latest treasure at

his door. Through West-

minster to the City and

Whitechapel the carter

drove, until in Brick Lane, Spitalfields, he

pulled up to stay the remainder of the night.

In the same house sat my friend awaiting the

dawn and a continuance of the journey.

Dropping off to sleep, however, he awoke to

find the carter gone, and there the quest ended.

It was in this strangely romantic way that

the whole of what is believed to be the

unique collection passed into the hands of

the gentleman who now owns them. Quite

recently the lease of the premises in which

the treasures were housed fefl in, and the

<> >t opening into lite Scact Chamber of

the Inquisition at Ltsl)on.



102

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

The original table around which the masked Inquisitors sat.

The figure in the centre is holding a candelabrum. Alongside is

a model of a Spanish galleon in leather used as a wine decanter.

collection had to be removed. A large hall

was therefore built, and in it to-day are

arranged the Inquisition relics in something

of their original and fearsome splendour.

The building itself is more like a huge

strongroom than a mere warehouse, for

the collection is looked upon by those who

have seen it as an extremely valuable one.

Roughly estimated, its worth has been set

down at thirty thousand pounds.

An invitation to inspect the relics was

immediately accepted, so, hailing a taxicab,

we drove off, my friend and I, to the south

side of the river. At length we drew up

before a small dwelling house, which we

entered through the basement. Carefully

unlocking the outer door with a number of

keys, and as carefully locking it when it had

closed again, we passed through various

vaults to the place which had been built to

accommodate the relics.

The last of the strong room doors opened

and then clanged behind us. And what a

sight ! On all sides were devils, and gnomes,

and hideous faces, grim-hooded Inquisitors,

mustiness, and an awful silence. Here, in

the throbbing heart of London, we stood, as

it were, alone in the presence of the dead

past. To describe the scene as it presented

itself to me is somewhat difficult. To com-

mence with, everything in the chamber was

of leather. Leather deadens sound, as the

Supreme Council well knew. The floor, the

walls, the ceiling, the very door itself and its

internal fittings were of beautifully-worked

skin in an excellent state of preservation. In

the centre was the table, ten feet long by

eight feet wide, leather covered, and sup-

ported by ten cowled monks, fashioned of

the same material to the most minute detail.

The chairs that were drawn up to the table

were life-sized figures in a sitting position,

with hands at rest on staves. The occupant

of the chair would have to sit in the lap of

the figure, the arms of which provide the

arms of the chair. Several settees on the

same principle stood round. At the end

of the room was the presidential chair, from

which Torquemada and his successors no

doubt conducted their ghastly business. On

each side stood other chairs of equally

marvellous design

and workman-

ship, that were

occupied at one

time, very pos-

sibly, by the two

assessors.

Judging from

the feelings of

horror that the

sight of the relics

inspire even to-

day, the pro-

cedure of the

Holy Office, as

arranged by Tor-

quemada, must

have thoroughly

succeeded in its

purpose of terrify-

ing all who came

within its meshes.

It will be remem-

bered that, when

once the mem-

bers of the council

had given their

opinion, it was

usual to remove

the prisoner to a

secret prison in

the building.

Theie he was cut

off from all com-

munication with

the outside worlrj

A devilish device for terrifying the

victims of the Inquisition. When

passing from the dungeon to the

Secret Chamber, a figure seven feet

high stood in the way. A secret

string pulled by someone unseen

brought the sword - arm smartly

down, with evil results to whoever

might be passing.
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er passed.

In the "audiences"

that followed, in the

original of the cham-

ber in which we then

stood, it struck me

how easy it must have

been to wring almost

any "confession"

from the unfortunate

victim by the aid of

such impedimenta as

this. Many of the

tortures were diaboli-

cally ingenious. After

a few such "audi-

ences " it is difficult

to believe that any

survived for the ulti-

mate auto-de-fe\

All round the room

stood devils and

dragons, angels and

elves, all gloriously

mixed up, speaking,

mutely though it be,

of a dead art and a

dead superstition. On

either side of the

door we entered

stood a doorkeeper

of massive proportions with a fiendish

expression on his leather face. The right

arm was uplifted, the hand gripping a

long, rusty sword as. though to strike. With

devilish ingenuity it had been so fashioned

that on pulling a string the arm falls rapidly,

when anyone passing must receive an ugly

cut. Opposite the swordsman stood his leather

colleague, with mouth wide open, as though "

in the act of shouting. Right at the back of

the throat is fitted a pistol, which, like the

sword arm of the opposite figure, is operated

by a string. One can well imagine the terror

that would seize on the wretched prisoner,

who, by the time he had run the gauntlet of

a corridor full of such as these, would be

ready to confess anything ! Another devilish

device was embodied in the effigy of a

life-size Mephistophelesâ��Satan, with forked

tongue and tail and huge wings, all in red

morocco, who carried in front of him a box,

much as one would hold a snap-shot camera.

From the front protruded a serpent's head,

sufficiently terrible in itself. A secret string in

this case also liberated some four feet of the

body of the snake concealed within, which

springs out at one with a realism too nerve-

shattering to describe.

Side by side with red gnomes making

horrible grimaces hung the lovely figures of

angels, the idea apparently being to convey

to the untutored an impression of the joy or

sorrow of the hereafter. One of the most

beautiful and artistic pieces of the whole

collection was that representing Old Father

Time. Just as he is depicted to-day, so

the Spaniards of nearly five centuries ago

imagined him. Resting on his scythe with

his left arm, in the right hand he held an

hour-glass. Over his head was a chariot with

galloping horses, a clock face taking the

place of the wheel and recording the passing

hour. The clock still keeps excellent time,

although it is not often set going.

Another fine piece of work was a leather

dragon, perfect in detail â�� so perfect, in-

deed, that one would imagine it to be of

curiously-wrought metals. The dragon was

engaged in the pastime of flogging his

Satanic Majesty with a seven-thonged whip,

composed of serpents. On each side of a

huge leather sideboard, on which were a

number of leather tankards or beakers, were

a male and a female devil, life sized, holding

aloft, as in the act of throwing away, the

" fattier Time."
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A male and'female devil throwing victims to perdition. From the man's hand

gold coins are falling, from the woman's a gohlet of wine is being spilt.

body of a man. From the uplifted glass of

one the wine was being spilt, from the fingers

of the other coins were falling to the ground.

On the other hand, curiously jumbled up

with satyrs and dragons and evil-looking

personages of unknown degree, were some

beautiful specimens, rich with suggestion,

representative of the life of

Christ. Jesus entering Jeru-

salem on an ass was an exquisite

piece of work. Another strik-

ing group was that of Mary,

seated also on an ass, with the

infant Saviour in her lap. By

the side walked Joseph, leading

the animal, and a little lamb

accompanied the party. Christ

on the cross and a Crusader in

armour were not the least im-

posing pieces of the collection.

For an hour and a half I

wandered round amid these

relics of a long-forgotten past,

irresistibly attracted by the un-

canniness of the place. Sitting

on the leathern knees of a

dummy, where grim, bemasked

Inquisitors once sat, with the

eye of faith one could almost

discern Torquemada in the

chair of state, from which he was wont to

terrorize and send to the stake all whose

religious or political convictions were not

those of the persecuting elect. There they

stand, grinning and weeping as they have

grinned and wept for ages, absurd, monstrous,

yet beautiful withal.

Relics as carried in procession through the streets of Lisbon prioT jo an auto-de-fc.



By E. NESBIT.

CHAPTER Vll.

GUY FAWKES.

HREE days, because there had

been a quarrel. But days pass

quickly when the sun shines,

and it is holiday time, and you

have a big ruined castle to

explore and examineâ��a castle

that is your ownâ��or your brother's.

"After all," said Elfrida, sensibly, "we

might quite likely find the treasure ourselves,

without any magic mouldiwarpiness at all.

We'll look thoroughly. We won't leave a

stone unturned."

So they climbed the steep, worn stairs that

wound round and round in the darknessâ��

stairs littered with dead leaves and mould

and dropped feathers and the dry, deserted

nests of owls and jackdaws.

Then there were arched doors that led to

colonnades with strong little pillars and

narrow windows, wonderful little unexpected

chambers and cornersâ��the best place in the

whole wide world for serious and energetic

hide-and-seek.

"I've got an idea," said Edred, "if we

could get back to where the castle was all

perfect like a model and draw pictures of
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every part. Then when we found the trea-

sure we should know exactly what to build it

up like, shouldn't.we?"

" Yes," she said, " let's begin now-

" And you'll have to lend me one of your

pencils," said he, " because I broke mine all

to bils trying to get the parlour door open

the day you'd got the key in your pocket."

So they got large sheets of writing paper,

and brown calf-bound books for the paper to

lie flat on, and they started to draw Arden

Castle. And as Elfrida tried to draw every-

thing she knew was there, as well as every-

thing she could see, her drawing soon became

almost entirely covered with black-lead.

"Oh," cried Edred, jumpingupanddropping

his masterpiece and the calf-bound volume

and the pencil, "I know. The Brownie ! "

" The Brownie ? "

"Yesâ��take it with us. "Then we could

photograph the castle all perfect."

This intelligent idea commanded Elfrida's

respect, and she wished she had thought of

it herself. So she said :â��â� 

" You're getting quite clever, aren't you ? "

" Aha," said Edred, " you'd like to have

thought of that yourself, wouldn't you ? I

can be clever sometimes, same as you can."

It is very annoying to have our thoughts

read. Elfrida said, swiftly, "Not often you

can't," and then stopped short. In a

moment the children stood looking at each

other with a very peculiar expression. Then

a sigh of relief broke from each.

" Fielded ! " said Edred.

" Just in time ! " said Elfrida. " It wasn't

a quarrel ; nobody could say it was a quarrel.

Come on, let's go and look at the cottages,

like the witch told us to."

E. Nesbit-Uland.
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They went. They made a tour of inspec

lion that day, and the next and the next.

And they saw a great many things that a

grown-up inspector would never have seen.

Poor people are very friendly and kind to

you when you are a child. They will let

you come into their houses, and talk to you

and show you things in a way that they

would never condescend to do with your

grown-up relations. This is, of course, if you

are a really nice child, and treat them in a

respectful and friendly way.

And when they weren't visiting the cottages

or exploring the castle they found a joyous

way of passing the time in the reading aloud

of the history of Arden. They took it in

turns to read aloud. Elfrida looked carefully

for some mention of Sir Edward Talbot and

his pretending to be the Chevalier St. George.

There was none, but a Sir Edward Talbot

had been accused, with the Lord Arden of

the time, of plotting against His Most

Christian Majesty King James I.

" I wonder if he was like my Edward

Talbot?" said Elfrida. "I would like to

see him again. I wish I'd told him

about us having been born so many

years after he died. But it would have

been difficult to explain, wouldn't

it? Let's look in Green's His-

tory Book and see what they

looked like when it was His

Most Christian Majesty King

James the First."

Perhaps it was this which

decided the children, when the

three days were over, to put on

the clothes which most resem-

bled the ones in the pic-

tures of James I.'s time

in Green's History.

Edred had full breeches,

puffed out like balloons,

and a steeple-crowned hat,

and a sort of tunic of

crimson velvet, and a big

starched ruff round his

littleneck more uncomfort-

able even than your Eton

collar is after you've been wear-

ing flannels for days and days.

And Elfrida had long, tight

stays with a large, flat-shaped

piece of wood down the front,

and very full long skirts over

a very abrupt hoop.

When the three days wereover

the door of the attic, which, as

usual after a quarrel, had been

quite invisible and impossible to find, had

become as plain as the nose on the face

of the plainest person you know, and the

children had walked in, and looked in the

chests till they found what they wanted

While they were dressing Elfrida held the

Brownie camera tightly, in one hand or the

other. This made dressing rather slow and

difficult, but the children had agreed that if it

were not done the Brownie would be, as

Edred put it, " liable to vanish," as everything

else belonging to their own time always did

â��except their clothes. I can't explain to

you just now how it was that their clothes

didn't vanish. It would take too long.

And now a very odd thing happened. As

Edred put on his second shoeâ��which was

the last touch to their united toiletsâ��the

THE WALLS SLK.MKD TO TKEMIU.E AND SH.\kl

AND GO CROOKED."
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walls seemed to tremble and shake and go

crooked, like a house of cards at the very

instant before it topples down. The floor

slanted to that degree that standing on it was

so difficult as to be at last impossible. The

rafters all seemed to get crooked and mixed

like a box of matches when you spill them on

the floor. The tiled roof that showed blue

daylight through seemed to spin like a top,

and you could not tell at all which way up

you were. All this happened with dreadful

suddenness, but almost as soon as it had

begun it stopped with a jerk like that of a

clockwork engine that has gone wrong.

And the attic was goneâ��and the chests, and

the blue-chinked tiles of the roof, and the

walls and the rafters And the room had

shrunk to less than half its old size. And it

was higher, and it was not an attic any more,

but a round room with narrow windows,

and just such a fireplace, with a stone hood,

as the ones the children had seen when they

looked down from the tops of the towers.

"/see," said Edred, when breath enough

for speech had returned to him. " This is

the place where the attic was after the tower

fell to pieces."

" But there isn't any attic, really," said

Elfrida. " You know we can't find it if we've

quarrelled, and Mrs. Honeysett doesn't ever

find it. It isn't anywhere."

" Yes, it is," said Edred. " We couldn't

find it if it wasn't."

"Well," said Elfrida, gloomily, "I only

hope we may find it, that's all. I suppose

â�¢we may as well go out. It's no use sticking

in this horrid little room." Her hand was on

the door, but even as she fumbled with the

latch, which was of iron and of a shape to

which she was wholly unaccustomed, some-

thing else happened, even more disconcerting

than the turn-over-change in which the attic

and the chests had disappeared. It is very

difficult to describe. Perhaps you happen to

dislike travelling in trains with your back to

the engine ? If you do dislike it you dislike

it very much indeed.

The sensations which now held Edred and

Elfrida were exactly those whichâ��if you

don't like travelling backwardsâ��you know

only too wellâ��and the sensations were so

acute that both children shut their eyes.

When the two children opened their eyes

it was in a room which Edred at least had

never seen before. To Elfrida it seemed

strange yet familiar. The shape of the room,

the position of doors and windows, the

mantelpiece with its curious carvingsâ��these

she knew. And some of the furniture, too.

Yet the room seemed bareâ��barer than it

should have been. But why should it look

bareâ��barer than it should have beenâ��

unless she knew how much less bare it

once was ? Unless, in fact, she had seen it

before ?

" Oh, I know," she cried, standing in her

stiff skirts and heavy shoes in the middle of

the room. " I know. This is Lord Arden's

town house. This is where I was with

Cousin Betty. Only there aren't such nice

chairs and things, and it was full of people

then."

Edred remained silent, his mouth half open

and his eyes half shut in a sort of trance of

astonishment.

" I don't like it," he began. " Let's go

back. I don't like it. And we didn't take

the photograph. And I don't like it. And

my clothes are horrid. I feel something

between a balloon and a Bluecoat boy. And

you've no idea how silly you lookâ��like Mrs.

Noah out of the Ark, only tubby. And I

don't know who we're supposed to be. And

I don't suppose this is Arden House. And

if it is, you don't know when. Suppose it's

Inquisition times, and they put us on the

stake? Let's go back ; I don't like it," he

ended.

" Now you just listen," said Elfrida, knit-

ting her brows under the queer cap she wore.

" I know inside me what I mean, but you

won't unless you jolly well attend."

" Fire ahead."

" Well, then, even if it was Inquisition

times it would be all rightâ��for us."

" How do you know ? "

" I don't know how I know, but I know

I do know," said Elfrida, firmly. " You

see, Tve been here before. It's not real,

you see."

" It is," said Edred, kicking the leg of

the table.

Elfrida frowned. Afterwards she was glad

that she had done no more than frown. It

is dangerous, as you know, to quarrel in a

boat, but far more dangerous to quarrel in a

century that is not your own. She frowned

and opened her mouth. And just as her

mouth opened the door of the room followed

its example, and a short, dark, cross looking

woman in a crimson skirt and strange cap

came hurrying in.

"So it's here you've hidden yourselves!"

she cried. " And I looking high and low to

change your dress."

"What for?" said Edred, for it was his

arm which she had quite ungently caught.

" For what? " she said, as she dragged him
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out of the room,

your father and

masque

already ?

" Why, to attend my lord

your lady mother at the

at Whitehall. Had you forgot

And thou so desirous to attend

them in thy new white velvet broidered with

the orange-tawny, and thy lady mother's

diamond buckles, and the silken cloak, and

the shoe-roses, and the cobweb-lawn starched

ruff, and the little sword, and all."

The woman had dragged Edred out of the

room and up the stairs by this time. Elfrida,

following, decided that her speech was the

harshest part of her.

" If she was really horrid," thought the girl,

" she wouldn't try to cheer him up with velvet

and swords and diamond buckles."

" Can't / go ? " she said, aloud.

The woman turned and slapped herâ��not

hard, but smartly. " I told thee how it would

be if thou wouldst not hold that

dunning tongue. No; thou can't go.

Little ladies stay at home and sew

their samplers. Thou'lt go to Court

soon enough, I warrant."

So Elfrida sat and watched while

Edred was partially washedâ��the

soap got in his eyes just as it gets

in yours nowadaysâ��and dressed in

the beautiful white page's dress,

white velvet, diamond buckles, little

sword, and all.

" You are splendid," she said.

" Oh, I do wish I was a boy," she

added, for perhaps the two thou-

sand and thirty-second time in her

short life.

" It's not that you'll be wishing

when your time comes to go to

Court," said the woman. " There,

my little lord, give thy old nurse a

kiss and stand very cautious and

perfect, not to soil thy fine feathers.

And when thou hearest thy mother's

robes on the stairs go out and

make thy bow like thy tutor taught

thee."

It was not Edred's tutor who had

taught him to bow. But when a

rustling of silks sounded on the

stairs he was able to go out and

make a very creditable obeisance

to the stately magnificence that

swept down towards him. Elfrida

thought it best to curtsy beside

her brother. Aunt Edith had

taught them to dance the minuet,

and somehow the bow and curtsy

which belong to that dance seemed

the right thing now. And the lady

on the stairs smiled, well pleased. She was

a wonderfully-dressed lady. Her bodice was

of yellow satin, richly embroidered; her

petticoat of gold tissue, with stripes ; her

robe of red velvet, lined with yellow muslin

with stripes of pure gold. She had a point

lace apron and a collar of while satin under

a delicately-worked ruff. And she was a

blaze of beautiful jewels.

" Thou'rt a fine page, indeed, my dear

son," said the lady. " Stand aside and take

my train as I pass. And thou, dear daughter,

so soon as thou'rt of an age for it. thou shah

have a train and a page to carry it."

She swept on, and the children followed.

Lord Arden was in the hall, hardly less

splendid than his wife, and they all went off

in a coach that was very grand, if rather

clumsy. Its shape reminded Elfrida of the

coach which

the fairy-god-

mother made

for Cinderella

out of the

pumpkin, and

she herself, as

she peeped

through the

crowd of

iveried ser-

vants to see it

start, felt as

THOU RT A FINE J'AGE, INURED, MV DEAR SON, SAID THE LADV.

* STAND ASIDE AND TAKE MV TRAIN.'"
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much like Cinderella as anyone need wish to

feel, and perhaps a little more. But she con-

soled herself by encouraging a secret feeling

she had that something was bound to happen,

and sure enough something did. And that

is what I am going to tell you about. I

own that I should like to tell you also what

happened to Edred, but his part of the adven-

ture was not really an adventure at allâ��though

it was a thing that he will never forget as long

as he remembers any magic happenings.

"We went to the King's house," he told

Elfrida later. " Whitehall is the name. I

should like to call my house Whitehallâ��if it

wasn't called Arden Castle, you know. And

there were thousands of servants, I should

think, all much finer than you could dream

of, and lords and ladies, and lots of things to

eat, and bear-baiting and cock-fighting in the

garden."

" Cruel! " said Elfrida. " I hope you

didn't look."

" A little I did," said Edred. " Boys have

to be brave to bear sights of blood and

horror, you know, in case of them growing

up to be soldiers. But I liked the masque

best. The Queen acted in it. There wasn't

any talking, you know, only dressing up and

dancing. It was something like the panto-

mime, but not so sparkly. And there was

a sea with waves that moved all silvery, and

panelled scenes, and dolphins and fishy

things, and a great shell that opened, and

the Queen and the ladies came out and

danced, and I had a lot to eat, such rummy

things, and then I fell asleep, and when I

woke up the King himself was looking at me

and saying I had a bonny face. Bonny

means pretty. You'd think a King would

know better, wouldn't you ? "

This was all that Edred could find to tell.

I could have told more, but one can't tell

everything, and there is Elfrida's adventure

to be told about.

When the coach had disappeared in the

mist and the mudâ��for the weather was any-

thing but summer weatherâ��Elfrida went up-

stairs again to the room where she had left

the old nurse. She did not know where else

to go.

"Sit you down," said the nurse, "and sew

on your sampler."

There was the sampler, very fine indeed,

in a large polished wood frame.

" I wish I needn't," said Elfrida, looking

anxiously at the fine silks.

" Tut, tut," said the nurse ; " how'll thee

grow to be a lady if thou doesn't mind thy

needle ? "

" I'd much rather talk to you," said Elfrida,

coaxingly.

" Thou canst chatter as well as sew," the

nurse said, "as well I know to my cost.

Would that thy needle flew so fast as thy

tongue! Sit thee down, and if the little tree

be done by dinner-time thou shalt have leave

to see thy Cousin Richard."

" I suppose," thought Elfrida, taking up

the needle, " that I am fond of my Cousin

Richard."

The sewing was difficult, and hurt her eyes

â��hut she persevered. Presently someone

called the nurse and Elfrida was left alone.

Then she stopped persevering. " Whatever

is the good," she asked herself, " of working

at a sampler that you haven't time to finish,

and that would be worn out, anyhow, years

and years before you were born ? The

Elfrida who's doing that sampler is the same

age as me, and born the same day," she

reflected. And then she wondered what the

date was, and what was the year. She was

still wondering, and sticking the needle idly

in and out of one hole, without letting it

take the silk with it, when there was a sort

of clatter on the stairs, the door burst open,

and in came a jolly boy of about her own age.

" Thy task done ?" he cried. " Mine

too. Old Parrot-nose kept me hard at it,

but I thought of thee, and for once I did

all his biddings. So now we are free. Come

play ball in the garden." This, Elfrida con-

cluded, must be Cousin Dick, and she decided

at once that she was fond of him

There was a big and beautiful garden

behind the house. The children played ball

there, and they ran in the box alleys, and

played hide-and-seek among the cut trees

and stone seats, and statues and fountains.

Old Parrot-nose, who was Cousin Richard's

tutor, and was dressed in black, and looked

as though he had been eating lemons and

vinegar, sat on a seat and watched them, or

walked up and down the flagged terrace with

his thumb in a dull-looking book.

When they stopped their game to rest on a

stone step, leaning against a stone seat, old

Parrot-nose walked very softly up behind the

seat, and stood there where they could not

see him and listened. Listening is very dis-

honourable, as we all know, but in those days

tutors did not always think it necessary to

behave honourably to their pupils.

I always have thought, and I always shall

think, that it was the eavesdropping of that

tiresome old tutor, Mr. Parados, or Parrot-

nose, which caused all the mischief. But

Elfrida has always believed, and always will
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believe, that the disaster was caused by her

knowing too much history. That is why she

is so careful to make sure that no misfortune

shall ever happen on that account, any way.

That is one of the reasons why she never

takes a history prize at school. " You never

kno>v," she says. And, in fact, when it

comes to a question in an historical examina-

tion, she never does know.

This was how it happened. Elfrida, now

that she was no longer running about in the

garden, remembered the question that she

had been asking herself over the embroidery

frame, and it now seemed sensible to ask the

question of someone who could answer it.

So she said :â��

" I say, Cousin Richard, what year is "

(Elfrida, to show off her history, tells about

Gunpowder Plot. The tutor listens, and gets

all the names of conspirators that she can

remember.) "I say, Cousin Richard, what

day is it ? "

Elfrida understood him to say that it was

the fifth of November.

" Is it really?" she said. "Then it's Guy

Fawkes day. Do you have fireworks ?"

And in pure lightness of heart began to

hum :â��

Please to remember

The Fifth of November

The gunpowder 1 reason and plot.

I see no reason

Why gunpowder treason

Should ever be forgot.

" 'Tis not a merry song, cousin," said

Cousin Richard, " nor a safe one. 'Tis best

not to sing of treason."

" But it didn't come off, you know, and

he's always burnt in the end," said Elfrida.

"Are there more verses?" Cousin Dick

asked.

" No."

" I wonder what treason the ballad deals

with ?" said the boy.

" Don't you know ? " It was then that

Elfrida made the mistake of showing off her

historical knowledge. " / know. And I

know some of the names of the conspirators,

too, and who they wanted to kill, and every-

thing."

" Tell me," said Cousin Richard, idly.

" The King hadn't been fair to the

Catholics, you know," said Elfrida, full of

importance, "so a lot of them decided to

kill him and the Houses of Parliament.

They made a plotâ��there were a whole lot of

them in it. They said Lord Arden was, but

he wasn't, and some of them were to pretend

to be hunting, and to seize the Princess

Elizabeth and proclaim her Queen, and the

rest were to blow the Houses of Parliament

up when the King went to open them."

" I never heard this tale from my tutor,"

said Cousin Richard. " Proceed, cousin."

" Well, Mr. Piercy took a house next the

Parliament House, and they dug a secret

passage to the vaults under the Parliament

Houses ; and they put three dozen casks of

gunpowder there and covered them with

faggots. And they would have been all

blown up, only Mr. Tresham wrote to his

relation, Lord Monteagle, that they were

going to blow up the King and â�¢"

" What King ? " said Cousin Richard.

" King James the First," said Elfrida.

" Whyâ��what " for Cousin Richard had

sprung to his feet, and old Parrot-nose had

Elfrida by the wrist.

He sat down on the seat and drew her

gently till she stood in front of himâ��gently,

but it was like the hand of iron in the velvet

glove (of which, no doubt, you have often

read).

"Now, Mistress Arden," he said, softly,

" tell me over again this romance that you

tell your cousin."

Elfrida told it.

" And where did you hear this pretty

story ? " he asked.

" Where are we now?" gasped Elfrida, who

was beginning to understand.

"Here, in the gardenâ��where else?" said

Cousin Richard, who understood nothing of

the matter.

" Hereâ��in my custody," said the tutor,

who thought he understood everything.

"Now tell me allâ��every name, every par-

ticularâ��or it will be the worse for thee and

thy father."

" Come, sir," said Cousin Richard, " you

frighten my cousin. It is but a tale she

told. She is always merry, and full of

many inventions."

" It is a tale she shall tell again before

those of higher power than I," said the tutor,

in a thoroughly disagreeable way, and his

hand tightened on Elfrida's wrist.

"Butâ��butâ��it's history" cried Elfrida, in

despair. " It's in all the books."

" Which books ? " he asked, keenly.

" I don't knowâ��all of them," she sullenly

answered; sullenly, because she now really

did understand just the sort of adventure in

which her unusual knowledge of history, and,

to do her justice, her almost equally unusual

desire to show off, had landed her.

" Now," said the hateful tutor, for such

Elfrida felt him to be, " tell me the names

of the conspirators."
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" It can't do any harm," Elfrida told her-

self. " This is James the First's time, and

I'm in it. But it's three hundred years ago

all the same, and it all has happened, and it

can't make any difference what I say, so I'd

better tell all the names I know."

The hateful tutor shook her.

" Yes, all right," she said; and to herself she

added, " It's only a sort of dream ; I may as

well tell. Yet when she opened her mouth

to tell all the names she could remember

of the conspirators of the poor old Gunpowder

Plot that didn't come off, all those years ago,

she found herself not telling those names at

all. Instead, she found herself saying :â��

" I'm not going to tell. I don't care what

you do to me. I'm sorry I said anything

about it. It's all nonsenseâ��I mean, it's

only history, and you ought to be ashamed

of yourself, listening behind doorsâ��I mean,

out of doors behind stone seats, when people

are talking nonsense to their own cousins."

Elfrida does not remember

very exactly what happened

after this. She was furiously

angry, and when you are

furiously angry things get

mixed and tangled up in a

sort of dreadful red mist. She

only remembers that the tutor

was very horrid, and twisted

her wrists to make her tell,

and she screamed

and tried to kick

him; that Cousin

Richard, who did

not scream, did,

on the other

hand, succeed in

kicking the tutor; that

she was dragged in-

doors and shut up in

a room without a

window, so that it

was quite dark.

"If only I'd got

Edred here," she said

to herself, with tears of

rage and mortification,

"I'd try to make some

poetry and get the

Mouldiwarp to come

and fetch us away. But

it's no use till he conies

home."

When he did come

homeâ��after the bear-

baiting and the cock-

fighting and the banquet

and the masque â�� Lord and Lady Arden

came with him, of course. And they found

their house occupied by an armed guard, and

in the dark little room a pale child exhausted

with weeping, who assured them again and

again that it was all nonsense, it was only

history, and she hadn't meant to tellâ��indeed

she hadn't. Lady Arden took her in her

arms and held her close and tenderly, in

spite of the grand red velvet and the jewels.

" Thou'st done no harm," said Lord Arden

â��"a pack of silly tales. To morrow I'll see

my Lord Salisbury and prick this silly bubble.

Go thou to bed, sweetheart," he said to his

wife, "and let the little maid lie with theeâ��

she is all a-tremble with tears and terrors.

To-morrow my Lord Secretary shall teach

these popinjays their place, and Arden

House shall be empty of them, and we shall

laugh at this fine piece of work that a solemn

marplot has made out of a name or two and

a young child's fancies. By to-morrow night
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all will be well, and we shall lie down in

peace."

But when to-morrow night came it had, as

all nights have, the day's work behind it.

Lord Arden and his lady and the little child-

ren lay, not in Arden House in Soho, not

in Arden Castle on the downs by the sea,

but in the Tower of London, charged with

high treason and awaiting their trial.

For my Lord Salisbury had gone to those

vaults under the Houses of Parliament and

had found that bold soldier of fortune, Guy

Fawkes, with his dark eyes, his dark lantern,

and his dark intent ; and the names of those

in the conspiracy had been given up, and

King James was saved, and the Parliaments

â��but the Catholic gentlemen whom he had

deceived, and who had turned against him

and his deceits, were face to face with the

rack and the scaffold.

(To be

And I can't explain it at allâ��because, of

course, Elfrida knew as well as I do that it

all happened three hundred years agoâ��or, if

you prefer to put it that way, that it had

never happened, and that, anyway, it was

Mr. Tresham's letter to Lord Monteagle, and

not Elfrida's singing of that silly rhyme, that

had brought the Ardens and all these other

gentlemen to the Tower and to the shadow

of death. And yet she felt that it was she

who had betrayed them. That they were

traitors to King and Parliament made no

manner of difference. It was she, as she

felt but too bitterly, who was the traitor.

And in the thick-walled room in the Tower,

where the name of Raleigh was still fresh in

its carving, Elfrida lay awake, long after Lady

Arden and Edred were sleeping peaceful, and

hated herself, calling herself a Traitor, a

Coward, and an Utter Duffer.

continued.)



The Strange Revelation of a Great Picture Fraud.

By ALFRED WHITMAN.

HE picture fraud to be revealed

in the present article was the

skilful work of two young

artists, assisted by a third, in

1801. The scheme proved a

great success, the conspirators

netting a clear thousand pounds, and the

public of the day had no idea that it had

been gulled. In fact, everyone has remained

in happy ignorance from that year until now,

when for the first time- the full details are

about to be published.

But, before beginning to learn the story,

will the reader please carefully peruse the

advertisement, here reproduced, that appeared

in the Morning Post of March 10th, 1801 ?

In this advertisement we are informed that

Mr. J. J. Masquerier, having been in Paris

during the previous

January and Feb-

ruary, was induced to

ask, and succeeded

in obtaining, permis-

sion to paint a por-

trait of Napoleon

reviewing his Con-

sular Guards at the

Tuileries Palace; that

the picture he painted

included a faithful

portrait of the First

Consul taken from

life, and was the only

one of the kind in this country; that the

picture was on view at 22, Piccadilly, and

could be seen for the admission price of a

shilling. All this sounded most attractive in

the ears of the British public, and, as it was

the first accurate likeness in England of the

young Napoleon, with whom we were at

deadly war, thousands flocked to the gallery

in Piccadilly, where, besides paying the cost

of admission, they eagerly bought^ a pamphlet,

" Description of the Great Historical Pic-

ture," for an extra sixpence. This sixpenny

pamphlet or catalogue was one of the first

that was ever sold in England at a private

exhibition.

So far everything appears genuine and

splendid, and as Napoleon was the name on

every lip we can well understand the rush

that took place to see the great picture, for it

measured twenty-seven feet long by twenty high.

Vol. xjixvi.â��15.

But now let the story be traced from its

genesis, and as it proceeds let it be borne in

mind that the whole of the facts here given

can be substantiated by documentary proofs

preserved in public archives.

The two young artists alluded to had been

fellow-students at the Royal Academy, and

were fast friends. One, Charles Turner,

is known to fame chiefly as a most industrious

engraver, who mezzotinted a number of very

fine plates; and the other, John James Mas-

querier, was born in London of French

parents, had studied art in Paris, and was

familiar with that capital. In 1800 the

former was twenty-six and the latter twenty-

two years of age. In November of that

year the two young men, in quite a legitimate

manner, discussed the question of a visit

to Paris to obtain a

portrait of Napoleon.

It was agreed that

Masquerier should go

over to Paris and, if

possible, paint the

portrait for Turner to

engrave, so that for

the first time it might

be possible to intro-

duce an English en-

graving of the famous

General to the public.

On January 28th,

1801, Masquerier

returned to London and revealed to Charles

Turner that not only had he secured a

portrait of Napoleon, but that he had also

obtained a picture of a far more ambitious

characterâ��nothing less than a review of the

Consular Guards. Within six weeks all

arrangements had been completed for exhibit-

ing this latter picture, painted on the spot

and from life, and the gallery was thrown

open to an eager and expectant public on

Monday, March 9th.

By the aid of the following illustration

we can examine the picture. The review is

taking place in the court of the Tuileries

Palace, opening to the Place du Carrousel.

This was where, during the Revolution, the

fatal attack had been made on the famous

Swiss Guards on August 10th, 1792, which

date can be seen inscribed on several parts of

the building. The troops are chosen from

BONAPARTE.

MR. MASQUER IER has the honour respectfully

to inform the Public, that being ha Paris during ilie

j months of December and January, he was indueed, when

there, to solrcit permission to PAINT a PORTRAIT

of the FIRST CONSUL, BONAPARTE, A the Grand

Review of the Consular Guards ; which havm< obtained, is

1 now open for Exhibition, at No. 22, Piccadilly, opposite

I the Green Park.

Mr. MASO.UERIER be^s leave to observe, that he is the

I only English Artist who ever had similaT means of ac-

curacy : 1 lie Likeness "which he has fallen has met with the

most flattering approbation, and it is the only one in this

cvuntry PAINTED PROM THE LIFE.

The Exhibition is open from Nine rill Five. Admis-

sion One Shilling.

AUVfcRI ISKMKNT <Â»F THE EXHIBITION OK THE PICTURE FROM

THE "MORNING KOST " OK .MARCH lOTH, l8oi.
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the flower of the French army, particularly

from among the regiments that served at the

Battle of Marengo, which took place on

June 14th, 1800. The officers are Napoleon's

relatives and confidential friends. The day

on which this review took place was one of

special spectacular brilliance; for, as Napoleon

had recently been the victim of an attempt to

assassinate him while going to the Opera, the

most distinguished members of the military

staff crowded round him, and the most

kept at liberty to lake off his hat to the

colours, the only salute he pays in public.

A little to the right, with his back turned

towards the spectator, is General Lasne,

Commander-in-Chief of the Consular Guards,

a tall stout man, who was the only person in

the carriage with Napoleon when the bomb

exploded. Other officers present include

General Durocq and General Berthier, and

on the right is a young Mameluke chief who

came back with Napoleon from Egypt.

THE FRAUDULENT I'ICIUKK UK NAPOLKON BUNAPAKTK KKVIbWINU THE CONSULAR OUAKDS.

fashionable of the Parisians graced the scene.

Many of the windows of the palace are broken

by the concussion caused by the bomb, which

exploded about a hundred yards to the right

of the picture.

Napoleon appears on his charger, La

Styrie, dressed in a General's uniform, over

which is the grey coat he wore at the Battle

of Marengo. Whilst everyone around him is

glittering in gold and silver, decked with

plumes and full of animation, Napoleon is

remarkable for his plain dress, short figure,

and sallow, pensive countenance. He sits

rather stooping on his horse, and while with

his right hand he holds the reins, his left is

Such was the picture the people crowded

to see, and it was stated that the exactness,

both of feature and expression, in the portrait

of the First Consul received the most flatter-

ing approbation from every person both in

England and France who was enabled to

decide ; and a fortnight after the opening of

the exhibition, when M. Tallien, who had

recently returned from Egypt, saw the picture

he left the written testimony: "I have seen

the portrait of General Bonaparte made by

Mr. Masquerier, and have found it very life-

like." The picture, having remained on view

for some time in London, was shown in the

provinces.
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The public may be forgiven for believing

that they were admiring a picture that Mas-

querier had painted on the spot in Paris,

with the sanction and under the personal

favour of Napoleon and his Generals, who had

graciously given the artist sittings that he

might obtain faithful and accurate portraits.

But no ; here comes the great shockâ��here

the bomb explodes. Alast/uener never saw

Napoleon or any oj his Generals I

Surrender of Breda," as will be quite evi-

dent to the reader if he will compare the

two diagrammatic reproductions here given.

These were the materials Masquerier col-

lected when in Paris, and these were the

"studies" he brought to London from which

to produce the picture. Arrived in London,

Masquerier went to Charles Turner's house

in Warren Street, Fitzroy Square, and there a

small picture of the review was made, to serve

as a model for the large one. Then the large

canvas was set up in Turner's room in

Warren Street on January 31st, and, as soon

as Turner had sketched out the picture upon

it, both artists set themselves to the task

of painting as quickly as possible. On

GENEKAL LASSES HOUSE IN THE FRAUDULENT

PICTURE

â��COMI'AKED WITH-

THE TKINCIPAL HORSE IN

THE SURRENDER OK EREDA.

I'ICTUKK,

This is what took place. Masquerier,

when in Paris, made himself agreeable to the

valet of a famous French painter, and by

bribing this servant he surreptitiously made

a tracing from a drawing of the suoject of

the review the French painter had executed,

and by these means obtained the composition

of the picture. For the head of Napoleon

Masquerier secured a small china bust, and

fur the portraits of the Geneials he bought

prints in the Paris, shops. For the horse of

General Lasne a copy was made of the prin-

cipal horse in Velazquez's famous picture,

now in the Prado Gallery at Madrid, of "The

February 2nd another artist, Henry Bernard

Chalon, was called in to paint the horses,

and so, by painting all day, the picture was

sufficiently advanced for it to be removed to

22, Piccadilly, on the 21st, where work was

resumed and continued until even after the

opening of the exhibition.

It will surely be agreed that the fraud was

most skilfully planned, cleverly managed, and

adroitly placed before an admiring public ;

and it has been reserved for the readers of

The Strand Magazine to be the first to

pierce through the deception and know the

comDHe fr.cts of the case.
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[ We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.}

Copyright, 1908, by George Newnes, Limited.

A COATING OF

CATERPILLARS.

ISEND you a

photograph of

a tree which, with

the stones round

it, was completely

covered with a web

made by thousands

of caterpillars. The

tree and ground

were perfectly

white and not a

leaf had been left.

Dozens of cater-

pillar-strings were

hanging from the

branches, as may

be seen from the

photograph, which

was taken in

Glencorn Wood,

on the shores of

Ullswater Lake.â��Mr. William

leigh, Workington, Cumberland.

bottle to hold

between the knees

while playing the

instrument. With

a hole cut in the

side of the bottle it

will be found to

produce a fine tone

with a gut string.

â��Mr. H. Sawyer,

The Cottage,

L.G.O. Company's

Depot, Stone-

bridge Park,

Harlesden, N.W.

PUSHING A

PERAMBULATOR

ROUND THE

WORLD.

Fletcher, Stone

Nil R. GREEN,

I who is now

"walking round

the civilized parts of the world" wearing a wig

and pushing a perambulator, created quite a com-

motion on his arrival in the little town of Sheplon

Mallet in Somerset. A leaflet bought from Green

himself tells us that, originally a shop assistant and

clerk in Ireland, in 1872 he turned his attention to

athletics and soon came to the front as a pedestrian.

Many fine performances stand to his credit in the

past, and on his present undertaking he is everywhere

receiving good wishes for his success. â�� Miss Mary

Bown, Westleigh, Shepton Mallet.

A NOVEL ONE-STRINGED FIDDLE.

THINKING it might be of interest to some of

your readers, I have ventured to show how a

fiddle of this kind may be easily constructed from the

common glass beer-bottle with a screw stopper. The

handle is fastened by a small bolt passed through the

centre of the stopper, which is then screwed in, as

may be seen in the photograph. The string is held

at the bottom of the lx>ttle by a common horse nail

screwed to the piece of wood, which is held in

position by a thin brass wire band round the



CURIOSITIES. 117

ARK THERE OTHERS?

A S you will notice, the slang word "chump," if

/~\ written in the manner here shown, reads the

same even when held upside down. I think it is the

only word in the English language which has this

peculiarity, and therefore hope you will consider it

worthy of insertion in your "Curiosities" column.â��

Mr. Mitchell T. Lavin, 931, West Ninth Street,

Cincinnati, Ohio, U.S. A.

PELICAN AS A LECTERN

IT is very unusual to find the pelican chosen for a

lectern, so that the accompanying photograph

of a finely-carved example to be seen in St. Saviour's

Church, Reading, is of particular interest. The

lectern is an illustration of the old idea that the

pelican fed its young with blood from its own breast ;

andâ��the better to convey the ideaâ��there is a patch

of bright crimson on the dark oak of the carving.â��

Mr. H. A. King, 22, Queen Victoria Street, Reading.

STILL ANOTHER OPTICAL ILLUSION.

Isend you an addition to the many interesting

optical illusions which have appeared recently

in your pages. The inside circle in Fig. I appears

to be greater in diameter than that in Fig. 2, but

this is not so, since the diameter is the same in

each case.â��Mr. R. J. Samuel, 85, Torbay Road,

Krondesbury, N. W.

nr.. 1. no. 2.

SI AG MADE OF FOUR TREES.

HERE is a photograph of a curious Chinese little

tree, or, rather, four little trees planted in the

same pot, twisted into shape and bound together so

as to resemble a slag. Two branches are left tree to

represent the antlers, and round berries are attached

to the head for eyes. Little trees such as these may

be trained into the forms of many other animals,

especially lions and tigers. If carefully attended to

they live for quite a long time, and always retain their

shape. They are brought round every spring by

the Chinese flower-men.â��Mr. J. H. |ordan, c/o

Rev. Frank Willcox, Great Bentley Vicarage, near

Colchester, Essex.

A CURIOUS MEMORIAL.

AMOST realistic piece of carving is shown in the

photograph I am sending you of a curious

memorial to be seen above a grave in Bamack church-

yard, about four miles from Stamford. Few would

guess, on looking at this picture, that it shows, not a

fallen tree, but merely a clever specimen of carving.

â��Mr. VV. Malcolm, Thorpe House, Stamford.
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MORE QUAINT ENGLISH.

DURING a recent visit to the shores of the Dead Sea I

came across a small hut built of wattle and mud, and

thatched with straw. Under the eaves of the shanty I dis-

covered a quaint inscription, painted both in English and

French, a print of which I send you. On inquiry I found

that the words, " All articles holynes," referred to small

crosses, crucifixes, etc., made of black Dead Sea stone, and

also other articles manufactured in the Holy Land, which were

for sale inside the hut.â��Mr. S. Hunt, c/o Mr. Sheppard,

Derby Rood, Marehav, near Derby.

WHAT TO DO

WITH YOUR OLD

UMBRELLA.

FROM this photo-

graph and the

accompanying direc-

tions it will be seen

that an old umbrella

can very easily be made

to serve as an excellent

wool - winder. First

remove the cover and

handle, also the catch

near the latter, then

procure a piece of

metal tube about six

CAN YOU DO THIS?

AT first sight it seems impossible to

draw this figure with one continuous

line. But, as a little investigation will

show, this is by no means the case. For

instance, it

may be done

by starting at

the point

marked K,

and going in

turn to I), B,

A, D, H, E,

C, B, E, G,

11, and so

back again to

the starting-

point at F.â��

T. G. G. B.,

K e n e g i e,

Penzance.

A NEW USE

FOR FISH

BONES.

THESE

little

objects, re-

s e m b 1 i n g

fi shes, are

really bones,

two of which

occur in

every had-

dock. They

are situated near the neck or shoulder of

the fish, and perhaps correspond lo the

shoulder-blades of warm-blooded animals.

The tiones vary in size according to the

size of the haddock. Those shown here

have been touched with a dash of colour

to increase their likeness to real fishes,

and in a few instances a little surplus

bone has been removed with a pen-

knife. I have placed a penny on the

card to show the comparative size. â��

Mr. W. H. Patterson, Garranard, Strand-

town, Belfast.

inches in length and of slightly larger

internal diameter than that of the

umbrella stick. Next drive a wood

plug tightly into one end of this

tube and lash it securely to the back

of a chair with the plugged end

downwards. Place the umbrella

stick in the tube and the winder is

ready for use. â��Mr, C. W. Govett,

Stamford Hill, N.
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POST Â£g| CARD

THE AOORESS TO F)E WRUTEN ON THIS SIDE

CAN THIS BE BEATEN?

WE noticed that you gave, some months ago, an

illustration of a post-card with an address

in technical chemical terms, and asking if any one of

your readers could quote an address as short. We

send you herewith a photograph of an actual post-

card received here from London, and you will see

there is nothing on it but three lettersâ��" B.S. A."â��

which certainly is shorter than the one quoted in

your Magazine.â��The Birmingham Small Arms Com-

pany, Limited.

A GENTLE HINT.

NOWING that you are interested in curious

sign-boards and advertisements, I send you a

photograph of a board to be seen outside an Indian

K

1908. When found, it was on

one of five limbs about twenty-

five feet from the ground, the

tree itself being five feet in dia-

meter. The limb in this picture

is one foot thick. An Indian

ninety-seven years of age, living

in this vicinity, has the following

to say concerning its origin :

Sixty years ago a member of his

tribe while hunting came upon a

bear in a tree. Being a skilful

hunter he managed to slay the

beast with a single shot without

so much as dropping him to

the ground. But as he was

a long distance from camp and

unable to lake the entire body,

which had lodged in the fork

of the tree, he cut away as much as he could

conveniently carry and left the remainder, which

in time fell away, leaving a single bone around

which the limb has grown. In itself this relic was a

most interesting possession, but its value was greatly

enhanced by the strange story related by the old

Indian.â��Mr. Emmet McMenamin, P.O. Box 34,

Monterey, California, U.S.A.

A STRIKING DOUBLE EXPOSURE.

HERE is a good example of " double exposure "

photography, obtained while fishing in the

Dee. The photograph of myself was secured first,

and when, shortly afterwards, I caught a salmonâ��

which was taken on to the hankâ��it was photographed

by my wife without the plate having been changed.

The curious picture which I send you was the result.

steel trunk manufacturer's shop at Sialkote in the

Punjab. It is a gentle hint to the public that no

credit dealings are countenanced, although at first

sight its meaning is anything but clear. Very likely,

however, the announcement, by reason of its quaint -

ness, received far greater attention than it would have

done had it been set forth in the best King's English.

â�� Mr. Henry Waters, Station School, Kawal Pindi,

India.

A RELIC WITH A HISTORY.

IPURCHASED this curious object from a Mexican

wood-chopper, one Jose Gonzales, who dis-

covered it on a live oak tree at Watson's Ranch, fifteen

miles from Monterey, California, on January iSth,
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SOLUTION TO THE CHESS PROBLEM IN THE

LAST NUMBER.

n

UP' ifijj

-

m

11

i

THE HORNS OF A DILEMMA.

AYOUNG Japanese stag of mine, Jacob by name,

has a marked penchant for games of play. His

favourite pastime takes the form of tossing skyward,

and then catching between his antlers with marvellous

dexterity, any bough or block of wood which he may

chance to come across. Sometimes he will get hold

of a pole fifteen or twenty feet long. Then he will

have a high old time, in more senses than one. I have

known him to keep up the game for an hour at a stretch

â��indeed, he seldom cries " Pax " until either he or the

THE above diagram gives the solution to Mr.

Wallis's problem, which was to command

every square on the board by the use of four queens

and a pawn. It will l>e seen that the four queens

control all the squares but two. Although this

solution probably employs the least power by which

all the squares can lie controlled, it is not the most

difficult. By far the hardest task is to control all

the squares by using four queens and a knight. The

solution to this most ingenious problem by the author

of the above will lie given in our next number.

plaything is worn out. The other

day, however, Jacob chanced to

catch a piece of partially-rotten

tree-stump with such dexterity

that it forthwith became firmly

fixed between his horns, and

neither he nor I have as yet

contrived to move it. Not that

Jacob has shown any undue

hankering after the removal of

the foreign body so curiously

acquired ; on the contrary, he

seems quite proud of his strange

head-diess. The dilemma, upon

the horns of which I am at

present as securely impaled as is

the block of wood in the accom-

panying photograph between the

horns of Jacob, isâ��whether to

break the heart of Jacob by

forcibly removing his plaything

with a crow-bar, or risk his

getting brain-fever from the un-

accustomed weight upon his noble

brow?- Mr. H. W. Shepheard-

Walwyn, M.A., F.Z.S., etc.,

Dalwhinnie, Kenley.

WINDi-. WATER KALI..

' I 'HIS photograph was taken

J. by myself at Motutara,

near Auckland, during a heavy

gale, and shows how the tremen-

dous force of the wind arrested

the waterfall in its downward

course and blew it back upwards

into the air. â�� Mr. Henry Winkel-

mann, 316, Victoria Arcade,

Auckland, New Zealand.





[See page 138.)
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AN. 3.â��This affair of White

and Wotherspoon's accounts

proves to be a gigantic task.

There are twenty thick ledgers

to be examined and checked.

Who would be a junior

partner? However, it is the first big bit

of business which has been left entirely

in my hands. I must justify it. But it has

to be finished so that the lawyers may have

the result in time for the trial. Johnson

said this morning that I should have to get the

last figure out before the 20th of the month.

Good Lord ! Well, have at it, and if human

brain and nerve can stand the strain I'll win

out at the other side. It means office-work

from ten to five, and then a second sitting

from about eight to one in the morning.

There's drama in an accountant's life. When

I find myself in the still early hours while

all the world sleeps, hunting through column

after column for those missing figures which

will turn a respected Alderman into a felon,

I understand that it is not such a prosaic

profession after all.

On Monday I came on the first trace of

defalcation. No heavy game hunter ever got

a finer thrill when first he caught sight of the

trail of his quarry. But I look at the twenty

ledgers and think of the jungle through

which I have to follow him before I get my

kill. Hard workâ��but rare sport, too, in

a way! I saw the fat fellow once at a City

dinner, his red face glowing above a white

napkin. He looked at the little pale man

at the end of the table. He would have

been pale too if he could have seen the

task that would be mine.

Vol. xxxvi.â��16. Copyright, 1908, by Arthur Conan

Jan. 6.â��What perfect nonsense it is for

doctors to prescribe rest when rest is out of

the question ! Asses ! They might as well

shout to a man who has a pack of wolves

at his heels that what he wants is absolute

quiet. My figures must be out by a certain

date; unless they are so I shall lose the

chance of my lifetime, so how on earth am

I to rest ? I'll take a week or so after the

trial.

Perhaps 1 was myself a fool to go to the

doctor at all. But I get nervous and highly-

strung when I sit alone at my work at night.

It's not a painâ��only a sort of fullness of

the head with an occasional mist over the

eyes. I thought perhaps some bromide, or

chloral, or something of the kind might do

me good. But stop work ! It's absurd to

ask such a thing. It's like a long distance

race. You feel queer at first and your heart

thumps and your lungs pant, but if you have

only the pluck to keep on you get your second

wind. I'll stick to my work and wait for my

second wind. If it never comesâ��all the

same I'll stick to my work. Two ledgers

are done, and I am well on in the third.

The rascal has covered his tracks well; but

I pick them up for all that.

Jan. 9.â��I had not meant to go to the

doctor again. And yet I have had to.

"Straining my nerves, risking a complete

break-down, even endangering my sanity."

That's a nice sentence to have fired off at

one. Well, I'll stand the strain and I'll take

the risk; but so long as I can sit in my chair

and move a pen I'll follow the old sinner's

slot.

By the way, I may as well set down here

Doyle, in the United States of America.
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the queer experience which drove me this

second time to the doctor. I'll keep an

exact record of my symptoms and sensations,

because they are interesting in themselvesâ��

" a curious psycho-physiological study," says

the doctorâ��and also because I am perfectly

certain that when I am through with them

they will all seem blurred and unreal, like

some queer dream betwixt sleeping and

waking. So now, while they are fresh, I

will just make a note of them, if only

as a change of thought after the endless

figures.

There's an old silver-framed mirror in my

roomâ��it was given me by a friend who had

a taste for antiquities, and he, as I happen

to know, picked it up at a sale and had no

notion where it came from. It's a large

thing, three feet across and two feet high,

and it leans at the back of a side-table on

my left as I write. The frame is flat, about

three inches across, and very old ; far too

old for hall - marks or other methods of

determining its age. The glass part

projects, with a bevelled edge, and has the

magnificent reflecting power which is only,

as it seems to me, to be found in very old

mirrors. There's a feeling of perspective

when you look into it such as no modern

glass can ever give.

The mirror is so situated that as I sit at

the table I can usually see nothing in it but

the reflection of the red window curtains.

But a queer thing happened last night. I

had been working for some hours, very much

against the grain, with continual bouts of

that mistiness of which I have complained.

Again and again I had to stop and clear my

eyes. Well, on one of these occasions I

chanced to look at the mirror. It had the

oddest appearance. The red curtains which

should have been reflected in it were no

longer there, but the glass seemed to be

clouded and steamy, not on the surface,

which glittered like steel, but deep down in

the very grain of it. This opacity, when I

stared hard at it, appeared to slowly rotate

this way and that, until it was a thick white

cloud swirling in heavy wreaths. So real

and solid was it, and so reasonable was

I, that I remember turning, with the idea

that the curtains were on fire. But

everything was deadly still in the roomâ��

no sound save the ticking of the clock,

no movement save the slow gyration of

that strange woolly cloud deep in the heart

of the old mirror.

Then, as I looked, the mist, or smoke, or

cloud, or whatever one may call it, seemed

to coalesce and solidify at two points quite

close together, and I was aware, with a thrill

of interest rather than of fear, that these were

two eyes looking out into the room. A vague

outline of a head I could seeâ��a woman's, by

the hair, but this was very shadowy. Only

the eyes were quite distinct; such eyesâ��

dark, luminous, filled with some passionate

emotion, fury or horror, I could not say

which. Never have I seen eyes which were

so full of intense, vivid life. They were not

fixed upon me, but stared out into the room.

Then as I sat erect, passed my hand over

my brow, and made a strong conscious effort

to pull myself together, the dim head faded

into the general opacity, the mirror slowly

cleared, and there were the red curtains once

again.

A sceptic would say, no doubt, that I had

dropped asleep over my figures and that my

experience was a dream. As a matter of

fact, I was never more vividly awake in my

life. I was able to argue about it even as I

looked at it, and to tell myself that it was a

subjective impressionâ��a chimera of the

nervesâ��begotten by worry and insomnia.

But why this particular shape ? And who is

the woman, and what is the dreadful emotion

which I read in those wonderful brown eyes ?

They come between me and my work. For

the first time I have done less than the daily

tally which I had marked out. Perhaps that

is why I have had no abnormal sensations

to-night. To-morrow I must wake up, come

what may.

Jan. n.â��All well, and good progress with

my work. I wind the net, coil after coil,

round that bulky body. But the last smile

may remain with him if my own nerves

break over it. The mirror would seem to

be a sort of barometer which marks my

brain pressure. Each night I have observed

that it had clouded before I reached the end

of my task.

Dr. Sinclair (who is, it seems, a bit of a

psychologist) was so interested in my ac-

count that he came round this evening to

have a look at the mirror. I had observed

that something was scribbled in crabbed old

characters upon the metal work at the back.

He examined this with a lens, but could

make nothing of it. " Sane. X. Pal." was

his final reading of it, but that did not bring

us any farther. He advised me to put it

away into another room ; but, after all, what-

ever I may see in it is, by his own account,

only a symptom. It is in the cause that the

danger lies. The twenty ledgersâ��not the

silver mirrorâ��should be packed away if I
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"5

I WAS AWARE, WITH A THRILL OR INTEREST RATHER THAN OR FEAR, THAT THESE WERE TWO EYES LOOKING

OUT INTO THE ROOM."

could only do it. I'm at the eighth now, so

I progress.

Jan. 13.â��Perhaps it would have been

wiser after all if I had packed away the

mirror. I had an extraordinary experience

with it last night. And yet 1 find it so

interesting, so fascinating, that even now I

will keep it in its place. What on earth is

the meaning of it all ?

I suppose it was about one in the morning,

and I was closing my books preparatory to

staggering off to bed, when I saw her there

in front of me. The stage of mistiness and

development must have passed unobserved,

and there she was in all her beauty and

passion and distress, as clear-cut as if she

were really in the flesh before me. The

figure was small, but very distinctâ��so much

so that every feature, and even every detail

of dress, is stamped in my memory. She is

seated on the extreme left of the mirror. A

sort of shadowy figure crouches down beside

herâ��I can dimly discern that it is a manâ��

and then behind them is cloud, in which I

see figuresâ��figures which move. It is not

a mere picture upon which I look. It is

a scene in life, an actual episode. She

crouches and quivers. The man beside har

cowers down. The vague figures make

abrupt movements and gestures. All my

fears were swallowed up in my interest. It

was .maddening to see so much and not to

see more.

But I can at least describe the woman to

the smallest point. She is very beautiful and

quite young, not more than five-and twenty,

I should judge. Her hair is of a very rich

brown, with a warm chestnut shade fining

into gold at the edges. A little flat-pointed

cap comes to an angle in front, and is made

of lace edged with pearls. The forehead is

high, too high perhaps for perfect beauty, but

one would not have it otherwise, as it gives a

touch of power and strength to what would

otherwise be a softly feminine face. The

brows are most delicately curved, over heavy

eyelids, and then come those wonderful eyes

â��so large, so dark, so full of overmastering

emotion, of rage, of horror, contending with

a pride of self-control which holds her from

sheer frenzy. The cheeks are pale, the lips

white with agony, the chin and throat most
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exquisitely rounded. The figure sits and

leans forward in the chair, straining and

rigid, cataleptic with horror. The dress is

black velvet, a jewel gleams like a flame in

the breast, and a golden crucifix smoulders

in the shadow of a fold. This is the lady

whose image still lives in the old silver mirror.

What dire deed could it be which has left its

impress there so that now in another age, if

the spirit of a man be but attuned to it, he

may be conscious of its presence ?

One other detail: down on the left side of

the skirt of the black dress was what I

thought at first was a shapeless bunch of

white ribbon. Then, as I looked more

intently or as the vision defined itself more

clearly, I perceived what it was. It was the

hand of a man, clenched and knotted in

to her. The interest of the thing fascinated

me. I tbought no more of its relation to

my own nerves, but I stared and stared as if

in a theatre. But I could get no farther.

The mist thinned. There were tumultuous

movements in which all the figures were

vaguely concerned. Then the mirror was

clear once more.

The doctor says I must drop work for a

day, and I can afford to do so, for I have

made good progress lately. It is quite evi-

dent that the visions depend entirely upon

my own nervous state, for I sat in front of

the mirror for an hour to-night, with no

result whatever. My soothing day has

chased them away. I wonder whether I

shall ever penetrate what they all mean ? I

examined the mirror this evening under a

"it was the HAND Of A MAN CLENCHED and knotted in agony."

agony, which held on with a convulsive

grasp to the fold of the dress. The rest

of the crouching figure was a mere vague

outline, but that strenuous hand shone clear

on the dark background, with a sinister

suggestion of tragedy in its frantic clutch.

The man is frightenedâ��horribly frightened.

That I can clearly discern. What has

terrified him so ? Why does he grip the

woman's dress ? The answer lies amongst

those moving figures in the background.

They have brought danger both to him and

good light, and besides the mysterious

inscription, " Sane. X. Pal.," I was able to

discern some signs or heraldic marks, very

faintly visible upon the silver. They must be

very ancient, as they are almost obliterated.

So far as I could make out, they were three

spear-heads, two above and one below. I

will show them to the doctor when he calls

to-morrow.

Jan. 14.â��Feel perfectly well again, and I

intend that nothing else shall stop me until

my task is finished. The doctor was shown
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the marks on the mirror and agreed that

they were armorial bearings. He is deeply

interested in all that I have told him, and

cross-questioned me closely on the details.

It amuses me to notice how he is torn in

two by conflicting desiresâ��the one that his

patient should lose his symptoms, the other

that the mediumâ��for so he regards meâ��

should solve this mystery of the past. He

advised continued rest, but did not

oppose me too violently when I declared

that such a thing was out of the question

until the ten remaining ledgers have been

checked.

Jan. 17.â��For three nights I have had no

experiencesâ��my day of rest has borne fruit.

Only a quarter of my task is left, but I must

make a forced march, for the lawyers are

clamouring for their material. I will give

them enough and to spare. I have him fast

on a hundred counts. When they realize

what a slippery, cunning rascal he is I should

gain some credit from the case. False

trading accounts, false balance-sheets, divi-

dends drawn from capital, losses written down

as profits, suppression of working expenses,

manipulation of petty cashâ��it is a fine

record !

Jan. 18. â�� Headaches, nervous twitches,

mistiness, fullness of the templesâ��all the

premonitions of trouble, and the trouble

came sure enough. And yet my real sorrow

is not so much that the vision should

come as that it should cease before all is

revealed.

But I saw more to-night. The crouching

man was as visible as the lady whose gown

he clutched. He is a little swarthy fellow,

with a black pointed beard. He has a loose

gown of damask trimmed with fur. The

prevailing tints of his dress are red. What

a fright the fellow is in, to be sure ! He

cowers and shivers and glares back over his

shoulder. There is a small knife in his other

hand, but he is far too tremulous and cowed

to use it. Dimly now I begin to see the

figures in the background. Fierce faces,

bearded and dark, shape themselves out of

the mist. There is one terrible creature, a

skeleton of a man, with hollow cheeks and

eyes sunk in his head. He also has a knife in

his hand. On the right of the woman stands

a tall man, very young, with flaxen hair, his

face sullen and dour. The beautiful woman

looks up at him in appeal. So does the man

on the ground. This youth seems to be the

arbiter of their fate. The crouching man

draws closer and hides himself in the woman's

skirts, The tall youth bends and tries to

drag her away from him. So much I saw

last night before the mirror cleared. Shall I

never know what it leads to and whence it

comes ? It is not a mere imagination, of

that I am very sure. Somewhere, some

time, this scene has been acted, and this

old mirror has reflected it. But whenâ��

where ?

Jan. 20.â��My work draws to a close, and

it is time. I feel a tenseness within my

brain, a sense of intolerable strain, which

warns me that something must give. I have

worked myself to the limit. But to-night

should be the last night. With a supreme

effort I should finish the final ledger and

complete the case before I rise from my

chair. I will do it. I will.

Feb. 7.â��I did. My God, what an ex-

perience ! I hardly know if I am strong

enough yet to set it down.

Let me explain in the first instance that I

am writing this in Dr. Sinclair's private

hospital some three weeks after the last entry

in my diary. On the night of January 20th

my nervous system finally gave way, and I

remember nothing afterwards until I found

myself three days ago in this home of rest.

And I can rest with a good conscience. My

work was done before I went under. My

figures are in the solicitors' hands. The hunt

is over.

And now I must describe that last night.

I had sworn to finish my work, and so

intently did I stick to it, though my head was

bursting, that I would never look up until

the last column had been added. And yet

it was fine self-restraint, for all the time I

knew that wonderful things were happening

in the mirror. Every nerve in my body told

me so. If I looked up there was an end of

my work. So I did not look up till all was.

finished. Then, when at last with throbbing

temples I threw down my pen and raised my

eyes, what a sight was there !

The mirror in its silver frame was like a

stage, brilliantly lit, in which a drama was in

progress. There was no mist now. The

oppression of my own nerves had wrought

this amazing clarity. Every feature, every

movement, was as clear-cut as in life. To

think that I, a tired accountant, the most

prosaic of mankind, with the account-books

of a swindling bankrupt before me, should be

chosen of all the human race to look upon

such a scene !

It was the same scene and the same figures,

but the drama had advanced a stage. The

tall young man was holding the woman in his

arms. She strained away from him and looked
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up at him with loathing in her face. They had

torn the crouching man away from his hold

upon the skirt of her dress. A dozen of

them were round himâ��savage men, bearded

men. They hacked at him with knives. All

seemed to strike him together. Their arms

rose and fell. The blood did not flow from

himâ��it squirted. His red dress was dabbled

in it. He threw himself this way and that,

purple upon crimson, like an over-ripe plum.

Still they hacked, and still the jets shot from

him. It was horrible â�� horrible! They

dragged him kicking to the door. The

woman looked over her shoulder at him

and her mouth gaped. I heard nothing, but

I knew that she was screaming. And then,

whether it was this nerve-racking vision before

me, or whether, my task finished, all the

overwork of the past weeks came in one

crushing weight upon me, the room danced

round me, the floor seemed to sink away

beneath my feet, and I remembered no more.

In the early morning my landlady found me

stretched senseless before the silver mirror,

but I knew nothing myself until three days

ago I woke in the deep peace of the doctor's

nursing home.

Feb. 9.â��Only to-day have I told Dr.

Sinclair my full experience. He had not

allowed me to speak of such matters before.

He listened with an absorbed interest. " You

don't identify this with any well-known scene

in history ? " he asked, with suspicion in his

eyes. I assured him that I knew nothing of

history. " Have you no idea whence that

mirror came and to whom it once belonged ? "

he continued. " Have you ? " I asked, for he

spoke with meaning. " It's incredible," said

he, " and yet how else can one explain it ?

The scenes which you described before sug-

gested it, but now it has gone beyond all

range of coincidence. I will bring you some

notes in the evening."

Later.â��He has just left me. Let me set

down his words as closely as I can recall

them. He began by laying several musty

volumes upon my bed.

" These you can consult at your leisure/'

said he. " I have some notes here which

you can confirm. There is not a doubt that

what you have seen is the murder of Kizzio

by the Scottish nobles in the presence of

Mary, which occurred in March, 1566.

Your description of the woman is accurate.

The high forehead and heavy eyelids com-

bined with great beauty could hardly apply

to two women. The tall young man was

her husband, Darnley. Rizzio, says the

chronicle, ' was dressed in a loose dress-

ing gown of furred damask, with hose

of russet velvet.' With one hand he

clutched Mary's gown, with the other

he held a dagger. Your fierce, hollow-

eyed man was Ruthven, who was new-

risen from a bed of sickness. Every detail

is exact."

"But why to me?" I asked, in bewilder-

ment. " Why of all the human race to

me?"

" Because you were in the fit mental state

to receive the impression. Because you

chanced to own the mirror which gave the

impression."

"The mirror! You think, then, that it

was Mary's mirrorâ��that it stood in the room

where this deed was done ? "

" I am convinced that it was Mary's

mirror. She had been Queen of France.

Her personal property would be stamped

with the Royal arms. What you took to be

three spear-heads were really the lilies of

France."

" And the inscription ? "

" ' Sane. X. Pal.' You can expand it into

Sancta; Crucis Palatium. Someone has

made a note upon the mirror as to whence

it came. It was the Palace of the Holy

Cross."

" Holyrood ! " I cried.

" Exactly. Your mirror came from Holy-

rood. You have had one very singular

experience, and have escaped. I trust that

you will never put yourself into the way of

having such another."

In Our Next Number

"A Reminiscence of SHERLOCK HOLMES/'

By Arthur Conan Doyle.
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please-

\F it had been necessary for

Mr. Hector Bushell to make a

fortune for himself there can

be little doubt that he would

have done it. Fortunately

or unfortunatelyâ��just as you

-the necessity did not exist, for his

father had done it for him before he was

born. Consequently, Hector, who was a

genial if somewhat boisterous young man,

devoted his talents to the service of his

friends, whose happiness he insisted on pro-

moting, with their concurrence or without it,

by the exercise of his knowledge of the world

and whatever was in it, his business-like

acumen, his exuberant animal spirits, and

his overflowing, almost pestilential, energy.

Quiet - mannered acquaintances who spied

him afar dodged round corners and ran,

rather than have their fortunes made by his

vigorously - expressed advice, enforced by

heavy slaps on the shoulder and sudden

digs in the ribs, and sometimes punctuated

with a hearty punch in the chest. For he

was a large and strong, as well as a noisy,

young man, accurately, if vulgarly, described

by his acquaintances as perpetually " full of

beans."

He had given himself a reputation as an

art critic, on the strength of a year or two's

attendance at an art school in Paris ; and,

indeed, he maintained a studio of his own,

expensively furnished, where he received his

friends and had more than once begun a

picture. But his energies in this matter were

mainly directed to the good of painters among

his acquaintances who were under the neces-

sity of living by their work. He told them

how their pictures should be painted, and

how they could certainly be sold. Indeed,

in this latter respect he did better than

advise the painterâ��he advised the buyer,

when he could seize one, and trundled him

captive into the studio of his nearest friend

with great fidelity and enthusiasm.

" The chance of your life, my dear sir! "

he would say, snatching at the lapel of some

wealthy friend's coat, and raising the other

hand with an imminent threat of a slap on

the shoulder. " The chance of your life !

The coming man, I assure you ! Something

Vol. xxxvi.â��17. Copyright, 190S, by

like an investment. A picture they'll offer

you thousands for some day, and I do believe

I can get it for .you for a couple of hundred !

Come and see it before some dealer gets in !"

It was with some such speech as this

that he interrupted Mr. Higby Fewston, the

margarine magnate, full of the report of the

robbery a day before of a Gainsborough por-

trait from a house in Charles Street, Berkeley

Square. Mr. Fewston was not the sort of

man to take a deal of interest in pictures for

their own sake, but the newspapers estimated

the money value of the missing picture at

twenty thousand pounds, and he found that

very touching. He had the same respect for

that Gainsborough, which he had never seen,

that he would have had for a cheque for the

sum signed by the firm of Rothschild; rather

more, in fact, for if the cheque were stolen it

might be stopped and so rendered valueless ;

but there was no stopping the Gainsborough

till you had caught the thief. So that Mr.

Fewston found himself taking an unwonted

interest in art; and when Hector Bushell,

seizing the opportunity and pulling at his

arm, drew him in the direction of Sydney

Blenkinsop's studio, he offered less resistance

than otherwise he might have done.

" Man named Blenkinsop," declaimed the

zealous Hector. " Capital chap, and paints

likeâ��like a double archangel. His studio's

close byâ��come and look for yourself. Of

course, nothing need be said about buying

the picture, if you don't want to. But just

come and see it I'll pretend we were

passing and just dropped in. You'll have the

sort of chance that people had in Gains-

borough's own time. Why, I don't suppose

he got more than a couple of hundred or so

for the very picture the papers are so full of

to-day ! "

Mr. Fewston suffered himself to be dragged

through many streetsâ��the studio was not so

near as Hector's enthusiasm made it seemâ��

and finally into the presence of Mr. Sydney

Blenkinsop, the painter. Blenkinsop was,

by the side of Bushell, a comparatively quiet

young man, not without apprehension of the

possible consequences of his friend's de-

votion ; for one never could tell what wild

things Bushell might have been saying

about one.

Arthur Morrison.
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" Ah, Sydney, old boy ! " cried that en-

thusiast. " How have you been all this

time ? " They had last met the day before,

when Hector had hauled in some other pos-

sible patron. " How have you been ? Just

looked in as we were passing, you knowâ��

just looked in ! This is my friend, Mr.

Higby Fewston, much interested in art,

and what he don't know about a pictureâ��

well, there ! Working on anything just now,

eh ? I say "â��this with a start of apprehen-

sionâ��"you haven't sold that picture yet,

have you ? The stunner, you know, the

Keston ? "

"Oh, that?" responded Blenkinsop, who

scape, as you say, and no mistake ! Some-

thing like a landscape that, eh ? I knew

you'd like it, of course, having an eye for

such a thing. Ah, it's a topper !"

He fell back by the side of the man of

margarine, and the two inspected the marvel

in silence, the one with head aside and a

smile of ecstasy, and the other with all the

expression of a cow puzzled by a painted

field with nothing to eat on it. Sydney

Blenkinsop shuffled uneasily.

Presently Mr. Fewston thought of some

thing to say. " Where was it taken ? " he

asked.

" Keston Common," murmured Sydney

THE TWO INSPECTED THE MARVEL IN SILENCE.

had never sold a picture in his life. " No, I

haven't. Not that one."

" Ah, plain enough Agnew hasn't been here

lately. I'd like to have another look at it, old

chap ; probably sha'n't have another chance,

unless it goes somewhere where I know the

people. Ah, there now ; look at that now ! "

Mr. Fewston looked at it blankly. " Itâ��

it's a landscape" he said, presently, after con-

sideration. The stolen Gainsborough had

been a portrait, and Mr. Fewston liked things

up to sample.

" Rather ! " replied Hector. " It is a land-

faintly, and " Keston Common " repeated

Hector loudly, making the title sound like a

fresh merit. He also drew attention to the

wonderful effects of light in the picture, the

extraordinary painting of the sky, the subtle

suggestion of atmosphere, and the marvellous

" values." Mr. Fewston listened patiently to

the end. There was another pause, longer

and more awkward than the last; it seemed

likely to endure till something burst in

Sydney Blenkinsop. Then, at last, Mr.

Higby Fewston spoke, weightily.

" Keston," he said, with solemn conviction,
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" is a place I don't like. There's a bad train

service."

Such a criticism as this even Hector

Bushell could not readily answer. He

attempted to evade the point, and returned

again to his " values." But any reference to

values unsupported by definite figures made

little impression on the commercial mind of

Mr. Fewston, and in a very few minutes more

he drifted out, with Hector Bushell still in

close attendance.

Hector, however, remained with the

margarine Maecenas only long enough to

discharge another volley of admiration for

the picture, and took his leave at the first

convenient corner. As a consequence he

was back in five minutes, to discover Sydney

Blenkinsop vengefully kicking a lay figure.

" Don't bring another chap like that to this

place," cried the painter, savagely, " or I'll

pitch him out o' window !"

" My dear chap, don't be an ass ! You've

got no business instincts. A man like that's

invaluable, if you can only kid him on. He'll

buy any old thing, if he buys at all."

" If ! "

" You're an ungrateful infidel. I tell you

I'm going to sell that ' Keston Common'

for you. What could you do with it by

yourself? "

" Put a stick through itâ��burn itâ��any-

thing ! I'm sick of the whole business."

" Just what I expected. You could put a

stick through it or bum itâ��and what's the

good of that ? "

" What's the harm ? I can't sell it, and

they won't hang it at the shows; I know that

before I send it."

" You know everything that's no use to

you and nothing that pays. You can burn

a picture, but you can't sell it. Now, I'm

going to sell that picture for you, if you'll

let me. Will you ? "

" You can do what you like with it."

" Done with you, my boy ! I'll make you

famous with it, and I'll get you money for

it. I've an idea such as you couldn't invent

in a lifetime. Shut up the shop now and

we'll talk it over at the Cafe Royal. Come

along. We'll have a little dinner out of the

money I'm going to make for you. But

you've to take orders from me, mind."

II.

The evening papers flamed with the tale of

the lost Gainsborough, as the morning papers

had done before them, and the morning

papers of the next day kept up the flame

with scarcely diminished violence. Sydney

Blenkinsop rose with nothing but a headache

to distinguish him from the other unknown

people about him, but by lunch-time he was

as famous as Gainsborough himself. For

another picture had been stolen. The even-

ing papers came out stronger than ever,

giants refreshed by a new sensation, with

the blinding headline, Another Picture

Robbery ! Sub-headings sang of A Dan-

gerous Gang at Work, and deplored a

Young Painter's Missing Masterpiece.

Sydney Blenkinsop was the young painter,

and the view of Keston Common was the

missing masterpiece. In the eyes of thou-

sands of worthy people Mr. Sydney Blen-

kinsop became an artist second only in

importance to Gainsborough, if second to

anybody; and Mr. Sydney Blenkinsop, him-

self appalled by the overwhelming success of

Mr. Hector Bushell's scheme, would have

fled the country, but for the superior will-

power of that same Hector Bushell, who

never left his side.

For journalists haunted the studio and

" wrote up" the whole business afresh for

every edition of all the daily newspapers in

England. Sydney would have bolted the

door and fled from the rear, but Hector

ordered in caviare sandwiches and oyster

patties and a case of champagne, and was the

life and soul of the party. When Sydney

seemed at a loss for a judicious answerâ��

which occurred pretty oftenâ��Hector was

instantly equal to the occasion. The main

story was simple enough, and was cunningly

left to rest entirely on the word of the police.

The constable on the beat had perceived, in

the grey of the morning, that a window of

the studio had been opened, and a pane

broken in the process. Nobody seemed to

be in the place, so the policeman kept watch

by the window till assistance arrived, when it

was found that obviously a thief had entered

the place, but had left. It was not found

possible to communicate with Mr. Blenkinsop

till the morning was well advanced and some-

body was found who knew the address of his

lodgings ; and then he was met as he was

leaving home for the studio, in company with

his friend, Mr. Bushell. Things in the

studio had been much disarranged, and the

picture, a view of Keston Common, had been

cut from its frame and taken.

So much for the simple facts as observed

by the police ; but the frills, embroideries,

tassels, tinsels, and other garnishings which

lent variety and interest to the narrative

came in an inexhaustible and glorious

torrent from Hector Bushell. He took each
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separate journalist aside and gave him the

special privilege of some wholly new and

exclusive information as to the surprising

genius of Sydney Blenkinsop, and the

amazing prices his pictures were worth and

would certainly fetch, some day. Doubtless

the thief was a knowing file, and was laying

up for the futureâ��"saving his stake," as it

were. Any possible slump in Gainsboroughs

â��of course, nobody expected it, but such a

thing might happenâ��would be compensated

by the certain rise in Blenkinsops. And with

this astute suggestion Hector shut one eye,

tapped the side of his nose, and surprised the

favoured reporter with one of his celebrated

digs in the ribs.

The newspapers on their part neglected

nothing. Gainsborough and Blenkinsop had

a column apiece, side by side, in most of

them, and in the rest they had more, or were

fraternally mingled together. " Is no master-

piece safe ? " asked the Press. And answer-

ing its own question with no more than a

paragraph's delay, the Press gave its opinion

that no masterpiece was. To have put in

question the new-born eminence of Blenkin-

sop would have been to spoil the boom in

the most unbusinesslike way. Of course, a

Turner or a Raeburn or another Gains-

borough would have been preferable, but as

it was the Press had to do its best with the

material to hand, and so it did, to the glory

of Blenkinsop. The notion of a thief or a

gang of thieves going about after valuable

pictures was too good to waste, and every

newspaper expressed the sage conjecture that

where one picture was, there would the other

be found. One scribbling cynic managed to

squeeze in a hint that this might suggest the

valuable clue of lunacy in the culprit;

though nobody noticed that in the general

flood of Blenkinsoppery.

But in the intervals of interviewing, when

the friends had a few minutes of private con-

versation, there was a notable lack of grati-

tude in Sydney's acknowledgments.

" This is a fine ghastly mess you've

landed me in !" he protested, at the first

opportunity. " How do you expect me to

look all these people in the face?"

" How ? Oh, the usual way â�� only the

usual way, you know ! The more usual the

better, /don't find any difficulty I "

" You ? Noâ��you're enjoying it; you've

the cheek for anything. I'm the sufferer.

I've had to stand here and yarn to a police-

inspector about the beastly business ! "

" Yarn ! The simple, plain, clear truth !

You dined with me last night at the Cafe

Royal, leaving the studio just as usual. And

in the morning you come here also as usual,

and find the police in charge. Straightfor-

ward enough. Of course, he didn't ask you

anything about me. It seems to me you've

got the soft job. I'm doing all the work,

and as to enjoying it, of course I am ! Why

aren't you ? "

" Enjoying it! Good heavens, man, I

never expected such a row as this; I was a

fool to listen to you."
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"Now, there!" Hector Bushell spread his

arms in injured protest. " There's ingrati-

tude ! I've positively made you the most

celebrated painter alive, all in the course of

a few hours, and you â�� you pretend you

don't like it ! Oh, come off it ! Why, there

are thousands of respectable people in this

country to-day, who couldn't name six painters

who ever lived, that know all about youâ��

and Gainsborough. I fetched the Press

roundâ��did it all! "

" And how's it all going to end ? And

where is the picture? Why won't you tell

me that ? "

" Well, I was afraid somebody might

catch on to a sort of idea that you knew

where it was, and I wanted you to be able to

say you didn't, that's all. Nobody has had

any such unworthy suspicions, and so there's

no harm in inviting you to admire the dodge.

When I got home last night with the canvas

rolled up under my arm I just took it to bed

with me till the morning. When I woke I

thought it over, and I remembered a big roll

of old stair-carpet up in a garret where

nobody wentâ��a useless old roll that my

dear old mother has dragged about with us

for yearsâ��ever since we lived in Russell

Square, in fact. It's never been touched

since it came, and never will be. So I

nipped out and up into the garret with the

picture, unrolled a few yards of the carpet,

slipped the canvas in very carefully, painted

side out, rolled up the carpet again, tied it,

and shoved it back among the other old

lumber. And there it can stay, safe as the

Bank, till we want it again !"

"Till we want it again! And when will

that be?"

" When we've sold it. You leave it to

me, my bonny boy. Remember that other

Gainsborough that was stolenâ��the ' Duchess.'

Would that have fetched such a price if it

hadn't been stolen and boomed up? Not ori

your life. I'm out to sell that picture for

you, and I'm going to do itâ��to say nothing

of immortal glory, which I'm positively

shovelling on you where you stand. Hark !

There's another reporter. Keep up that

, savage, worried lookâ��it's just the thing for

the plundered genius !"

But this visitor was no reporter. It was,

indeed, Mr. Higby Fewston, much more

alert and affable than yesterday, and eager

for news of the picture.

" Is there any chance of getting it ?" he

asked, with some eagerness. " Have the

police got on the track of the thief yet ? "

" No, they haven'tâ��yet," replied Hector

Bushell, calmly. " But I should think there

was a very good chance of getting the

picture, ultimately."

" I suppose you'll offer a reward ? "

" Well, we'll have to think it over. It's a

bit early as yet."

" Tell me now," Mr. Fewston pursued,

with increasing animation, " can the picture

be properly repaired ? Isn't it cut out of the

frame ? "

" Yes, but that's nothing. It's easily re-

lined and put back."

" That's satisfactory. And now as to the

flowersâ��I think I remember yellow flowers

right in the front of the picture. They are

cowslips, I hope ? "

" Oh, yesâ��cowslips, of course," replied

Hector, with easy confidence, since cowslips

seemed to be required. While Sydney

Blenkinsop, who had spotted in a few

touches of yellow in the foreground because

it seemed to be wanted, and with a vague

idea of possible furze-blossoms, or buttercups,

gasped and wondered.

" And I suppose more cowslips could be

put in, if required, by a competent man ? "

" I don't think any more are required,"

put in Sydney Blenkinsop, decidedly.

" Noâ��very likely not â�� just an inquiry.

I did think at the time there seemed to be

rather a lot of cowslips for Keston Common,

but I do a good deal in the ' Cowslip ' brand

ofâ��theâ��the article I deal in, and there

might be a possibility of reproducing the

work as an advertisement. One has to con-

sider all these things, of course; and on the

whole I'd like to buy that picture, if you get

it back. What about price ? "

" Five hundred," said Hector promptly,

before Sydney could open his mouth.

"Urn, rather high, isn't it?" commented

Fewston, equably. "I was thinking of, say,

three hundred."

" Well, yes," Hector responded, just as

affably. " Yesterday that might have done,

but just now it's to-day." And he regarded

the margarine magnate with a long, deliberate,

placid wink.

" Ah, well, I understand, of course,"

replied Fewston, who appeared to far better

advantage to-day, discussing business, than

yesterday, misunderstanding art. " Of course,

I quite recognise that all this publicityâ��

naturally Mr. Blenkinsop wants all the

benefit possible from itâ��quite legitimate, of

course. But there, the picture isn't recovered

yet. Meantime, I may consider I have the

refusal of it contingently, I suppose ? You

see, Mr. Bushellâ��you are evidently a man of



134

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

HAVE THE POLICE GOT ON THE TRACK OF THE THIEK VET?

businessâ��this may be useful to me. A great

deal of space is being devoted to Mr. Blen-

kinsop and his picture in the papers, and I â��

well, it would be worth my while to be in it,

as conspicuously as possible. Do you

perceive ? "

" I think I see. To-morrow morning's

papers, for instance : ' We are at liberty to

state that Mr. Sydney Blenkinsop's now

famous picture was destined for the galleries

of one of the best known of our merchant

princes; in fact, that in the event of its

hoped-for recovery it is to be purchased by

Mr. Higby Fewston, and will make a con-

spicuous feature of that gentleman's collec-

tion.' I think that can go inâ��no doubt

even a little more."

" Excellent! Will you do that ? And it is

understood that if you get the pictureâ��you

say there's a very good chanceâ��I have first

refusal?"

"At five hundred

pounds."

" Three hundred, I

think."

" Wouldn't do, really, as

things go. Consider what

the Gainsborough would

cost you if you could get

that, now that it has been

stolen !"

" Well, well, we'll leave

it at four hundred, unless

you get a higher offer;

it's rather absurd discuss-

ing this, with the picture

lost. But I do want to be

sure that I get proper pub-

licity in the papers. You'll

see to that, won't you ?

You see, this is just the

time I want it. I am

putting up for the County

Council, andâ��this strictly

between ourselvesâ��there

is just the possibility that

I may be turning my busi-

ness into a limited com-

pany. So all these things

help, and I and my family

are keeping ourselves for-

ward as much as possible

just now. Mrs. Fewston,

for instance, is making an

appeal for the Stock-

jobbers' Almshouses, and

running a sale. And this

picture â�� well, if it's re-

covered we sha'n't quarrel

about the price so long as you get me well

into the papers in the meantime. You see,

I'm perfectly frankâ��we'll do our best for

each other, mutually."

And so it was settled between Mr. Fewston

and the untiring Bushell, while Sydney

Blenkinsop hovered uneasily in the back-

ground, a superfluous third party in the dis-

posal of his own picture; which also seemed

to be superfluous, so far as its merits were

concernedâ��or even its present possession.

III.

Mr. Higby Fewston was well satisfied with

the next morning's newspapers. Hector

Bushell saw to it that every office was

supplied with information of the merits and

doings of that patron of fine art, and during

the day the evening papers interviewed Mr.

Fewston himself, to the combined glory of

Fewston and Blenkinsop. Mr. Fewston
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expressed strong views as to the inefficiency

of the police, and made occasion to allude to

his views on the London County Council.

Speaking as an art critic, Mr. Fewston con-

sidered Mr. Blenkinsop certainly the greatest

painter of the present time ; and the stolen

masterpiece was a great loss to him, person-

ally, the intending purchaser. There could

be no doubt in Mr. Fewston's mind that the

same clever gang had captured the two great

pictures â�� evidently educated criminals of

great artistic judgment. And then came

certain notable and mysterious hints as to

astonishing things that Mr. Fewston might

say as to the whereabouts of the plunder, if

it were judiciousâ��which at this moment of

course it was not. The " boom " went so well

that Sydney Blenkinsop himself began to look

upon his sudden notoriety with a more com-

placent eye. In another day or two the affair

had run best part of the ordinary course of a

newspaper " boom," the Bishop of London

had given his opinion on it, and while the

Gainsborough column shrank considerably,

the Blenkinsop column became a mere

paragraph at its foot. It would seem to be

the proper moment for the recovery of the

picture.

And now it grew apparent that this was the

great difficulty. What had been done was

easy enough; it had almost done itselfâ��

with the constant help of Hector. But to

restore the pictureâ��naturally, unsuspiciously,

and without putting anybody in jailâ��this

was a job that grew more difficult the more

it was considered. Hector Bushell grew un-

wontedly thoughtful, and Sydney Blenkinsop

began to get ungrateful again. He had been

dragged up a blind alley, he said, and now

he wanted to know the way out. Hector

smoked a great many strong cigars without

being able to tell him.

They parted moodily one night toward the

end of the week, and the next day Sydney

was alone in his studio all the morning. He

was growing fidgety and irritable, notwith-

standing his â�  new-found eminence, and he

wondered what kept Hector away. Was he

going to shirk now that the real pinch was

coming? Work was impossible, so the par-

taker in Gainsborough's glory loafed and

smoked and kicked his furniture, and smoked

and loafed again. His lunch was brought

him from the corner public-house, and he ate

what he could of it. Then he took to look-

ing out of door, as is the useless impulse of

everybody anxiously awaiting a visitor. He

had clone it twice, and was nearing the lobby

again when the cry of a running newsboy

struck his ear. He pulled the door open

hurriedly, for he seemed to hear something

like the name Gainsborough in the shout.

There came the boy, shouting at each studio

door as he passed and waving his papers.

Sydney extended his coin and snatched the

paper as the boy ran past. It was fact; he

had heard the name of Gainsborough, for the

thousandth time that week. The picture had

been discovered in the thief's lodgings, but

the thief had bolted and was still at large.

There was not much of it under the staring

headline, but so much was quite clear. The*

picture was found, but the thief had got

away.

Wasn't there a chance in this ? Surely

there ought to be. Why didn't Hector

Bushell come ? Surely, if they were prompt

enough, some little dodge might be built on

this combination of circumstances by which

his picture might be brought to light againâ��

also without the thief. They knew, now,

where the thief had been, and that he was

gone. This was good news. Hector could

certainly make something of that. Where

was he ?

He was at the door, in the lobby, in the

studio, even as the thought passed. Flushed

and rumpled, wild of eye, with dust on his

coat and a dint in his hat, Hector Bushell

dropped into the nearest seat with an inar-

ticulate " G'lor!"

" What's up ? " cried Sydney. " The Gains-

boroughâ��do you know ? They've got it! "

" Blow the Gainsboroughâ��where's the

Blenkinsop ? Sydney, it's a bust-up ! "

"What is?"

" The whole festive caboodle ! The entire

bag of tricks ! My mother's been and sent

the roll of stair-carpet to the jumble sale !"

"The whatV

"Jumble saleâ��Mrs. Fewston's jumble sale;

Stockjobbers' Almshouse Fund ! "

"Great heavens ! "â��Sydney leapt for his

hatâ��"where is it? When is it? What "

" No go I" interrupted Hector, with a feeble

wave of the hand. " No go ! It's to-dayâ��

I've been there. Blazed off there the moment

I knew it. They'd sold the carpet to an old

woman just before I arrived. Streaked out

after her and caught her two streets off; she

was shoving it home in a perambulator. I

grabbed it with both hands and offered to

buy it. I was a bit wild and sudden, I

expect, and the old girl didn't under-

stand ; started screaming, and laid into

me with an umbrella. I wasn't going to

wait for a crowd, so I out with the stair-

carpet and bowled it open all along the
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pavement. There was no picture in itâ��

nothing! I kicked it the whole length out,

all along the street, and then pelted round

the next corner while the old party was tangled

up with the other end. Sydney, my boy, it's

pretty plain. He could never afford to

stultify himself publicly after the advertise-

ment he had so anxiously gained. And the

interviews in the newspapers ! And the

County Council election ! And the limited

I GRABBRD IT WITH BOTH HANDS.

my belief Fewston's got that picture now !

The carpet was sent to the house ! "

"What in the world shall we do? We're

in a fine sort of mess ! "

For a time Hector Bushell had no answer.

It was quite clear that Fewston must be in

possession of the picture, for the carpet had

been in his house since the evening of the

day before yesterday. More, now that he

came to rescue his memory from the con-

fusion wrought by his recent adventure, it

struck him that at the jumble sale Mrs.

Fewston had treated him to a cool stare of

severe disdain which At the moment

it had passed almost unnoticed, such was his

excitement, but now he remembered it well

enough. Also, it suggested many things.

Why had nothing been heard from Fewston ?

He had had a full day and a half to flare up

in, if to flare up he had wished, but he was

lying low. Why ? The answer seemed

company ! It was plain that Mr. Fewston's

interests were not wholly divorced from their

own, after all.

" What shall we do ? " reiterated Sydney,

wildly. " We're in a most hideous mess !"

" Mess ? " repeated Hector, straightening

his hat and gradually assuming his customary

placidity. " Mess ? Oh, I don't know,

after all. I was a bit startled at first, but we

haven't accused anybody, you know. We're

perfectly innocent. If you like to authorize

me to get in at your studio window to

fetch a picture, why shouldn't you ? And

if the police like to jump to conclusionsâ��

well, they ought to know better. Lend me

a clothes-brush."

" But what about Fewston ? "

" That's why I want the clothes-brush.

He's in it pretty deep after those published

interviews, eh ? We'll go round and collect

that money."
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"MY AFRICAN JOURNEY."

BY THE RT. HON. WINSTON SPENCER CHURCHILL, M.P.

VI.-KAMPALA.

WO days after I had arrived

at Entebbe the Governor took

me over to Kampala. The

distance between the ancient

and the administrative capital

is about twenty - four miles.

The road, although unmetalled, runs over

such firm, smooth sandstone, almost polished

by the rains, that, except in a few places,

it would, carry a motor-car well, and a

bicycle is an excellent means of progression.

The Uganda Government motor cars have

not yet, however, arrived, and meanwhile the

usual method is to travel by rickshaw.

Mounted in this light bicycle - wheeled

carriage, drawn by one man between the

shafts and pushed by three more from behind,

we were able to make rather more than six

miles an hour in very comfortable style.

The rickshaw-boys, who were neatly dressed

in white tunics and red caps, were relieved

every eight miles. They have their own way

of doing business. From the moment when

the travellers are seated in the rickshaw and

their labour begins, they embark upon an

ever-varying but absolutely interminable anti-

phony, which, if it exhausts their breath,

serves undoubtedly to keep their spirits up.

" Burrulum," cry the pushers ; " Huma," says

the puller. " Burrulum," say the pushers

again, and so on over and over for a very

long time. All these chaunts have their

meanings, and if the traveller is found to be

heavy or known to be ignorant of the language,

he would not always be complimented by

a correct translation. The phrase I have

quoted means "iron upon wood"; and its

signification is that the iron of European

strength and skill, however superior, yet

cannot get along without the wood of

native labour and endurance. With such

unexceptionable sentiments no one would

quarrel. Yet even these lose their flavour

by repetition, and after half an hour of

" Burrulum " and " Huma " I was constrained

to ask the singers whether they could not

possibly manage to convey us in silence.

They tried their best, but I could see they

Vol. xxxvi.â��18
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were unhappy, and after a while, out of com-

passion and to improve the pace, I withdrew

the ban, and the chorus was joyfully resumed

in a new and more elaborate form.

The manners of the Baganda are cere-

monious to a degree. They well deserve Sir

Harry Johnston's description of them as "the

Japanese of Africa." If you say "Good

morning " to a stranger on an English road,

it is as like as not that his surprise will throw

him into a posture of self-defence ; but when

two Baganda meet they begin to salute each

other as soon as they come within earshot.

" How are you ?" cries the one. " Who am I

that you should care to know ?" replies the

other. " Humble though I be, yet I have

dared," rejoins the first. " But say first how

are you," continues the second. " The better

time his face beams with a most benignant

and compulsive smile, and he purrs " Aâ��o,

aâ��o, aâ��o," as much as to say, " My cup of

joy is overflowing."

It is not in accordance with our ideas that

man should kneel to man, and one feels un-

comfortable to see it done. Yet it should

not be thought that the action, as performed

by the Baganda, involves or implies any

servility. It is their good manners â�� and

meant to be no more. Nor, once you are

used to it, do they seem to lose at all in

dignity. Only they win your heart.

The road from Entebbe to Kampala passes

through delicious country. Along its whole

length a double avenue of rubber trees has

just been planted, and behind these on each

side are broad strips of cotton plants, looking

WH1TE-KOUKD BAGANDA CLAWING 1HKIR HANDS IN SIGN Uh' WELCOME.

[ rhvtoffraph.

for the honour you have done me," is the

answer. By this they have already passed

each other and there is only time for the

Parthian affability, "The honour is mine and

I shall treasure it," and a quavering of

delicately - modulated, long-drawn "A â�� a â��

a's" of contentment and goodwill which

gradually die away in the distance,

leaving neither of them the worse circum-

stanced nor the better informed. I must add,

for the reader's caution, that the aforesaid

dialogue is not an invariable ritual. The

phrases may be varied ad infinitum to suit

the occasion; but it will suffice as, an illus-

tration of these roadside courtesies.

If you wish to make a Baganda perfectly

happy, all you need to do is to say, " Way

wally," which means a sort of supremely

earnest " Well done." The moment this

talismanic expression has left your lips the

native to whom it is addressed will probably

fall on his knees and, clasping his two hands

together, will sway them from side to side, as

if he were playing a concertina, while all the

beautiful with their yellow flowers or pinky-

white bolls. American upland cotton grown in

Uganda actually commands a higher price in

the Manchester market than when it is grown

in the United States. There appears to be

practically no natural difficulty in its cultiva-

tion throughout the larger part of Uganda.

A great development is only a question of

organization andâ��money.

But I have forgotten that we have been

moving swiftly along the Kampala road, and

now we are almost in sight of the city.

Almost, but not quite ; for, to tell the truth,

no one has ever seen Kampala. The traveller

sees the Government buildings and residences

neat and prim on one hill; he sees the

King's house and his Ministers' houses on

another. Upon a third, a fourth, or a fifth hill

he may discern successively the Protestant

Cathedral, the Catholic Mission, and the

White Father's Monastery. But Kampala,

the home of sixty thousand persons, is per-

manently invisible. The whole town is buried

under the leaves of innumerable banana
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plantations, which afford shade and food to its

people, and amid which their huts are thickly

scattered and absolutely concealed.

We were still three miles out of this

" garden city" when the native reception

began, and we travelled for a quarter of a

mile between lines of white-robed Baganda,^

all mustered by their chiefs and clapping

their hands in sign of welcome. At last our

procession of rickshaws reached a hillock by

the roadside, at the top of which stood a

pavilion, beautifully constructed of stout

elephant grass woven together with curious

art. Down from this eminence, over a path-

way strewn with rushes, came to meet us the

King and his notables in a most imposing

array. Daudi Chewa, the King or Kabaka

of Uganda, is a graceful, distinguished-look-

ing little boy, eleven years old. He was

simply dressed in a flowing black robe edged

with gold, and a little white gold-rimmed cap.

Around him were the Council of Regency ;

ft
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and at his right hand stood the Prime

Minister, Sir Apolo Kagwar, a powerful,

determined-looking man, wearing a crimson,

gold - laced robe, on which shone many

decorations, several British war medals, and

the Order of St. Michael and St. George.

We all shook hands and were then led up

into the pavilion, where we took our seats on

wicker chairs and ate sweet jellies while we

conversed. The King, who is being most

carefully educated by an English tutor, under-

stands and speaks English quite well, but on

this occasion he seemed too shy to say much

more than " Yes " or " No," in a low, sweet

drawl, and this formal interview soon came to

an end.

The afternoon was consumed in ceremony;

for the Commissioner of Uganda had to be

sworn in the rank of Governor, to which he

has been lately raised ; and there was a

parade of troops, in which some five or six

hundred very smart - looking soldiers took

part, headed by the Kampala company of

Sikhs. It was not until the shadows began

his side, and the Prime Minister explained

that the Baganda would show us the cere-

mony of swearing a chief. One of the most

portly and dignified of the councillors there-

upon advanced into the centre of the room,

threw himself face downward on the ground,

and poured out a torrent of asseverations of

loyalty. After a few minutes he rose and

began brandishing his spears, chaunting his

oath all the while, until he had created an

extraordinary appearance of passion. Finally

he rushed from the building to go and slay

the King's enemies outside. It was not

until he returned a moment later, calm,

sedate, and respectable, that I realized, from

the merry smile on his face and from the

mirth of the company, that he was " only

pretending," and that the ceremony was

merely a representation given to interest

us. The incident is remarkable because

it illustrates the rapidity with which the

Baganda people are leaving their past behind

them. Already they laugh at their old

selves. Ceremonies which twenty years ago

WAK-DANCK AT KAMPALA.
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to lengthen that we visited the Kabaka on the

Royal Hill. He received us in his Parliament

House. In this large and beautifully-con-

structed grass building about seventy chiefs

and Baganda notables were assembled.

The little Ka.baka sat on his throne

and his subjects grouped themselves around

trees before him. We were given seats at

had a solemn and awful significance are

to-day reproduced by this reflective people

in much the same spirit as the citizens of

Coventry revive the progress of Lady Godiva.

The same thing happened at the war-dance

the next day. Two or three thousand men,

naked and painted for war, rushed frantically

to and fro to the beating of drums and
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barbaric music, with every sign of earnestness

and even frenzy. Yet a few minutes later

they were laughing sheepishly at one another,

and bowing to us like actors before the cur-

tain, and the Prime Minister was making a

speech to explain that this was meant to be a

pageant of the bad

old times repro-

duced forourbenefit.

Indeed, so unaccus-

tomed to carry arms

had the warriors

become that not one

in ten could find a

spear to arm him-

self with, and they

had to come with

sticks and other

stage-properties.

Even a comic

element was pro-

vided in the shape

of a warrior painted

all over in a

ridiculous manner,

and held by two

others with a rope

tied round his

middle. This, we

were told, was " the

bravest man in the

army," who had to

be restrained lest he

should rush into

battle too soon. It

is not easy to convey

the air of honest fun

and good humour

which pervaded these curious performances,

or to measure the intellectual progress which

the attitude of the Baganda towards them

implied.

The Kabaka gave us tea in his house. It

is a comfortable European building, quite

small and modest, but nicely furnished, and

adorned with familiar English prints and

portraits of Queen Victoria and King

Edward. Gradually he got the better of

his shyness, and told me that he liked

football more than anything else, and

that his mathematical studies had advanced

as far as "G.C.M.," initials which never

fail to stir disagreeable memories in my

mind. He can write a very good letter

in English, rides well on a nice pony, and

will probably become a well-educated and

accomplished man. Altogether it is a very

pleasing spectacle to find in the heart of

Africa, and amid so much barbarism, squalor,

THE BKAVEST MAN IN THE ARMY.
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and violence, this island of gentle manners

and peaceful civilization.

The next day was one unending pilgrimage.

I have described how Kampala lies under

the leaves of the plantain groves about the

slopes of many hills. Each hill has its

special occupants

and purpose. Each

of the different

Christian missions

has a hill to itself,

and in the bad old

days a Maxim gun

was not thought at

all an inappropriate

aid to Christian en-

deavour. It would,

however, be very

unfair to charge the

missionaries with

having created the

feuds and struggles

which convulsed

Uganda twelve years

ago. The accident

that the line of

cleavage between

Erench and British

influence was also

the line of cleavage

between Catholic

and Protestant con-

verts imparted a

religious complexion

to what was in reality

a fierce political dis-

pute. These

troubles are now

definitely at an end. The arrival upon the

scene of an English Catholic mission has

prevented national rivalries and religious

differences from mutually embittering one

another. The erection of a stable Govern-

ment and the removal of all doubts about

the future of Uganda have led to an entire

abatement of strife among devoted men

engaged in a noble work. Not only is there

peace among the different Christian missions

themselves, but the Government of Uganda,

so far from watching missionary enterprise

with sour disfavour, is thoroughly alive to the

inestimable services which have been and

are daily being rendered by the missions to

the native population, and very excellent

relations prevail.

In duty bound I climbed one hill after

another and endeavoured to make myself

acquainted with the details of mission work

in Kampala. It comprises every form of
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moral and social activity. Apart from their

spiritual work, which needs no advocacy here,

the missionaries have undertaken and are now

maintaining the whole educational system

of the country. They have built many

excellent schools, and thousands of young

white-dressed youths upon the floor. The

Kabaka and Sir Apolo Kagwar, who has him-

self five sons at the school, were upon the

platform. The Governor presided. The

Bishop made a speech. The schoolboys sang

English songs and hymns in very good tune

KAMIMMBE CATHEDRAL.
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Baganda are being taught to read and write

in their own language. The whole country

is dotted with subsidiary mission stations,

each one a centre of philanthropic and

Christian effort. There are good hospitals,

with skilful doctors and nurses or sisters of

charity, in connection with all the missions.

The largest of these, belonging to the Church

Missionary Society, is a model of what a

tropical hospital for natives ought to be.

Technical education is now being added to

these services, and in this it is to be hoped

the Government will be able to co-operate.

I do not know of any other part of the world

where missionary influence and enterprise

have been so beneficently exerted, or where

more valuable results have been achieved.

On Namirembe Hill, where the Church

Missionary Society have their head-quarters, a

really fine cathedral, with three tall, quaint,

thatched spires, has been built out of very

primitive materials ; and this is almost the

only building in Uganda which offers the

slightest attempt at architectural display.

Under the shadow of this I found myself on

the afternoon of the 20th of November,

engaged in opening a high school for scholars

who are more advanced than can be

instructed in the existing establishments.

A large and well-dressed audience, native and

European, filled a good-sized room. The

scholars crowded together in a solid mass of

and rhythm. It was astonishing to look at

the map of the British Empire hanging on

the wall and to realize that all this was taking

place near the north-western corner of the

Victoria Nyanza.

It is eight miles from Kampala to

Munyonyo, its present port on the lake,

and this distance we covered in rickshaws

over a shocking road. Munyonyo is itself

little more than a jetty and a few sheds,

but it affords a very good example of the

salutary effects of cutting down the bush and

forest. Mosquitoes and tsetses have been

absolutely banished from the cleared area,

and a place which a year ago was a death-

trap is now perfectly safe and healthy. Plans

are now on foot to make a new port a little

farther along the coast at a point only five

miles away from Kampala; and when this

has been connected with the capital, as it

must be, by a line of mono rail tramway,

there is every reason to expect a substantial

and growing trade.

The Sir William Mackinnon, a venerable

vessel of the Uganda Marine, awaited our

party, and we steamed off on the smooth

waters of the lake, through an archipelago

of beautiful islandsâ��each one more inviting

than the other â�� and all depopulated by

sleeping sickness. All day long we voyaged

in these sheltered waters, and in the evening

the lights of J'nia guided us to our destina-
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tion. One cannot help admiring the luck

which led Speke to his thrilling discovery of

the source of the Nile. There are five

hundred gulfs and inlets on the northern

shore of Lake Victoria, and nothing dis-

tinguishes this one from the rest. No current

is perceptible to the ordinary mariner until

within a few miles of the rapids, and although

the presumption that so vast a body of fresh

water would have an overflow somewhere had

behind it a backing of strong probability, the

explorer might have searched for a year with-

out finding the spot. Instead of which he

drifted and paddled gently along until all of

a sudden the murmur of a distant cataract

and the slight acceleration in the pace of his

canoe drew him to the long-sought birthplace

of the most wonderful river in the world.

It was dark when we landed at Jinja, and

I could not properly see the preparations

made for our reception by the local chiefs

and the Indian traders, of whom there was a

considerable crowd. The darkness, other-

wise a cause of disappointment, afforded the

opportunity for just the sort of brave act one

so often finds a British officer ready to do.

in after him in the darkness and among the

crocodiles and fished him out safe and

sound, an act of admirable behaviour which

certainly requires the attention of the Royal

Humane Society. I am not quite sure that

in all parts of Africa so high a standard of

honour and respect for the life of the humble

native would prevail.

Jinja is destined to become a very im-

portant place in the future economy of

Central Africa. Situated at the point where

the Nile flows out of the Great Lake, it is at

once on the easiest line of water communica-

tion with Lake Albert and the Soudan, and

also where great water-power is available. In

years to come the shores of this splendid bay

may be crowned with long rows of comfort-

able tropical villas and imposing offices, and

the gorge of the Nile crowded with factories

and warehouses. There is power enough to

gin all the cotton and saw all the wood in

Uganda, and it is here that one of the

principal emporia of tropical produce will

certainly be created. In these circumstances

it is a pity to handicap the town with an out-

landish name. It would be much better to

AT Rll'ON FALLS -
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As the baggage was being landed from the

steamer on to the jetty, a poor coolie slipped

under his load, and in an instant was

engulfed in the deep black waters below.

Whereupon, as a matter of course, a young

civilian in the Political Department jumped

call it Ripon Falls, after the beautiful

cascades which lie beneath it, and from whose

force its future prosperity will be derived.

The Ripon Falls are, for their own sake,

well worth a visit. The Nile springs out of

the Victoria Nyanza a vast body of water as
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wide as the Thames at London Bridge, and

this imposing river rushes down a stairway

of rock from fifteen to twenty feet deep, in

smooth, swirling slopes of green water. It

would be perfectly easy to harness the whole

river and let the Nile begin its long and

to private persons ? How long, on the other

hand, is a Government, if not prepared to

act itself, entitled to bar the way to others ?

This question is raised in a multitude of

diverse forms in almost all the great

dependencies of the Crown. But in Uganda

â�¢I HE NILE BELOW RII'ON FALLS.
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beneficent journey to the sea by leaping

through a turbine. It is possible that no-

where else in the world could so enormous

a mass of water be held up by so little

masonry. Two or three short dams from

island to island across the falls would

enable, at an inconceivably small cost, the

whole level of the Victoria Nyanzaâ��over

an expanse of a hundred and fifty thousand

square milesâ��to be gradually raised six or

seven feet; would greatly increase the avail-

able water-power; would deepen the water

in Kavirondo Bay, so as to admit steamers

of much larger draught ; and, finally,

would enable the lake to be maintained at

a uniform level, so that immense areas of

swampy foreshore, now submerged, now again

exposed, according to the rainfalls, would be

converted either into clear water or dry land,

to the benefit of man and the incalculable

destruction of mosquitoes.

As one watches the surging waters of the

Ripon Falls and endeavours to compute the

mighty energies now running to waste, but

all within the reach of modern science, the

problem of Uganda rises in a new form on

the mind. All this water power belongs to

he State. Ought it ever to be surrendered

the arguments for the State ownership and

employment of the natural resources of the

country seem to present themselves in their

strongest and most formidable array.

Uganda is a native State. It must not be

compared with any of those colonies where

there is a white population already estab-

lished, nor again with those inhabited by

tribes of nomadic barbarians. It finds its

counterparts among the great native States of

India, where Imperial authority is exercised

in the name and often through the agency of

a native prince and his own officers.

This combination of the external brain and

the native hand results in a form of govern-

ment often highly acceptable to the general

body of the inhabitants, who are confronted

with no sudden or arbitrary changes in the

long-accustomed appearances of things. But

it involves all the administration of affairs in

a degree of complexity and delicacy which is

absent from simpler and cruder systems. In

such circumstances there cannot be much

opening for the push and drive of ordinary

commercial enterprise. The hustling business

manâ��admirably suited to the rough and

tumble of competitive production in Europe

or Americaâ��becomes an incongruous and
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even a dangerous figure when introduced

into the smooth and leisurely development

of a native State. The Baganda will not be

benefited either morally or materially by

contact with modern money-making or

modern money-makers. When a man is

working only for the profits of his company

and is judged by the financial results alone,

he does not often under the sun of Central

Africa acquire the best method of dealing

with natives ; and all sorts of difficulties and

troubles will follow any sudden incursion

of business enterprise into the forests and

gardens of Uganda. And even if the

country is more rapidly developed by these

agencies, the profits will not go to the

Government and people of Uganda to be

used in fostering new industries, but to

divers persons across the sea who have no

concern other than purely commercial in its

fortunes. This is not to advocate the

arbitrary exclusion of private capital and

enterprise from Uganda. Carefully directed

and narrowly controlled, opportunities for

their activities will n6 doubt occur. But the

natural resources of the country should, as

far as possible, be developed by the Govern-

ment itself, even though that may involve

the assumption of many new functions.

Indeed, it would be hard to find a country

where the conditions were more favourable

than in Uganda to a practical experiment in

State Socialism. The land is rich ; the people

pacific and industrious. There are no great

differences between class and class. One

staple article of food meets the needs of the

whole population, and produces itself almost

without the aid of man. There are no

European vested interests to block the way.

Nowhere are the powers of the Government

to regulate and direct the activities of the

people more overwhelming or more compre-

hensive. The superiority of knowledge in

the rulers is commanding. Their control upon

the natives is exerted through almost every

channel ; and besides the secular authorities

â��native and Imperialâ��there is the spiritual

and educative influence of the missionaries to

infuse human sympathy and moral earnestness

into the regular machinery of State.

The first, and perhaps the greatest, difficulty

which confronts the European Socialist is the

choosing of Governors to whom the positively

awful powers indispensable to a communistic

society are to be entrusted. If a race of

beings could be obtained when and as

required from a neighbouring planet, whose

practical superiority in virtue, science, wisdom,

and strength was so manifest as to be

universally acclaimed, this difficulty would

disappear, and we might with composure

await the decision of popular elections with

all their defects and advantages. But in the

absence of this dispensation the problem of

how rulers are to be selected, and how, having

been selected, they are to be controlled or

changed, remains the first question of politics,

even in days when the functions of Govern-

ment are, in general, restricted to the modest

limits of laissez-faire.

In Uganda, however, this difficulty does

not exist. A class of rulers is provided by

an outside power as remote from and, in all

that constitutes fitness to direct, as superior

to the Baganda as Mr. Wells's Martians would

have been to us. The British administration

is in its personnel absolutely disinterested.

The officials draw their salaries, and that is

all. They have no end to serve, except the

improvement of the country and the con-

tentment of its people. By that test and that

test alone are they judged. In no other way

can they win approbation or fame. They are

furthermore controlled in the exercise of their

functions by a superior authority, specially

instructed in this class of administrations,

and itself answerable to a Parliament elected

on a democratic franchise. At no point in the

whole chain of command is there anyroom for

corruption, usurpation, or gross inefficiency.

It is clear that larger powers could be

entrusted to the State in regard to the labour

of its citizens than would ever be accorded

to private employers. The subjects of every

European Power have accepted the obliga-

tion of military service to defend their

respective countries from external attack.

The Baganda, relieved from this harsh

obsession, have no higher duty than to culti-

vate and develop the beautiful land they live

in. And if it were desired to organize

scientifically, upon a humane and honourable

basis, the industry of an entire population,

and to apply the whole fruits of their labour

to their own enrichment and elevation, no

better conditions are likely to be discovered

than those which now exist in Uganda.

It might at any rate be worth while to

make such an experiment, if only as a prelude

to those more general applications of the

principles of Socialism which are held in

some quarters to be so necessary.

Vol. :
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IT was a constant source of

disappointment to his many

friends and admirers that John

Lee, of Marsland Heath, had

never won the Open Cham-

pionship. He was a glorious

player, and especially as fine a driver as ever

swung a club ; so far would he hit that his

drives would not infrequently find a grave in

bunkers reserved for the second shots of

ordinary mortals, and John would scratch his

head with an aggrieved air before dislodging

the ball with a niblick and a shower of sand.

One weak joint there was in his harnessâ��

those miserable little short putts, that he

never could make sure of. For a day or two

he would cope with them triumphantly, and

then came the crashâ��a putt too short or a

putt too long, and life was never the same

again. Yet, even with this millstone hanging

round his neck, Lee

had twice been

second in the

Championship, and

in either case

anything approach-

ing decent putting

would have made

him a comfortable

Poor old John

battled manfully with

the putts. He would

go out on to the last

green of an evening

and wrestle in prayer

with his weakness.

Putters of wood,

iron, and aluminium

lay scattered in pro-

fusion on the ground,

and now with one

and now with the

other would he woo

the fickle goddess

of the green, till his

back ached with

stooping and his

eyes swam with look-

ing at the elusive

little white ball that

would not go where

ARMED WITH TWO ANCIENT

KNOB AND THE OTHER

it was told. Sometimes he thought he had

got the secret and would march home, flushed

with a modest confidence. Was it really

possible that he had lived all these years

without realizing that just that slight crook of

the elbow, combined with the use of an

aluminium putterâ��an iron one was absurdâ��

made it a sheer impossibility to miss ?

Yet the very next dayâ��ridiculous and im-

probable though it might appearâ��the putts

were missed and the unhappy groping after a

new remedy had to begin all over again.

John got so tired of hearing people say,

" Why, I could putt better with the handle

of my umbrella," that he was reputed to have

been seen stealing out one night under cover

of dusk, armed with two ancient umbrellas,

one with a round knob'and the other with a

curved handle, to see if by chance some word

of wisdom had fallen from the mouth of the

scoffers.

It was more

flattering but almost

equally tiresome to

have to listen to

the constant lamen-

tations of Postle-

thwaite the million-

aire, stricken down

in his middle age

with golfing insanity,

that he could not

drive as far as he

wanted.

" Dash it all,

John," he would say,

" here am I would

give ten thousand

pounds for another

few yards only on

to my drive, and I

can't make them go.

I've been able to

get most things I

wanted in this life,

but I can't get that

infernal ball to go

another foot, and my

best shots just fall

into all the bunkers,

confound it! while

UMBRELLAS, ONE WITH A ROUND _

with a curved handlb." yours carry them
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with about sixty yards to spare. It's not

fair," whined the poor man, perspiring with

the effort of repeated niblick shots.

John got a little restive under this flood of

complaints. " Well, sir," he said, " I'd will-

ingly give up twenty yards of my drive if

I could make sure of them darned little

putts. Why, sir, at that last Championship

I missed " and then would pull himself

together and laboriously encourage the legs

and arms and wrists of the millionaire to

behave in a reasonable manner. " Try and

look more compacter like," he would say, his

meaning struggling not very successfully to

find expression, and thenâ��in a rare flight of

imaginationâ��"Use your 'ips more" ; and so

the weary lesson went on.

John was not, as may be gathered, a

particularly inspired teacher, but his great

reputation as a player brought him pupils

from afar off. He was not, therefore, much

surprised to see a stranger walk into his shop

one day and ask, in a rather peremptory

tone, for a lesson.

John had just heard with profound thank-

fulness that a lady could not come for her

lesson. He was terribly bored with his lady

pupilsâ��you could not see what they were

doing with their legs, and if you alluded to

them they didn't like itâ��and they did miss

the ball so terribly often. He had hoped,

therefore, for a little peace, and was just

going to say that he was engaged. He

looked up at the stranger; there was nothing

particular about himâ��rather a dark, satur-

nine type of face and a pair of dark eyes

with a curious steely glitter in them. There

was, as I say, nothing particular about him,

but somehow John felt that he couldn't

refuse him. He just picked up a club, took

a pocketful of the villainous old balls that he

kept for his pupils, and followed his visitor

out of the shop.

They walked in silence, the stranger still

leading, to where there was a fine stretch of

turf, a little off the beaten track of the

course.

" I don't want a lesson," said the stranger,

suddenly. " I want a little talk with you."

" Oh, Lord! " thought John to himself,

" one of them interviewers," for he feared

the Press even as the ladies.

" No, I am not a reporter," said the other,

as if answering the unspoken thought, and

he curled back his lip over his dog tooth

in a smile that somehow sent a shiver down

John's back.

" Listen to me !" he went on, imperiously.

"You said the other day that you would

willingly give up some of that driving that

you are so proud of â�� don't interrupt," as

John showed signs of denying the charge of

pride. " You said you would give up some

of your driving for the power to hole your

putts. Think once or twice before you

answer me. Did you mean it ? "

"The man must be a lunatic," reflected

John, "and I must humour him." And yet

he had an uncomfortable feeling that it was

fear rather than good nature that impelled

him.

" Yes, sir," he quavered, " I'd give up

twenty yards and more of my drive if I

could hole them darned little putts. Why,

sir, at that last Championship, I do assure

you "

" Hush," said the stranger, and his voice

seemed to freeze the words on John's lips.

" You shall have your wish on certain con-

ditions. You may sell a certain number of

yards off your drive."

John scratched his head; this was more

puzzling than any niblick shot.

" I don't rightly understand," he said;

" you can sell ten yards of some things, sir,

string or sausage like," he went on, dragging

his mental depths for appropriate illustrations,

" but ten yards of drive â�� I. don't see

some'ow "

"Be silent, you dolt," said the stranger,

fiercely, and John collapsed. " Listen!

You have but to make the bargain â��

you'll find a buyer easily enough â�� and

the yards will be transferred to him by an

agency that can do many things that you

cannot understand. If you don't want

money you may part with your drives to me

for putt, that I can give you. Now attend

to me," and he bent his black eyes on John

with a piercing glance. " Whenever, before

you putt, you deliberately wishâ��you need

not speak, for I can read your thoughtsâ��but

whenever you merely wish to hole that putt

it shall be holed, but for every yard of that

putt six inches will be taken from your

drive and can never be replaced. Do you

accept ? "

" Poor chap," thought John ; "pYaps it'll

sort of soothe 'im if I do what 'e wants. All

right, sir," he said ; " I accepts."

" One more thing," said the stranger.

" Beware of using my gift too freely. Your

present drive is two hundred yards. You

may sell it till it has gone down to one

hundred and seventy yards. Should you

attempt to dispose of it beyond that you will

lose it all at once and for ever. I say again,

beware. You think to win the Championship;
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Take care, lest the price you pay for it be too

great."

The stranger spoke with a menacing ear-

nestness that impressed John in spite of

himself. He had opened his lips to reply

when a mist seemed to rise before his eyes,

his head swam, and he tottered and almost

fell. The whole thing took but a fraction of

a second ; when he recovered himself the

same player was still at the top of his swing

in the distanceâ��in the whole landseape

nothing had changed, but the stranger was

gone, utterly and completely.

John walked homewards very silent and

thoughtful ; as he stopped in front of the

shop door he saw a curious mark in the soft

earth in front. He bent down to examine it

more closely; it was a solitary hoof-mark.

Even these rather terrifying occurrences

did not rob our hero of the sound sleep with

which good health and a good conscience

had endowed him, and after a long night's

rest he awoke, only dreamily conscious that

something or other curious or interesting had

happened to him. What was it ? What had

happened ? Then he remembered, and

laughed aloud.

" That were a rum go," he said ; " that

chap Dotty he must 'ave been, and

no mistake. Don't suppose I shall ever see

'im no more. Funny 'ow 'e managed to slip

away without my seeing 'im, though ; wonder

'ow 'e did it?"

There was little time for wonderings, how-

ever. Breakfast had to be eaten and the

greens looked to, and John never gave his

strange visitor another thought till he was

starting out on a round with the always-

persevering Mr. Postlethwaite. On the very

first green he missed a putt of a yard, and

" One more of the old sort, Jack," said the

millionaire, jocularly. Another one went

wrong at the third, and he was left with

yet another of the fatal length to get down

at the fifth. " By George," he thought, " I

wish I could make sure of this one. Suppose

that mad chap wasn't gammoning me after

all ? Six inches off my drive wouldn't be

much. I'll try it."

It really was a nasty little putt, for the

green was keen and fiery, and the hole on

something of a slope. John concentrated

his mind in one frantic wish and struck the

ball. Rap! it went against the back of the

hole and sat down comfortably enough at

the bottom, as differently as possible from

the way in which his putts usually hesitated

on the brink and just toppled into the hole

with a last dying kick.

His visitor had not been mad; the thing
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was not a nightmare, but a fact. He could

hole any putt he pleasedâ��and then came

the shameful thought that he had cheatedâ��

he, John Lee, had cheated. It was not golf

at all if you knew the ball was going into

the hole.

"That's your hole, that last one," he

stammered. " I didn't put that putt in fair,

sir."

" Didn't put it in fair ? " cried the astonished

millionaire. " Why, I never saw a ball

cleaner hit in my life."

" It's not that, sir," said John ; " it was 'it

fair enough, but it wasn't me as 'it it not

really. It was the devil as done it, sir," he

went on, in an awestruck whisper; " leastways,

I can't think who else 'e can 'ave been. 'E

come to me last night and says as 'ow I

could put in any putt I wants to just by

wishing it, and then off 'e goesâ��just dis-

appears in a kind of a mist like."

Mr. Postlethwaite let his club drop on the

grass and gasped at John in amazement.

" Devil !â��disappear in a mist ! Why,

man, you've had a touch of the sun or you've

been practising putting too hard. Good

heavens, don't tell me you're drunk, Johnâ��

at this hour in the morning, too."

" No, sir. I'm not drunk," replied John,

steadily. " It's Gospel truth as I'm telling

you. I can hole them putts, and my

drives " He stopped abruptly, as if recol-

lecting something, and then

went on, excitedly, " Look

'ere, sir. You're always

going on as 'ow you want

some yards of my drive.

What'll you give me for

twenty yards on to your

drive ? â�� which you shall

'ave 'em as sure as my

name's John Lee. Will

you give me a thousand

pounds?" said John,

naming the largest lump

sum of money that had ever

entered into his mind.

It was Mr. Postlethwaite's

turn to be alarmed now.

Was the man a maniac or

a blackmailer ? At any

rate, he had better pay him

the money. It was easy

enough to stop the cheque.

" Come on, sir," said

John, seeing him waver;

" money down and the

twenty yards are yours."

The millionaire drew a

cheque-book and a fountain-pen from his

pocket and wrote a cheque with a trembling

hand.

" I don't think my bankers will know my

signature, anyhow," he said to himself as he

surveyed the wavering and disjointed letters,

and then aloud: " Here you are, John,

here's your cheque ; and now I must be

going," and with a murmured reference to

an important engagement he made as if to

slink away.

John stood astonished, for it had not

occurred to him that he was supposed to be

a homicidal maniac.

" Why, sir," he said, " you're never going

in now without ever trying those twenty

yards ? Just have one shot, sir," he pleaded,

" to see if it's all right."

The millionaire looked at him with an

apprehensive glance. There he stood, the

picture of good natureâ��not in the least like

any murderer Mr. Postlethwaite had ever

HE BENT DOWN TO EXAMINE IT MOKE CLOSELY J IT WAS A SOLITARY HOOF-MARK.'
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seen at Mme. Tussaud's. Well, he would

risk it. He teed his ball warily, so as to have

John where he could see himâ��a frontal

attack would be less appalling. Then he

lifted up his club and smote, and away went

the ball towards a distant bunker.

" It's over it, sir," said John, smiling.

" Nonsense ! " said the millionaire, irrit-

ably. " I never carried it in my life "; but a

faint hope was dawning in his breast that he

would carry it. On flew the ball; it had

carried it, and the impossible was accom-

plished.

"By gad, sir," he shouted, "you're a

magician, a conjurer, sir, by gad ! I never

saw such a thing in my life," and he fairly

ran after his ball. (

It was a weary but happy millionaire that

ultimately retired to his lunch, but John

went home very grave, and wrote off twenty

yards from his drive in a little pocket-book.

He must keep a record of his disbursements,

so as to be well within the mark. Twenty

yards was a lot, but, then, so were one

thousand pounds. How many stockings

would be needed to hold them ? The vista of

speculation thus opened up was altogether

too vast for him.

John had one or two exhibition matches

to play before the Championship, and out of

these ordeals he came with flying colours.

His driving was not quite so long as it had

been, but it was long enough. " Lee," said

the sporting Press, " is not driving quite

such a colossal distance as formerly, but he

seems to be taking it easier and playing well

within himself," and John was glad to leave

them under the impression that he could hit

another twenty yards if he wanted to.

It was only on one or two occasions that

he had resort to supernatural aid on the

greens. The sight of the ball running

into the hole, even though the credit for it

was not his, had given him confidence, and

he was really putting better than ever he had

done, so that his supporters were jubilant as

to his prospects.

In a match against his chief rival, Gardner,

however, he had yielded to temptation, and

in obedience to his wish a fifteen-yard putt

had been holed on the last green to win the

match.

He paid dearly for it afterwards by a

sleepless and remorseful night. He had not

deserved to win the match, and now he had

got the money that ought to have been

Gardner's. What was he to do with it ?

He supposed he ought to give it to a

hospital or something as a penance.

At any rate, he never, never would hole a

putt in that way again. With a great oath

he got up, took up his little pocket-book,

tore it to shreds, and scattered the pieces to

the four winds. Now, at any rate, he could

not cheat again, for he did not know how

many yards he could afford to take. It was

a great thing to have that weapon against

temptationâ��not that he ever meant to be

tempted again, but still, in case.

The Championship was to take place at

Seamouth, â�  the course whereon John had

been born and bred, and many were the

hopes that with his foot upon his native heath

he would at last justify the never-flagging

confidence of his partisans.

He himself felt very fit and hopeful. True,

he was not driving quite so far, but he was

hitting every ball as clean as a whistle, and

in spite of his good resolutions he was putt-

ing for once in his life really well, so that

his supporters stood amazed at the confidence

and precision of his holing-out.

Out of all the big field he started the un-

questioned favourite, and on the first day all

went well for him.

The driving was straight as an arrow and

the putts went in nicely. The game seemed

very easy, and under the admiring eyes of

Mr. Postlethwaite, who followed him round

with dog-like devotion, he holed out in

seventy-six and seventy-five and led the field

by two strokes.

A bright June morning, calm and serene,

dawned on the second day of the Champion-

ship, and John, too, felt wonderfully serene

and unruffled as his turn to start was drawing

near. He teed his ball, drove a beauty

straight down the middle, and was oflf on his

third round, that most momentous of the

four rounds of a Championship.

He heard the tramp, tramp of the crowd

surging along behind him and the shouting

of the rosetted fore-caddies. " Back on the

left thereâ��room for the players, please," and

there were the fishermen in their blue jerseys,

who carry the ropes that keep unruly spectators

within bounds. The crowd seemed of very

little importance, however, and with perfect

calm he played the difficult second shot over

the big bunker and landed his ball close to

the hole. It was his partner's turn to putt,

and John was looking idly at the packed

ranks of the spectators. There were several

of his special supporters, but the greater part

of the crowd he had never seen before.

Suddenly, however, he caught a glimpse of a

face that he could not mistake ; it was but a

glimpse, but it was enough. Was he likely
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to be mistaken about those steely, glittering

eyes and the dark, wicked face ? The stranger

half smiled at himâ��the smile that had sent

a shiver down John's back at their memor-

able interview. Then he disappeared among

the crowd, and John stood staring, immovable

and rigid, at the place where he had been.

With an effort he came out of his trance,

to find it his turn to play. The one glance

of those flashing eyes had upset the placid,

even state of his nerves. Suppose he should

have one of his old breakdowns on the

greenâ��how ghastly it would be ! Was that

what the ominous stranger had come to see ?

He scuffled up his long putt somehow to

within a yard of the hole, and then examined

the line with the most anxious care.

Try as he would, he could not concentrate

his thoughts wholly and solely on the stroke.

He could not wait for ever; the ball must be

hit, and he hit it; it reached the lip of the

hole, and thenâ��oh, horror ! curled round it

and sat obstinately upon the edge.

The crowd gave a groan of anguish. Was

the old, old tragedy to be repeated again ?

It had seemed so impossible to miss those

little putts ; and suddenly the whole world

had grown dark and it seemed impossible to

do anything but miss them.

John struggled on manfully, though he

seemed to hear all the whispered comments

of the crowd on his putting. He peered

amongst them ever and anon, but there was

no glimpse to be had of his strange visitorâ��

he had passed before him like a breath and

was gone.

The round went wearily on. Sometimes

the putts fell half-heartedly into the hole, but

for the most part they remained persistently

outside. It was only the excellence of the

rest of his game that made his score respect-

able. He finished in eighty-one, but on so

fine a day the scores were ruling low, and

Gardner, who had been second on the first

day, had done seventy-six.

A lead of two turned into a deficit of

three is never particularly pleasant, but at

any rate there was lunch, and no doubt he

would do better after that.

The fates, however, seemed to will it other-

wise. " My old grandmother could kick 'em

in better," groaned poor John, "and 'ex

turned eighty-seven " ; and no doubt with this

venerable ally to help him on the green he

would have done considerably better. As

it was he took forty for the outgoing half,

which was by far the shorter of the two.

Things were really getting desperate, and

his crowd were beginning to drop away in

mingled sorrow and disgust. It was too

much to disgrace himself thus before his own

people. And as this thought was passing

through his mind he saw among the crowd

for an instant that dark, cruel face smiling at

him.

This time the smile did not unnerve him ;

it braced him to a desperate venture. He

had some yards of his drive still to spare;

exactly how much he did not know and

hardly cared. " I wish to hole it!" he

muttered to himself between his clenched

teeth, and the next minute the onlookers

burst into a delighted cheer as a ten-yard

putt went down for a three.

The welcome sound of the clapping sang in

his brain like wine. He would win that

Championship and let the rest go hang.

News came that Gardner had played

an excellent round of seventy-seven, so

that John had a seventy-three to win. That

meant a thirty-three for the long nine holes

home, a feat beyond human powerâ��unless

a few long putts were holed. Yet at the

eleventh his conscience pricked him so

severely that he tried a five-feet putt unaided.

Result, another miss and a long-drawn

groan from the crowd.

Then his good resolutions were finally

thrown to the winds, and on the next three

greens the putts went flying in, and the crowd

cheered itself hoarse with delight. There

was still a chance of a Seamouth man winning

the Championship.

John was feeling far from comfortable,

however, for he saw his drives getting per-

ceptibly shorter. Straight and clean, however,

they still were, and they got over the bunkers.

But two holes left to play now, and two

fours wanted to win. Easy enough fours for

a long driver, but at the seventeenth there

was a longish carry from the tee. He might

go round it, but surely he still had sufficient

length to get over. He hit the ball cleanâ��

it seemed to soar away, then ducked in its

flight and fell, not over, but in.

John hacked it out savagely, amid a deep

and sympathetic silence. A good iron shot

put him on the green, about ten yards from

the hole. He must hole it ; and yet, could

he afford it ? Had he as much as six inches

left? That last drive had been terribly short.

" How long a carry is it over that bunker,

could you tell me ?" he asked his marker,

abruptly.

" I don't exactly know," said the marker,

a little astonished. " This must be a cool

chap to ask such a question, when he's got

to hole a putt to win a Championship," he
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thought ; and then he said, " I'm not quite

sure, but I think it's a hundred and eighty

yards. Yes, I am almost sure of it."

If that was so, all was well; anyhow,

there was no help for it. He must risk it,

and once more he wished that the ball

might go in. The crowd nearly went mad

this time; they cheered and cheered, but

it was not to them that John listened.

Clear above the cheers he had heard a

single peal of devilish laughter.

And yet it must surely be all right. He

had several yards left. He teed his ball and

took more care than usual over his shot.

He was conscious of timing it beautifully,

and away went his arms in his characteristic

follow through, butâ��the ball was still on the

tee. If only, he had not believed that wretched

marker ! He had drawn once too often upon

his supernatural debtor and the draft had not

been honouredâ��his driving was gone for

ever, and all hope was gone with it.

No, not all ; the iron clubs had played

no part in that nefarious bargain. There

was still his cleek, and seizing it he hit a

tremendous shot. If only he had taken it at

first! He had only a little chip to play over

the bunker and might yet put it dead.

The crowd had been struck dumb by the

extraordinary events on the tee, but now

their tongues were loosened and not even

the importance of the occasion could quiet

them. But John was past heeding them ; he

took plenty of time and played the stroke to

perfection. The ball rolled on and on till it

lay within four or five feet of the hole.

Only that little putt to win now, but he

had to do it all unaided. At least he would

" CLEAR ABOVE 1HK CHEERS HE HAD HEAKD A SINGLE

PEAL OP DEVILISH LAUGHTER."

hit it hard enough, and he did. The ball

struck the back of the tin, leaped up in the

air, and fell, not in, but on the far side of the

hole, where it hung quivering on the last

blade of grass.

John stood gazing at it like a thing of

stone. He was roused by the sympathetic

voice of the marker: " You must put it in

place, Lee. You have that to tie, you know."

That to tie for the Championship ! The

irony of the situation suddenly struck him as

funny, and he gave a mirthless laugh.

What was the use of a tie to him ?

Could he go out and play it off before all

those people with his iron clubs ? He would

be a laughing-stock. No, his golfing days

were over, once and for all. At least he had

that cursed thousand pounds to live onâ��the

price of the glorious driving that had been

his pride and joy.

Very deliberately he walked up to his ball

and kicked it far away.

He had paid too great a price even for a

Championship-
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| HE wedding - party, gay with

village bridal finery and bright

with flowers and ribbons,

stopped half-way down the

flagged path from the meeting-

house, and crowded together

with a flutter of consternation. The bride's

handsome face â�� handsome, though some-

what hard and high-coloured, as the face

of the New England woman is apt to

grow when once first youth is pastâ��turned

violently crimson and then white, a change

repeated in a lesser degree in the stolid,

middle - aged countenance of the bride-

groom, at whose stout arm her white-gloved

hand involuntarily clutched. Both stared

blankly at young Hungerford by the gate, as

erect and motionless in his saddle as a statue.

He had perhaps gone a little pale and

strained under his clear tan ; his eyes, as he

looked back, were both hard and humorous.

A knot of Basset folk, gathered to see the

wedding, waited, tense, for developments.

At the rear of the group in the path a girl

burst into an hysterical giggling titter. The

bride's mother, small and nervously shrewish,

elbowed her way to the front, standing before

her daughter.

' BOTH STAKED BLANKLY AT YOUNG HUNGERFORD BV THE GATE, AS ERECT AND MOTIONLESS IN HIS SADDLE AS A STATUE.

Vol. xxxvLâ�� 20.
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" You don't want to say anything, Dave

Hungerford," she began, shrilly. " It won't

do a mite of good if you do. An'â��an' it's

too late, anyway."

" Seems so," agreed Hungerford, com-

posedly. He did not stir.

" I don't say but that you should have

been let know. I said to Cynthy that she

had ought to write and break off, but sheâ��

sort of felt she couldn't. And when your

letter came saying you'd come to fetch her

the wedding was all fixed up." She paused.

" And I say you don't ought to blame her.

A girl can't go on waitin' an' waitin'â��ever-

lastin' waitin'! She's been doing it now

almost as much as seven years."

" Seems to me so have I," said Hunger-

ford, gently as before.

" It did look as if you never were going to

have things fixed so as you could get married.

An'â��an' Mr. Mansell, he offered to her, and

he's plentyâ��what'll make her a sight more

comfortable than ever you would, anyway."

" Guess he's had more time to get itâ��he's

older," suggested Hungerford. He glanced

at the stout bridegroom's florid, perturbed

face. " Considerable," he added, dryly.

He inspected the rotund, flurried figure

from head to foot again, and laughed.

" Seems to me," he drawled, deliberately,

" that he isn't hardly what you could call

real handsome now. I don't want to say any-

thing except that if she'd wanted to break

off any time these seven years she wouldn't

have needed to do more than mention it.

Good afternoon, Mrs. Mansell! "

He lifted his hatâ��the sun was bright upon

his cropped dark head, his handsome face,

and the satiric laughter that danced in his

dark eyes ; his bow, addressed to the bride,

swept round and included all there. Then

he turned his sorrel mare's head, riding off at

a gallop.

He was hot with rage, for all that he had

carried it off so coolly; in a fury of scorn,

wonder, bewilderment, which kept him at top

speed until Basset and its babble were far

behind. But stronger than any other sensa-

tion, and overriding all, was one of con-

temptuous amusement. When presently he

brought the heated mare to a walk his first

impulse was to laugh.

" Sort of seems as if I didn't care much,"

he said aloud.

The thought moved him to an honest

astonishment and perplexity. Boyishly proud

at its beginning of his engagement to the

handsome girl who was three years his elder,

he had realized as little that the passing

years had brought with them a diminishing

ardour as the inexorable fact of the fading

of her freshness and bloom.

His own homestead lay some distance

beyond Palmersville, the flourishing town-

ship twenty miles away, where he had

first known Cynthia. The white, winding

road, baking dustily in the afternoon sun-

glare, was clearly not his way. If he struck

into the forest He drew rein with an

ejaculation. Looking ahead as he cogitated,

he had seen nothing of the basket until the

sorrel's hoof struck against it and the major

part of its contents were sent rolling.

Hungerford was on his feet in a moment.

The basket, a large one, had been hidden in

a clump of fern beside the road. How had

it come there ? Asking himself the question

as he picked it up, tilting back two just-

escaping parcels, he saw a girl asleep in the

hollow of the thicket, as though she lay in

a green nest.

So sound asleep that she had heard neither

the trot of hoofs, the overturning of her

basket, nor his own exclamation. Her sun-

bonnet lay in her lap ; her yellow hair, curl-

ing round her temples, and falling in a thick

rope down her shoulder, was like gold against

the green ; one sunburnt hand nursed a pink

cheek ; the dust of the road was white upon

the faded, frayed hem of her poor calico frock

and her little, worn, clumsy country shoes.

Hungerford, staring at her, thought her a

child. He made some movement, and found

himself staring only at her wide-open, golden-

brown eyes.

" Oh ! " she cried, and scrambled to her

feetâ��no child, as he saw at once, although

she was slim and small and the frayed skirt

did little more than reach her ankles.

" It was my horse ; I didn't see. I'll pick

them up for you," said Hungerford, hastily.

Part of the basket's contents had been

apples, which had rolled away as apples will,

and took some minutes to collect. Finally he

brought it back packed as the unskilled fingers

of men do pack. She received it dubiously.

" I guess they won't stay so," she said, with

doubt. " I'd best see if I can't put them a

little different, I think."

She sat down on the knoll where she had

been resting, and tipped all out on the grass

at her side. Watching her for a momentâ��

the next he dropped on his knee and handed

parcel or apple as her glance or gesture

indicated which.

"That's pretty heavy, I should think,"

Hungerford said, handing the last apple.

" Yes, it's real heavy. I wouldn't have
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sat down, but I was

so tired, and I

didn't mean to go

to sleep. But it's

quite a way from

Basset â�¢"

"You haven't

carried all that

from Basset ? "

" Yes, I have."

"Why, it's as

much as you ought

to do to lift it!"

He raised the

basket and set it

down again, frown-

ing. " Guess your

folks ought to know

better than to let

you," he said,

bluntly. " They'd

best send someone

else next timeâ��not

a little slip of a

thing like you."

"There isn't any-

one else, and if

there was " She

checked herself

with a half laugh.

"Guess I'm used

to it," she finished,

briefly.

" This must be-

all of three miles

from Basset. I f

you've got to carry

it much farther-

Say, you've got

hurt, haven't you? "

He broke off.

As she raised her

arms to twist up her hair her loose sleeves

had fallen back to the elbows, and across

one a great livid bruise had turned the fair

skin purple. She shook the sleeve down,

her pink cheeks deepening to scarlet.

" Itâ��it isn't anything ! Iâ��I did it myself,"

she declared, quickly.

" Why, of course you did !" Hungerford

laughed gently. " I didn't reckon that any-

body had been such a brute as to do it to

you. If I did I'd ask who he was, so as I

could lay him out. Guess I'd enjoy it con-

siderable more than he would ! I was going

to ask if you've got much farther to go with

that basket ? "

" Not so very. It's a good piece along

the track that way." She nodded towards

IKL ASLEEP IN THE HOLLOW OF THE THICKET.

the forest behind them. " On the road to the

Bend."

" The Bend ? I'm going that way. I was

calculating when I saw you that I'd strike

through and stay the night there."

" I guess you'll mean Bascombe's,

not " She stopped.

" Bascombe's, yes. I reckoned it would

be all on the way to the Palmersville road,

and "

" Yes, but it's a pretty long way."

"So, if that's your way too, I'll be able to

help you along. Do you reckon you can make

out to sit in my saddle if I lead the mare?"

" I'd laugh if I couldn't. I can ride bare-

back when I want to. It's real good of you,

Mr. " Her eyes questioned.
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" My name's Dave Hungerford. Maybe

you'll tell me yours?"

" It's Barbaraâ��Barbara Kent." Her look

swept him over as candidly as a child's.

"Somehow, I guessed you'd be going to

Basset."

" Did you ? Why ? "

" Oh ! "â��she gave him another inspection

â��" well, you're real smart, aren't you ? " she

said, plainly admiring him for it.

"Smart?" Hungerford laughed, shortly.

"Well, I suppose a man calculates to be

smart when he goes on his wedding journey,

doesn't he ? "

" Wedding journey ? " she echoed. " What,

to the Bend ? "

"Noâ��from Basset!" He laughed again;

the next sentence was out half involuntarily.

"You see, when I got there a while ago I

found she was just getting married to some-

body else."

"Oh !" she cried, quite aghast. And then,

" I guess you don't mean it ? " she said.

" I guess I do, though," returned Hunger-

ford, briefly. " You ready ? "

She nodded. Her light spring as he lifted

her made her as weightless as a rising bird;

she seemed to settle into the saddle like one.

He handed up the basket, placing it care-

fully so that she could hold it with ease, and

went to the sorrel's headâ��they entered the

tremulous dappled shadow of the forest.

Under the puckered sunbonnet and the waves

of yellow hair Hungerford knew that the gold-

brown eyes asked a torrent of eager questions.

It was with a quite genuine laugh as he

recalled it that he presently began to speak

of the scene outside the Basset meeting-

house, and the fright of Cynthia and her

groom. Manlike, he did not at all realize

how adroit were the little questions to which

he had replied, and still less how very clear

was the picture that he had given of Cynthia.

She broke a long pause.

" Seems to me you don't care much," she

suggested. " You didn't fuss any. I was

thinking it will be real horrid to have to go

home and tell folksâ��won't it ? "

" That's so." He was irritatedly con-

scious that the question presented the case

at a point which he had not yet reachedâ��

the idea stung. He laughed. " Maybe the

best way to do will be to marry the first girl

who'll have me, and stop them before they

get a chance to start. Say, what's the

matter ? Guess you slipped, didn't you ? "

Some sudden movement in her had made

the sorrel start and swerve ; the top packet

in the basket shifted and fell. He picked

it up, turning to replace it; the mare was

standing still.

" Guess you slipped, didn't you ?" he

repeated.

" No." She looked straight ahead ; with

wonder he saw her scarlet, from yellow hair

to slender throat. " Maybe that would be

the best way," she said, deliberately, and

stopped. Thenâ��" Is she prettier than I

am ? " she demanded.

She had looked round ; amazed, he stared

into her bright, defiantly wide eyes. She

laughed and shook back the sunbonnet.

" Is she prettier than I am ? " she repeated,

and laughed again bitterly. " Oh, I allow

I've been told that I'm pretty times enough :

I wish I hadn't, but I have ! Is she prettier,

that girl you were going to marry ? Guess

she can't be, when she's older than you.

That's real old for a girl. But maybe you

think she's prettier."

"Prettier?" He looked into the little

vivid face, perhaps for the first time realizing

it lovely, and recalled the picture of Cynthia

in the meeting-house pathâ��Cynthia violently

flushed, half scared and half aggressive, stolid

and angular in her stiff, ungraceful, unfamiliar

bridal gear. If this girl were robed in that

white frock and filmy veil " No," he

said, honestly, " I reckon she wasn't ever

half as pretty as you."

" Ah ! " She kept her eyes on his. " I'll

marry you if you like," she said, amazingly.

" Eh ? " Hungerford ejaculated.

" I'll marry you if you like," she repeated,

and burst into a reckless hysterical laugh.

" Guess you said you had best take the first

girl who would have you. You won't need

to mind what folks say if you've got one

prettier than the one that gave you the mitten,

will you ? Or to worry about my working too

hard eitherâ��I haven't ever done anything

else. And I can't treat you meaner than she

has, anyway !"

" No," Hungerford assented. He was

paler under his sun-bronze than he had been

at the meeting-house gate as he looked at

her. With a sudden movement he took hold

of her wrist, pushed back the sleeve, and

showed the cruel purple bruise. " Did you

do that ? " he asked.

"No." Her teeth shut upon the word ;

her throat swelled.

" Who did do it ? Your father ? "

" I haven't any father, or any folks except

my cousin Nancy. I've lived with her and

her husband, Chris Mason, since I was little.

There isn't anyone else."

"He did itâ��Mason? On purpose? "
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" I reckon Chris don't mind what he does

when he gets mad."

" The brute beat you ? A little soft thing

like you?"

"Yes." She looked away. "Guess he's

done it pretty often. And hurt me worse

than that."

" We'll be married just as soon as I can

fix it," said Hungerford, quietly.

She made a movement which set the mare

in motion, and he walked on as before, with

his hand on the rein. Glancing at the girl

presently, he saw that she was as white as

she had been pink, and that her mouth was

set hard. The weight of the silence grew

impossible ; he broke it.

" What is Mason ? " he asked, and added,

with a tone of apology, " I guess you may as

well tell me, perhaps."

" He doesn't do much of anything. He

farms some." She stopped. " And he keeps

a sort of saloon."

" I'd never heard of any place near the

Bend but Bascombe's. I guess I'll stay the

night over now, though."

" No ! You had best go on."

Her suddenly sharp tone had a new note.

Hungerford met the flash of her eyes as she

turned her head.

" Why ? " he asked, easily.

" Because you had. Chris isn'tâ��your

kind. You'd best go on to the Bend the way

you meant to. Iâ��I'd rather you would."

" Very well, I'll do as you say. I can

come back to-morrow as easy as not. I'll

stop and speak to Mason, though, if he's

around."

"Why?"

" Why ? To tell him that if he lays as

much as a finger on you again I calculate to

thrash him till he don't know himself! . . .

Do we follow this track ? "

" Yes. It comes out on the road a little

piece away."

Nothing more had been said when they

came out upon the roadâ��unmade, rugged

with the ruts of wheels and hoofs, thick

with the powdery white dust. Hungerford,

looking at the ramshackle, clapboarded build-

ing which stood in the rough clearing upon

the forest's edge, saw a place as desolate, poor,

unkempt, and dreary as he had expected.

Outside the broken gate Barbara slipped

down from the saddle.

" You had best go on," she said. " You'll

soon be at the Bend. Thank you ; good

night."

Her voice had a curious harsh dryness ;

her face was whiter than it had been yet.

Hungerford stared, keeping the basket she

would have taken.

" I guess I'll come in," he said.

" No ; I don't want you to. I want you

to go."

" If you're going to marry me, I've got to

see your folks," said Hungerford, quietly.

She stood aside without further protest,

and he brought the sorrel within and fastened

her to a hitching-post. Then, as he took up

the basket, she turned and silently led the

way into the house. The room she entered

â��behind the bar, which was emptyâ��was

comfortless and bare enough, with roughly-

coloured walls and boarded floor.

"Is anyone around?" asked Hungerford.

She did not answer. Her fingers were

busy with the strings of her sunbonnet; her

face was turned away ; some movement of

her shoulders suggested a strangled sob.

With a sudden impulse of tenderness he

put his arm round her.

" It's all right, dear," he said, gently.

"You don't need to feel this way. Iâ��well,

I reckon I can tell well enough that your

folks aren't the kind that ought to belong to

you. Mason isn't, anyway, the brute! Come,

I guess it's all right, isn't it ? Don't cry. . . .

I'm sorry ! I won'tâ��till afterwardsâ��if you'd

rather I didn't."

He would have kissed her, much as he

might have kissed a child, she seemed so

young and helpless, so tender and small, but

it was with a woman's strength that she had

thrust him back and started away.

" There isn't going to be any afterwards ! "

she declared, harshly. " I wasâ��joking ! "

She had flung away the sunbonnet; her

eyes blazed dark in her colourless face.

Hungerford looked at her, bewildered. She

burst into a reckless, mocking laugh.

" I was joking," she repeated. " I was

onlyâ��just seeingâ��what you'd say. Guess

you must be real silly to think I meant it! I

didn't, anyhow."

"Joking?" Hungerford echoed, incredu-

lously. He came a step forward. "That

bruise on your arm isn't a joke, anyway," he

said, quietly. " If you mean that you'd sooner

stay here and let that brute beat you "

" Why not ? I guess I can stand a whip-

pingâ��I've had plenty. Anyhow, I'm not

going to marry you â�� I won't â�� I won't!

You'd best go right away quick as you canâ��

I don't want ever to see you again ! "

" You mean it ? "

"'Course I do! Your horse is waitingâ��

you'll be at the Bend in an hour. If you

keep to the road you can't miss the way."
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She ran to a second door. But a change

in her face as she reached it made Hunger-

ford swing round. A man had entered from

the bar, his lean, wiry figure blocking up the

doorwayâ��Chris Mason, of course, he thought

rapidly, before the other's first words pro-

claimed as much. For an instant his sharp,

dark eyes went from one face to the other

with a scowling scrutiny; then he came

forward.

" How do, boss ?'.' he said, with a nod.

" I don't know your name, but I guess if you

know Mason's you know mine. What say

about the Bend ? If what you're wanting is

good liquor and supper and to stay the night

over, I calculate you're best where you are.

Reckon we can fix you to rights as well as

Bascombe's, anyway."

He spoke with a noisy joviality. Barbara

came forward quickly between the two.

" He's going," she said. " He's got to go.

He helped me bring the basket along half-

way from Basset, else he wouldn't be here."

She looked at Hungerford. "You're riding

to the Bend to stay over at Bascombe'sâ��you

said you were. There isn't anything to stop

here forâ��you'd best start now."

" Hang Bascombe's! " cried Mason. " Your

tongue's mighty slick all at once, seems to

me ! " He turned to the other. " Guess if

you're wise you'll stay where you are, boss.

There ain't an uglier piece of road in the

State than that from here to the Bend ; it'll be

dark as pitch in a little, and there isn't a

moon. Sit down while I go and 'tend to

your horse. And, Barbie, you hush up, and

tell Nance to look right smart with supper,

d'ye hear ? Be spry, now ! "

His hand upon the girl's shoulder only

pushed her towards the door, and with no

special roughness, but the glance that went

with the gesture decided Hungerford, remem-

bering as he did the livid bruise upon the slight

arm ; the man was a savage and merciless

brute in every line.

" Maybe you're right," he said. " I don't

know the road between this and the Bend,

but if it's the kind you say "

" 'Tisn't ; it's good ! " declared Barbara,

doggedly.

" Then I reckon I'm best here till morn-

ing. I'll stay the night over, anyhow."

" That's your sort ! " said Mason, briskly.

" Sit down and make you'self at home, boss,

and I'll go 'tend to the mare. And you go

right along and call Nance to get supperâ��

d'ye hear me ? Nancy ! Here, Nance ! "

He pushed the girl out, his face black as

he turned it upon her, then hurried out

through the bar. Hungerford sat down. In

a moment or two the door opened again and

Barbara entered, carrying a tray with a load

of knives and forks and plates. She set it

down, not looking at him, cleared the table

of various objects that littered it, and began

to spread a coarse soiled cloth. He rose to

help her, and she suddenly turned upon him.

"You said you'd go," she said, bitterly.

" I allowed you were the sort to keep your

word."

" If you've changed your mind I reckon I

may change mine," Hungerford returned,

composedly. " What's there against my stay-

ing, anyhow ? "

"It don't matter what there isâ��maybe

nothingâ��but you'd be best at the Bend."

She hesitated. " See hereâ��after supper, if

Chris asks you to Here's Nancy coming!"

She broke off as Mrs. Mason entered, a

tall woman, pale, meagre, and eager, her drab

hair wound into a tight knot at the back of

her head, the torn sleeves of her calico

gown turned back from her lean red wrists.

Judging by the appearance of his wife, Chris

Mason made the sort of husband he looked

like, Hungerford thought, wondering, as he

received her scant nod and " How do !" of

greeting, whether this limp, dejected creature

could also show her bruises. The table was

half cleared, and Mason was in the bar,

attending to the wants of a couple of passing

teamsters, when, at the sound of a new voice,

breaking loudly in upon the nasal hum of

talk, his wife paused in her languid removal

of the dishes.

" Who's that come in ? " she said, in her

spiritless drawl. " Seems to me it's Jake

Peters ; ain't it, Barbie ? "

Her husband shouted her name; she

hurried out. Hungerford turned to the girl.

" Who's Jake Peters ? " he asked, easily.

" Guess he'sâ��a sort of partner of Chris's.

They're in most things together,"she answered,

constrainedly.

" Oh ! " He looked at her. " You don't

like him ? " he said, quietly.

" I hate him ! " She set her teeth. " Guess

I hate him worse than Chris."

"Is that so?" He paused. " What was

that you were saying to me not to do after

supper ? "

" Not to play cards. They'll want toâ��

they always do ; you'll see. You'd best not

â��unless you think you play as well as they

doâ��if you don't want to lose."

" I guess they won't make me lose more

than I've a mind to, anyhow," said Hunger-

ford. " Thank you."
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He had barely time to say it, for Mason,

coming in, brought another man with him,

a man younger, broader, taller, with a hand-

somely animal face and a jauntily swaggering

manner. Watching the look of coarsely-bold

admiration which he gave the girl with his

loudly-effusive greeting, Hungerford under-

stood that setting of her teeth. He assented

mechanically when presently Mason pro-

posed cards In the act of sitting down,

when all was ready, Mason suddenly stopped

with a laugh, drew a revolver from his hip-

pocket, and threw it on to a side table by the

inner door.

" Reckon I'll set a good example, Jake,

an' trouble you to follow it. Guess you're a

sight too handy pulling your gun if the luck's

uglyâ��a durn sight. I don't forget your

drawing on me that time over in Green

Springs. I calculate that if I hadn't kept

cool and my hands on the table you'd have

provided a funeral right smart." He took the

revolver the other held out, tossed it on to

the table with his own, and looked at

Hungerford. " Jake's all right, boss, but

his temper's sort of uncertain now and then.

If you carry a shooter maybe you'll do as we

do to make all pleasant. Thank'ee. Here,

Nanceâ��take a hold of this."

He held up over his shoulder as he sat

down the revolver that Hungerford had

handed him, and his wife, rising from the

table, where she and Barbara were now

seated with some needlework, obediently

took it from him. Hungerford, turning his

headâ��he was seated with his back that way

â��saw that she laid it carefully down beside

the others as she went out at the door.

Glancing then, as Mason dealt the cards,

across at the girl, he wondered whether it

was the sickly yellow flare of the kerosene

lamps that made her face look even whiter

than it had done in the shadow of the forest.

When next he looked that way she was gone.

The game went on. Whatever the skill

of his two fellow-players might be, the luck,

for a couple of hours or so, favoured Hunger-

ford fairly enough. Then, changing, it kept

against him steadily ; he lost, and continued

to lose. He took a bill from his pocket-

book presently, as Peters, with a laugh,

swept the last won stakes across to himself.

" I'd best say that I don't calculate to lose

any more after this five dollars," he said.

" That's my limit, and I don't go beyond it.

So when it's gone, as I reckon it's pretty sure

to do the way the luck seems now, I guess

I'll say good night."

"Just as you say, boss. Guess Jake's

doing pretty much what he likes with us

both," Mason answered. He half swung

round. " What's the girl doing ? She

asleep ? "

Barbara had come back five minutes ago,

so noiselessly that Hungerford, glancing that

way, had started to see her in her old place.

Now her head lay forward on her arms on

the table, as though she slept ; her yellow

hair shone in the lamplight. Mason looked

towards the half-open door leading to the bar.

He rose, yawning.

" It's getting pretty late ; we won't have any

more folks in to-nightâ��guess I'll lock up.

You don't get on over spry with your liquor,

bossâ��don't care for the brand, maybe ? I've

got some prime rye I'd like you to sampleâ��

you won't match it in this State or the next,

I don't reckon. It'll maybe change yer luck

before we start the last game. I'll fetch ye a

dram when I've fixed things out here."

He went out; in a moment there was a

sound of shutting door and rasping bolts.

Peters flung himself sprawling back in his

chair, closing his eyes. Hungerford, making

a movement to rise, stopped deadâ��over the

man's broad, unconscious shoulder Barbara

was looking at him.

Her sleep had been a feint. He saw it in

the wide warning of her eyes, in the hand

touching her lips, in the swift gesture that

sent him silently back into his seat. Some

milk spilt upon the bare boards of the deal

table by which she sat had been untidily

left thereâ��she dipped her finger in the

puddle and turned to the red-ochred wall.

" Don't," she wrote upon it, in great, rapid,

uncertain capitals, smeared it out, glanced

at him again, wetted her finger again, and

traced another " d." Before she could shape

the next letter Mason's voice shouted from

the bar.

" You, Barbie, here ! " he called, roughly.

" Wake the girl, Jakeâ��send her alongâ��d'ye

hear?"

Peters rose, but she darted away before he

could approach herâ��Hungerford caught the

look she flung over her shoulder as she

wentâ��"Oh, don't you understand?"â��the

little wild white face seemed to cry the

question to him. From the bar Mason spoke

a word of harsh command, bidding her go to

bed ; the slam of a door told that he had

shut it upon her. Then came a sound of

stumbling and a smash of glass ; he swore,

and called to Peters; Hungerford was alone

before the letter of her uncompleted warning

had dried from the reddened wall.

Without doubt it was a warning, and a
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genuine oneâ��her face had told thatâ��but

what did it mean ? Don't what ? She had

urged him strenuously, almost fiercely, to go

on to the Bend. Why ? Was Mason some-

thing more than the woman-bullying brute

he showed himself, and Peters perhaps no

better ? She had said they were a sort of

partners. Wondering, it was not pleasant

to recollect that he carried more than five

hundred dollars in bills, intended for an

investment in Basset, or to recall that at

supper, in reply to something said by Mason,

he had carelessly spoken of having more upon

him than he would care to lose. Anyhow, it

would be well to pocket his revolverâ��they

would be two to one. He rose, turning

towards the table by the door, and saw that

it was gone !

The shock was an ugly one; for a moment

he stood staring. The revolver was certainly

gone. And no less certain than that he had

seen it laid beside the others was the fact that

neither Mason nor Peters had since been near

that part of the room. Who had removed it ?

Barbara ? His involuntary movement forward

stopped as he asked himself the question;

he sank noiselessly back into his seat, seeing

the handle of the closed door move. It was

pushed open slowly, slowly, inch by inchâ��

inch by inch a hand stole through the aperture.

There was no mistaking the blunted, soddened

red fingersâ��the hand was Mrs. Mason's ; he

could see her lean, corded wrist and soiled

calico sleeve. Then, slowly as it had been

advanced it was withdrawn, and his revolver

was lying upon the table.

His impulse to start up he had the wit to

check. Mason and Peters appeared from the

bar together. They were between him and

the weapons ; they were two to one â�� he

sat where he was. Mason put down the

small demijohn he carried, took his glass,

tossing the dregs it contained through the

adjacent open window, poured out a stiff

dram of the spirit, added water, and handed

it to him.

" Reckon you won't match that liquor in a

hurry, boss," he said, jovially. " Why, there

ain't a headache in a hogshead of it. But I

don't calculate to pull the cork out for every-

bodyâ��no, sir. Guess it ain't your pizen

to-night, Jake ; there's mighty little left.

Maybe you'll tote it back to where it came

from."

He pushed the vessel over to the other,

strode to the door and flung it open, shouting

some rough direction to his wife; Hun-

gerford raised the glass. His sense of

smell was unusually keen â�� something in

the savour of it, something strange and

sinister, assailed his nostrils; in a flash

he understood Barbara's warning â��" Don't

drink," she would have writtenâ��the stuff was

drugged ! He glanced round. Peters had

vanished into the bar, Mason's back was

turned; the window was close; with one

swift movement forward and a dexterous

twist of his wrist he jerked the liquor out.

All his wits were about him. Peters enter-

ing, Mason turning round saw the glass at

his lips and that he put it down empty.

It was good stuff that, he said, with a yawn.

But he guessed he wouldn't play any more

to-night; he was dead sleepy, somehow, and

must be off bright and early in the morning

â��he would go to bed. He yawned again as

Mason, acquiescing, lighted a candle, and

staggered drowsily as he followed him to the

door. In a minute or two he was shut into

the room prepared for him, and listening to

the man's footsteps as he withdrew.

His revolver had been handed to him as

he passed the table ; he examined itâ��every

chamber empty! He glanced about the

room. There was nothing in its poor furni-

ture either heavy enough to block the door

or formidable enough to serve as a weapon,

and its only window was a skylight in the

floor of the loft above, to which the ladder in

the centre of course led the wayâ��he might

have done better to make a fight for it down

below; the place was a trap ! He had moved

to the ladderâ��cautiously, for they might be

listeningâ��when he started to hear a whisper

over his head, and looked up to see

Barbara's face peering down.

" Quick ! " she whispered, and put some-

thing into his hand ; he felt what it wasâ��a

cartridge. " Nancy dropped itâ��she didn't

know I was watching. Guess it's better than

nothing if you have to shootâ��they'll maybe

think you've got more." She watched him

slip it into placeâ��the loft had a long, low

window, and the pale night light streamed in

â��they could just see each other's faces in

the gloom. " You didn't drink ?" she asked,

rapidly ; " you guessed what I meant when I

wrote on the wall ? "

"No, I didn't drink. I smelt the stuff

and guessed what you meant then; I hadn't

before. I threw it away ; they think I drank

it," Hungerford answered as rapidly.

" I reckon they won't be in too much

of a hurry if they think you've drunk the

stuff; they'll wait for you to get to sleep.

Your horse is ready saddledâ��I went out and

did itâ��and they won't think about meâ��

they reckon I've gone to bed. You ought
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to be a good piece away before they come,

if we don't make any noise." She drew him

to the window. "There's a big tree outside,

and a limb 'most touches the wallâ��it's a real

easy climb down. I've done it before when

Chris has shut me

up, and so can

you. I'll come

after you and

show you where

your horse isâ��

quick !"

She opened

the window.

H ungerford

climbed out upon

the great branch,

made his way

along it, and slid

cautiously down.

She followed,

dropping lightly

into his arms, and

they stood for a

moment with

breath held,

listening. The

mumble of

Mason's voice

came from the

open window

round an angle

of the wall, but

no other sound

was audible as

they stole noise-

lessly across the

yard to where the son

waited behind an out-

house.

" There isn't a gate

this side," whispered

Barbara; "we'll have to

cross the yard. You'd

best have your gun

ready, for fear they

hear."

Hungerford nodded. They

were half-way to the gate when

from some corner the dog sprang

up with a volley of barks, and

in a moment a door was flung

open and Mason appeared. He

saw the two â�� they were full

in the lightâ��and sprang forward with an

oath. Hungerford flung the girl behind

him, letting the revolver fallâ��its report, he

remembered in a" flash, would bring the

second scoundrel to the aid of the firstâ��and

Vol. xxxrlâ��21.

met the furious rush with a swinging upper-

cut that clicked the man's jaws together and

lifted him from his feet; he fell crashing

down. A shout came from the house and

Peters ran out. Hungerford caught the glint

of his pistol-barrel

as his arm was

lifted, heard the

crack of a report

at his shoulder,

and saw him

stumble forward

and pitch head-

long with a bullet

through histhigh.

He turned, and

Barbara thrust his

smoking revolver

into his hand.

"Quick!" she

gasped, breath-

lessly. "Chris

will come to in a

little, and Peters

will shoot in a

minute if he can.

Guess it won't do

to let them know

that you can't

shoot any more.

Quick !"

" You're com-

ing too," said

Hungerford.

He caught her

in his arms un-

resisting, swung

her to the sorrel's

neck, and sprang

up behind her.

A shot and a

volley of curses

came after them

as the mare

dashed out of the

gate and down

the road into the

forest. Hunger-

ford slackened

the pace presently

and Barbara

spoke.

" You wanted

to go to Palmers-

ville," she said. " We'd best strike through

to Piatt's Crossingâ��that's the nearest road

from this sideâ��-the coach from Leadville

goes through at six o'clock."

Hungerford assented, and in a moment

QUICK !' SHE WHISPKRKD, AND PUT SOMETHING

INTO HIS HAND."
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HE FELL CRASHING DOWN.

dismounted and put her into the saddle,

himself leading the mare ; the summer night,

though moonless, was not dark, and the track

was fairly clear. She broke a long silence.

"I guess," she said, slowly, "that you

know what they wanted â�� Peters and

Chris ? "

" The money I was carrying, of course."

He hesitated. " I suppose it was because

you guessed how it might be that you didn't

want me to stay ? "

" No; I wanted you to go, but- She

broke off. " I was only afraid, when you let

on at supper that you were carrying consider-

able, that they'd play cards and maybe cheat

you. It was when Chris got away your shooter

that I was scared. I saw him look at Peters ; I

guessed they meant something ugly. I went

near crazy when Chris said about getting

you the drink, until I thought of writing

that up on the wall."

She laughed bitterly. " Guess it wouldn't
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have been the first time there's been some-

thing like it happen !"

It was almost light when they reached

the Crossing. A rough shed for the shelter

of waiting passengers had been built beside

the track, and a great felled trunk, all golden

and green with moss, lay half buried in grass

and fern. Hungerford lifted the girl down.

" It's getting pretty late. We won't have

so very long to wait for the coach," he said,

cheerfully.

" We ? " She drew back with a start,

looking up at him.

" You're coming," said Hungerford, quietly.

" Guess if I let you go back I'd be as big a

brute as Mason. I've got a married cousin

in Palmersvilleâ��you shall stay with her for

a while, anyway." He stopped. " I said

I'd stay over List night because I allowed

that, maybe, if you had time to think "

He broke off again. " If you hadn't been

joking in what you said things would have

been easy enough ; I guess 1 wouldn't have

wanted any help to look after you then.

We'd have been married right away, and "

" Married ? " She drew back farther, with

dilating eyes. " You say that now, when you

knowâ��when my folks "

" I'm not troubling about your folks.

I reckon I wouldn't have wanted to have

much truck with them or let you have any.

If you hadn't been joking â�¢"

" I wasn't joking," she said, doggedly.

" What ? " He stared at her.

" I wasn't joking," she repeated. " No, I

wasn't. I meant I'd marry youâ��-for a

minute. Seemed as if I'd do 'most anything

to have things differentâ��to get quit of

Oh, I guess you know; you had ought to by

this time."

"I guess I ought," Hungerford assented.

" Then why, afterwards, did you say you

wouldn't ?"

" Because I liked you ! " She set her

eyes on his, defiant of the flaming blush that

reddened her. " I knew I liked you, 'most

as soon as I'd said it, and that I'd go on

liking you more. I couldn't marry youâ��

that wayâ��when I liked youâ��how could I ?

And when you didn't think anything of me ! "

Her hands clenched. " I guess I'd have

killed Petersâ��if he'd have hurt you ! "

Her tone was fierce ; she bit a shaking

lip. Hungerford moved a pace nearer.

" I reckon you're coming with me, dear,"

he said, quietly. " If you like me it's about

all that matters. Because "â��he hesitated

and half laughedâ��" well, I guess you won't

need to worry about whether I think enough

of you ! We'll be married in Palmersville

soon as we get there, and maybe stay a day

or two while you get fixed up with clothes.

And then we'll go home."

" Home ! " she echoed. Her breast rose

high on a checked sob, but her eyes were

still steady. " You don't ask," she said, with

sharp breaks between the words, " whether

I'm â�� good â�� whether I've always â�� kept

good. You didn't before. And youâ��don't

know !"

" I reckon I don't ask questions I haven't

any need to ask. Particularly when I

shouldn't believe any but one sort of

answer," Hungerford returned, with com-

posure.

" I have ! " She moved a step nearer. " I

have ! " she declared, almost fiercely. " I

haveâ��always ! Oh, seems to me I'd dieâ��

right nowâ��this minuteâ��if I hadn't! "

He caught the little hands with which she

made the passionate gestureâ��a movement

drew her into his arms ; he held her close

and felt her clinging â�� young blood ran

warm to young bloodâ��he kissed answering

lips. In a moment she laughed against

him softly, the little cooing, liquid laugh

that bubbles only from the throat of the

supremely happy woman ; her fingers closed

on his wrist.

" Dave," she whispered, fervently, " I'll be

a real good wifeâ��the very best I know how.

Oh, I willâ��honest, I will ! You'll see ! â�¢"

" I guess you don't need to say that, dear

â��of course you will," Hungerford answered,

tenderly. He laughed, looking down at the

little radiant face, and kissed her again.

" Say, darling, we'll send Cynthia a real

smart wedding present for giving me the

shake; shall we ? I guess I've had about

the luckiest sort of a wedding journey,

after all."

The morning brightened over the forest

until all its winded woodland life was vocal

and astir; the mare, forgotten, cropped the

lush grass patiently. Seated upon the great

moss-dappled trunk the two waited,- the

girl's yellow head resting against the man's

shoulder as sleepily as a drowsy child's.

Neither had moved and hardly spoken again

when at last the great coach came swaying

and creaking along the track, and with a

floundering of hoofs in the white dust, and a

flourish of the driver's whip, drew up beside

them.



N the termination of my part-

nership with the Kendals,

W. S. Gilbert offered to build

me a new theatre and lease it

to me for a term of years,

as I was so fortunate as to

have been offered the site on which the

Garrick Theatre now stands.

During the time which elapsed between

the closing of the St. James's and the build-

ing of the Garrick Theatre I spent a season

in association with my old friend Arthur

Chudleigh, on the opening of the new

Court Theatre. I had secured the rights

of a French farce by MM. A. Bisson and

Mars, which had been produced with

enormous success in Paris. It was entitled

" Les Surprises du Divorce." I obtained

the English rights on the strong advice

of my agent, who had been present at

the repetition generale. He had wired me

that the part was one eminently suited

to myself, and on no account whatever

ought I to lose the option secured. In fact,

so urgent did he deem it that he begged

me to send him the money over in cash

the next day, which I did. It was fortunate

that I followed his advice, as the French

author wished to withdraw his promise of

the previous night, and was only kept to it

by the presentation of the money in hard

cash in fulfilment of the agreement.

I awaited the arrival of my somewhat

costly purchase with eager curiosity and

anxiety, which was not allayed by my dis-

covery on reading the MS. that I had

become the possessor of a roaring farce

and not a comedy, as I had anticipated.

The chief character, said to be " eminently

suited" to me, was obviously intended for

Copyright,

an eccentric light comedian. I determined,

however, to experiment on this part, although

son ewhat out of my line, at the solicitation

of Chudleigh, who, with Mrs. John Wood,

was about to inaugurate a joint management

of the new Court Theatre.

Thus 1 found myself once more in my old

neighbourhood, and had the gratification of

finding that the play ("Mamma," as we

christened it) was a remarkable success all

round. It ran for one hundred nights to

packed houses.

April 24th, 1889, was a red-letter day to

me, as on that date I opened the Garrick

Theatre with cordial expressions of good

wishes on the part of the public and Press.

I then had the pleasure of producing Pinero's

first great serious play, "The Profligate," which

achieved an instantaneous and unqualified

success. It was hailed by the critics as being

a marked advance on his preceding dramatic

and literary achievements. The excellent cast

included Miss Kate Rorke and Miss Olga

Nethersole, Lewis Waller and Forbes-Robert-

son, while I contented myself with the com-

paratively small part of Lord Dangars. The

sketch on the next page, by Pinero himself,

depicting his idea of the make-up of that

character, may interest my readers. Unfortu-

nately, however, I found it impossible to

realize the author's admirable intentions.

His imagination was greater than my ability

to transform the face which God had given

me to one which, with its luxuriance of

hirsute adornment, might have inspired or

irritated even Frank Richardson..

Apropos of " The Profligate," I may

mention a curious fact which shows how

unreliable and uncertain are the tastes, of

the public. Pinero's play was performe/d to

1908, by John Hare.
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crowded houses till the end of the London

season, and in the autumn I started my pro-

vincial tour at Manchester with the same

piece and cast. Having at all times met

with the warmest support from the Man-

chester public, I naturally expected in this

most theatre-loving of all cities an endorse-

ment of the London verdict, and looked

forward with confidence

to a great success. To

my dismay, however,

we opened at the

Theatre Royal, Man-

chester, to a house of

forty pounds, Â«hich,

strange to say, did not

show any signs of in-

creasing. On the

Tuesday the manager

of the theatre entreated

me to revive " Mamma,"

the play previously pro-

duced at the Court.

" The Profligate " com-

pany very kindly con

sented to rehearse in

two days parts they

had never seen played,

and on the Thursday

" Mamma " was pre-

sented to a two-hun-

dred-pound house. This

continued, and the

extraordinary circum-

stance was emphasized by the fact that the

Manchester public had not hitherto seen

either play. Then came the reverse. We

went to Liverpool the next week and played

to the utmost capacity of the theatre with

" The Profligate" ! We did not require

" Mamma " at all !

Following this came my production of an

adaptation of Sardou's " I .a Tosca," the

success of which was marred by the first

great influenza panic which swept over

London at that time and spread through the

ranks of my company, worst of all affecting

Mrs. Bernard Beere, who had been giving a

splendid impersonation of the title-role. I

took great pains with the mise en scene, and

to the kindness and generosity of Mr. Abbey,

R.A., I was indebted for the designs of the

beautiful Empire costumes. The expenses of

the production and company were too heavy

to allow as long a run as it deserved.

About this time Mr. Sydney Grundy

informed me that he had adapted and would

like me to hear his revised version of a

'lay produced in France thirty years before, /"

LORD HANGARS.

/In ftin'ml Sketch by A. W. Pintn.

entitled " Les Petits Oiseaux," by MM.

Labiche and Delacour, the rights of which

had then expired. It was called " A Pair

of Spectacles." He came and read the play

to me and I was delighted, deciding to put

it into rehearsal immediately to follow " La

Tosca." Conducting, as I have always

done, rehearsals from the stalls of the theatre,

I got the prompter to

read my part of Ben-

jamin Goldfinch, with

the result that, pre-

judiced by the full-

blooded performance

of Sardou's drama, the

apparent slightness of

"A Pair of Spectacles "

struck me as being only

too real. At last I

despaired of its success,

and almost succeeded

in imbuing the

author with my

melancholy anticipa-

tions. Indeed, I was

on the point of en-

deavouring to induce

him to agree to a with-

drawal or postponement

of the production when

my wife, returning from

a visit to Brighton,

looked in to see a re-

hearsal at my request.

She expressed her entire and unalloyed

delight with the play, and assured us that it

was bound to be a very great success.

Encouraged beyond expression, we continued

rehearsals with a light heart, and produced

" A Pair of Spectacles " for the first time on

February 22 nd, 1890.

That the author himself recognised the

value of my wife's encouragement and

intuition is evident by the following letter :â��

47, St. Mary Abbott's Terrace, W.,

February 28th, 1890.

Dear Mrs. H\re,â��I have had no opportunity of

expressing to you my appreciation of your share in the

brilliant triumph achieved by your husband, by which

I have so greatly benefited ; but I am very conscious

that your contribution to our success has extended far

beyond the dresses. â�� Sincerely yours,

Sydney Grundy.

* FACSIMILE OP PORTION op 5VDNBY

grundy's letter.
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In spite of the splendid reception of the

play on the first night I was still not sure of

its success. After the performance was over,

and while I was dressing, Mr. Herbert

Waring was announced. "Well," I said,

half in jest and half in earnest, " is it a

rank as perhaps the greatest of Mr. Grundy's

many brilliant achievements.

It was during the run of " A Pair ot

Spectacles" that â�  Mr. Gladstone, accom-

panied by Lord Rosebery, paid his first visit

to my theatre. I saw him after the play,

SIK JOHN HAKE AS HK\|A.M1N <>()!.UMNCH IN' A KALU OK SPECTACLES.

Front it Drwciiig by Frank llavihind. By ptrmurion of Uie Proprietor* of " The ttttutrated London Newt" and " The Sketch."

failure ?" "A failure ? " he repeated, em-

phatically and almost indignantly. " It is

the most charming piece I ever saw, and will

draw all London."

This prophecy came true. " A Pair of

Spectacles" ran for a year on its first pro-

duction, and has remained a firm and

faithful friend ever since, while it deserves to

when he expressed his great delight with the

performance, and at the same time displayed

his keen critical judgment by detecting a

flaw which had escaped all the more

experienced theatrical critics. " I have only

one fault to find," he said, "with the con-

struction of the play, which is, that the

shoemaker does not have the chance of
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reappearing at the end and rehabilitating

himself like all the other characters." As a

matter of fact, in the original the shoemaker

did so, but, the play being a little too long,

I persuaded Mr. Grundy to let me cut out

his last entrance, thinking that nobody

would notice his absence, although the

author was not of my opinion.

Another incident in connection with Mr.

Gladstone occurred shortly afterwards, when

we were dining at the house of a mutual

friend. After asking his hostess the names

of those he had not met before, he looked

inquiringly in my direction. On learning

my name and vocation, I was told after-

wards that he had replied : " Oh, yes ! â�¢ I

know his father, the manager of the Garrick

Theatre !" He had only hitherto seen me

in the guise of a comparative patriarch.

Later in the evening he laughed heartily

over his mistake, and conversed with his

invariable charm and appreciation of acting

and actors of the past, especially Charles

Kean and Macready, having been a great

friend of the former, and I think they were

at Eton together.

I am aware that the preceding story has

been told before, but I repeat it as it may

be new to many of my readers, and know

the great interest still attaching to the memory

of Mr. Gladstone.

He possessed that singular charm which

belongs to a really great man of inspiring

the highest respect without exciting the

slightest fear or nervousness. He put all

who came into contact with him at their ease,

in spite of his dominating personality. At

all timesâ��and there were many occasions

when I had the pleasure of meeting himâ��I

found him simple-minded and sympatheticâ��

in a word, a great gentleman.

I shall never forget the impression left

upon my mind when I had the privilege of

listening to Mr. Gladstone's delivery of the

great speech he made on introducing the

first Home Rule Bill into the House of

Commons in 1886.

I was fortunate enough to obtain a seat

in the Strangers' Gallery, and formed one of

that vast audiencs who hung for four hours

on the eloquent words which fell from Mr.

Gladstone's lips. After the few questions

of the day had been answered, the Prime

Minister rose to perform his great task, and

I can still vividly recall him as he stood

before the Commons and the world.

With his noble face and figure, his digni-

fied bearing and flashing eyes, he formed a

striking picture, which stood out supreme,

and I might say, without disrespect, seemed

to make the rest of the distinguished House

appear insignificant by his side. He looked

indeed " the noblest Roman of them all,"

and only lacked the picturesque toga to

remind one that he was in reality the

tribune of the people.

I might say incidentally that I am myself a

Radical and believer in Home Rule, without

in any way presuming to parade as a politician.

But, great admirer though I was of Mr.

Gladstone, and a stanch supporter of his

principles, I was not so carried away by his

dazzling oratory as not to feel conscious of

the fact that he leaped over two vital

obstaclesâ��namely, the questions of taxation

and Irish representation in the House of

Commons. These difficulties, it seemed to

me, he tried to overcome like an accom-

plished horseman negotiating a high fence.

He was over and away again before his

listeners had time to pause and reflect. To

show how his audience was carried away on

that occasion by his magnificent peroration,

which aroused the House of Commons to a

scene of enthusiasm that I have never seen

equalled, I recall a Conservative member who

was sitting next to me emotionally grasping

my hand at the close and inquiring with

intense excitement, " How would you vote?"

He implied by his tone that, if the vote had

been taken at that moment, even many of

Gladstone's opponents would have wavered

in their convictions. His achievement was all

the more remarkable when we consider that

the great statesman, who had held the most

intellectual audience in Great Britain en-

thralled for four hours listening breathlessly

to his marvellous oration, was himself a man

seventy-seven years of age.

I had been listening watch in hand as the

hour approached eight, for I was due to

appear on the stage at half-past, but could

not tear myself away from the magnetic

influence of Mr. Gladstone.

An incident connected with the above

scene may be worth recording, as showing

how a million to one chance may come off.

There being such a great demand for

places to hear the Home Rule debate,

strangers who had friends in Parliament had

their names put down for ballot. My old

and dear friend Sir Charles Mathews and

myself were both candidates of different

members of Parliament. We hoped and

wondered if we might one or other of us be

successful in the lottery. Not only were

we both so fortunate, but by a strange

coincidence found ourselves placed next
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to each other in a draw which comprised

several hundreds, if not thousands, . of

applicants.

" A Pair of Spectacles " has been, I think

I may safely say, a special favourite of the

Royal Family, and, in addition to the per-

formances they have witnessed at the theatre,

I have been commanded to play it on three

different occasions before themâ��once before

the late Queen Victoria at Windsor, once at

Sandringham before His present Majesty

King Edward (then Prince of Wales), and

again at the State command at Windsor

during the visit of the German Emperor

towards the end of last year.

It is interesting to contrast the attitude

of the audience at Windsor compared with

drawing-room, while the Empress, who was

evidently inspired by her recollections of

the theatre in days gone by, went from one

actor to another plying them with questions

and showing her reviving interest in an art

which she had encouraged and loved so

much in the past. After a little conversa-

tion, the Queen, who was not then in very

good health, went to bed, and we sat down

to supper, with Prince and Princess Henry

of Battenberg presiding. At the conclusion

Prince Henry paid me the honour of pro-

posing my health in a most charming speech,

while the Queen showed that her interest

in our welfare had not abated by sending

down several times to ask how we were

enjoying ourselves, and expressed a wish to

"a pair ok spectacles."

From an Original and hitherto unfmbliihed Sketch by an admirer of Sir John Hare.

that which prevails at Sandringham and

Balmoral, where, being the private homes

of the monarchs, State forms and ceremonies

are relaxed.

I must revert to my earlier days at the

Garrick to speak of the performance of

" Diplomacy," in which I had the co-opera-

tion of Mr. and Mrs. Bancroft, as also when it

was played at Balmoral. That latter event will

be ever memorable to me for the great kind-

ness and consideration shown us by Queen

Victoria, and the care she took to make our

visit enjoyable in every way. It was rendered

doubly interesting by the presence of the

Empress Eugenie, this being the first

theatrical performance she had witnessed

since her departure from France in 1871. I

still retain in my mind the picturesque and

pathetic sight of the two widowed Queens

entering the Royal room together, and the

charming and courtly manner in which they

curtsied to each other before taking their

respective chairs.

After the performance the late Queen

received us with her other guests in the

know " how Mr. Hare liked

Prince Henry's speech."

It is needless to say that " Diplomacy"

had proved one of our most successful

revivals at the Garrick, where, in addition

to the invaluable support of the Bancrofts,

my company included Lady Monckton, Miss

Kate Rorke, and Miss Olga Nethersole, Mr.

Forbes-Robertson, Mr. Arthur Cecil, and my

son Gilbert.

On March 7th, 1891, I produced "Lady

Bountiful," a charming play by Mr.-Pinero,

which, however, did not meet with the

measure of success it deserved, owing,

possibly, to its being of too sad a nature.

The following letter from Millais at that

time displays his critical acumen, and at

the same time a keen appreciation of the

drama:â��

2, Palace Gate, Kensington,

Sunday, March 8, 1891.

Dear Hark,â��Whatever may be the final result of

the play you produced last night, I am sure you mere

justified in bringing it before the public. It has the

elements of a lasting success, in spite of some jarring

and rather tedious moments, all of which I believe
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can be rectified. Pinero has extrac .dinary talent and

knowledge of the stage, great orif inality and finish,

but in the scene between Camilla a id Sergeant Veale

(just before the death) he has prolonged the painful

beyond the endurance of a modern audience. I

could see by the faces and gestures of all around me

a feeling of impatience to have it over. Indeed, I

think the death on the stage a mistake, albeit all that

occurs is touching and good if in a novel. The end is

exceedingly clever and dramatic, and the piece full of

character and interest. Some little details struck me

as capable of improvement. Dennis went out of his

own door before Philliter, to whom he should give

precedence, and Margaret Veale in her weakened

state should not lift a heavy jug to smell the flowers ;

her husband might do that for her.

The acting was admirable and my departmentâ��

sceneryâ��charming. Now don't say, " Why doesn't

Sir John stick to his own gallipots and leave criticism

of my business to those who understand it?" Believe

presented the picture when finished to my

wife.

The recollection of the hours that I spent

in Millais's company (and I had over twenty

sittings for this portrait) remains a treasured

memory. He was as delightful in his con-

versation while engaged in the exercise of his

art as he was in private life. I was never

allowed to see the portrait until it was quite

finished. Directly a sitting was completed,

and I attempted to get a glimpse of his work,

he would turn its face to the wall and say,

" Run away, boy " (an affectionate attitude he

frequently adopted to me, though there was

no great disparity in our ages), as he pushed

me playfully out of the room.

THE CAST IN DIPLOMACY â��MK. ARTHUR CECIL, M1SSOLGA NE THKKSOI.B, LADY MO\CKTON, SIR SQUIRE BANCROFT,

S1K JOHN HAKt, MK. CILUEKT HAKE, LADY BANCROFT, MR. FOR UES-ROBE RTSuN, MISS KATE RORKE.

From a Photo, by Window <i* Grove.

me I have only written as a loving friend.â��Yours

sincerely, J. E. MlLLAls.

In my art I find people who are very ignorant

make very sensible remarksâ��better often than the

connoisseurâ��they generally light on the raw.

One of my happiest memories of that

period is of when I sat to Millais for my

portrait, at the request of the great artist

himself. This was indeed a labour of love

on his part, for he not only paid me the

compliment of inviting me to sit for it, but

Vol. xxivLâ��22

Among Millais's greatest friends were John

Bright and Henry James (now Lord James

of Hereford), and it may interest my readers

to see the famous trio reproduced in the

signed photograph on page 171, taken in

Scotland, and presented to me by Lord

James of Hereford. With Lord James it

has been my privilege to enjoy an unin-

terrupted friendship of nearly forty years; a

more kind and sympathetic friend man never

had.
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SIR JOHN HARK.

From the Picture by Sir J. h. ililtait. P.R.A.

Mr. John Bright I only met once, and

under the following circumst.inces. I was

going to Manchester to fulfil an engagement,

and arrived at the station just as the train

was about to start. The guard opened the

door of a carriage, and, as I entered, whispered

confidentially in my ear: "The gentleman in

the corner is Mr. John Bright, who is going

to Rochdale." We entered into a conversa-

tion full of interest to me, which lasted during

the whole time occupied by our journey, dis

cussing various subjects, and, amongst others,

the lovable qualities of our mutual friend,

Millais. I recall one typical remark by

Bright, which struck me very much by

reason of its spontaneity and penetration.

I asked him, apropos of some political topic

we were discussing, " How do you account
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for the fact, Mr. Bright, that most great poets

have been Liberal in their politics ? " His

immediate answer was, " It is not difficult to

understand that, for the noblest theme by

which a poet can be inspired is Freedom ! "

My next most important production at the

Garrick Theatre was " A Fool's Paradise,"

by Sydney Grundy, originally called " The

Mousetrap.''

It was in " A Fool's Paradise" that young

Harry Irving made his first success and gave

promise of that ability he has since developed

to a degree which has already given him a

high position in his profession. His first

appearance had taken place in my revival of

" School," and no doubt his performance was

marred by the nervousness of a beginner and

was not altogether successful. His father

was very anxious about him, but I had no

doubt as to his latent ability, and told Sir

Henry so. The following is an extract

from a letter I received from Irving subse-

quently, and will speak for itself:â��

.... I am afraid that Harry has been a great

anxiety and worry to you, but your affectionate

kindness will be remembered by him as long as

he lives.

For myself, my dear Hare, I have no words to

thank you with.

No one could or would have done what you have

done, and with my heart and soul I hope and trust

you may not be disappointed.

God bless you, old friend.â��Ever,

IIenrv Irving.

September 4th, 1891.

I hear that you are doing great thingsâ��it serves

you right ! If that Sunday rehearsal comes off I'd

like to look in, but unknown to young Heaufoy, for,

as you say, his lordship is very nervous at times.

FACSIMILE OK SIGNATURE OP SIR HENRY IRVING.

I have seen it stated in a certain quarter

that Sir Henry Irving had no appreciation

of other actors' work. The following letter,

apropos of " A Quiet Rubber," among manv

other instances of which I am aware, pointa

conclusively to the contrary :â��
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15A, Grafton Street, Bond Street, W.

My Dear Hare,â��Thank youâ��thank you. Per-

fectly delightful and remarkable. One of your

greatest things.

The truth of it brought tears to my eyes.

A wonderful contrast to play with the " Spectacles."

I see you are getting bravely over your worries.

God bless you. Henry Irving.

May 6th, 1895.

On a revival of " Money" at the Garrick

I was again indebted to the invaluable

support of Sir

Squire and

Lady Bancroft,

Miss Maud

Millett, Arthur

Cecil, Arthur

Bourchier, and

Forbes - Robert-

son ; in fact, the

complete cast

was one worthy

of record, and

lack of space

must be my only

excuse for not

reproducing it

in its entirety.

This premiire,

which had pro-

ceeded with re-

markable enthu-

siasm on the

part of the audi-

ence, was marred

at the close by

a tragic episode

in the fatal

seizure of

Edmund Yates,

who had been

present at the

perfor ni ance.

As he was a

personal friend of both the Bancrofts and

myself, this naturally cast a great gloom over

what would have been otherwise a happy

evening.

In 1895 I produced the last original play

under my management of the Garrick Theatre.

It was "The Notorious Mrs. Ebbsmith,"

by Pinero, a play which I have always

regarded as his finest dramatic and

literary achievement. The play made a

most profound impression upon me when

the author read it, and, as in the case I have

already described of Robertson's reading of

" Caste," I instinctively saw his creation of

the Duke of St. Olphert come to life before

me as Pinero read the play in his own

masterly fashion. Mrs. Patrick Campbell,

who subsequently played the part of Mrs.

Ebbsmith with such brilliant success, and I

were the only two persons present at the

reading. We had an absurd difficulty with

the Censor over this play, which, however,

was soon surmounted, as the Lord Chamber-

lain and those associated with him recognised

that to deny the representation of so brilliant

a work would be to deprive the public of one

of the most re-

markable plays

of the age. It

was highly

moral, too, in

its teaching,

and in these

days would have

evoked little, if

any, criticism

on that score.

In this play

Mrs. Patrick

Campbell was

at her very best,

giving a superb

and magnetic

impersonation

of the title-role.

The play was

performed to

the utmost

capacity of the

theatre until

Mrs. Campbell

was claimed by

Mr. Tree, to

whom she was

under contract,

and her loss

was severely felt

by me.

During the

run of this play we had a strange experience,

but one not unusual with theatrical managers

â��a playgoer who happened to bear the same

surname as Mrs. Ebbsmith objecting to its

use on account of her character. This also

happened in the case of " The Second Mrs.

Tanqueray," strangely enough both the con-

scientious objectors being men. And yet

I know that in the case of Ebbsmith the

author went out of his way to find an original

name for that character, and really thought

he had invented one. In referring to " The

Second Mrs. Tanqueray," I must confess that

in not availing myself of the opportunity of

producing this play I made a serious mana-

gerial mistake, thinking it was before its time.

MK. HENRV IRVING 1'LACES HIS SON UNDER THE CAKE OF

DR. JOHN HARK."

From a Sketch bit Alfrttl Bryan.
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But Pinero knew his public and estimated his

own powers better than I did.

The immense success of " The Notorious

Mrs. Ebbsmith " brought my tenancy of the

Garrick to a close, and having made up my

mind to pay an extended visit to America,

I endeavoured to let the theatre, but in vain.

Times have changed very much since then.

I could not find a tenant, and, being anxious

not to have this great responsibility on my

shoulders, I tried to dispose of my lease.

Weeks and months elapsed, and after con-

siderable difficulty I sold my home for what

was not much more than a mess of pottage,

compared with present rentals, not anticipating

the rise in value which has resulted since.

Before I went to America, Sir Henry

Ir\ing kindly suggested I should give a

performance of " Caste" at the Lyceum

Theatre, and I then made my first London

appearance in the part of Eccles. By this

revival I am reminded of an amusing slip

made by that fine actor, Forbes-Robertson,

when playing D'Alroy. I don't think he

cared very much about the part, and was

sometimes apt to be a little abstracted. At

the performance in questionâ��no doubt en-

grossed in his own managerial plans, which

were then ripening, and have since matured

and reflected the greatest credit on himself

and the stage he so worthily adornsâ��he

came to the couplet:â��

Kinds hearts are more than coronets,

And simple faith than Norman blood !

But in thinking of his brother, perhaps, in

connection with the cast of a play he was

shortly to produce, he rendered it thus :â��

Kind hearts are more than coronets,

And simple faith than Norman Forbes!

Again digressing for a moment, I might

mention that whenever I got a holiday during

my tenancy at the Garrick I availed myself

of the opportunity to run across to Paris and

renew my acquaintance with French art and

French acting. On one occasion I received

an invitation to dine from my friend Campbell

Clarke, to meet the following distinguished

men : MM. de Lesseps, Dumas fih, Sardou,

Pailleron, and Rubinstein. This was indeed

a tempting intellectual invitation ; but not

being a fluent French conversationalist

I had a nervous apprehension of not being

able to take part in the discussions which

would no doubt ensue, and declined the

invitation.

I have regretted it ever since, for it

would have been a privilege never to be

forgotten to have sat at the same table

with such a unique and brilliant gathering,

comprising some of the greatest men of their

time. f

I was informed the next day by Sir

Campbell Clarke that the conversation of

the preceding night was both witty and pro-

foundly interesting. Dumas told a story of

his father which I think well worth repeating

here.

Dumas pere was anxious to submit his

now celebrated but then unfinished comedy

of "Mile, de Belle Isle" to the Comedie

Francaise. At last a day was appointed.

The societaires and director of the Francaise

were assembled, and Dumas came up for

judgment and commenced the task of

reading his play before that august and

exceedingly critical body. He read the

first act, which was received in complete

silence. The second act passed without

comment. The third act also elicited no

signs of approval from his frozen critics,

but at the conclusion of the wonder-

ful fourth act there was a palpable stir

amongst the members, and the director,

after a moment's whispered conversation

with his confreres, called upon them to retire

into another room. Dumas was left waiting

in anxious suspense. On the return of the

members into the room amends were made

for their previous coldness, by the director

stating that, speaking for himself and the

body of the societaires assembled, they con-

sidered his comedy a most brilliant one,

and, to show their appreciation of it, they

begged to assure him that, if the fifth act

was as good as the preceding four, the play

should be put at once into rehearsal, and

would be the next production at the Com^die

Francaise.

Dumas had not written a word of the last

act, but, not daring to risk the chance offered

him, he made a call upon that wonderfully

inventive brain, stood up with his back to the

fire, and pretending to read from the blank

pages of his manuscript, delivered himself of

Act V. Those who have seen or read this

wonderful comedyâ��a masterpiece of con-

struction and engrossing interestâ��can

readily understand that the director and

societaires of the Comedie Francaise ful-

filled their promise. " Mile, de Belle Isle "

was produced with enormous success, and

remains to the present day one of the

features of the repertoire of the French

National Theatre.

To return to my own career, prior to my

departure for the States my friends paid me

the compliment of entertaining me at a

farewell dinner in the Whitehall Rooms.
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THE HAKE AND HIS MANY FRIENDS.

J'Yom a Sketch by Hart-]/ FÂ»rni9*.

The occasion was a memorable one for

me, and remarkable for the reason that the

gathering was representative of all that was

distinguished in art and literature, besides

being noteworthy for brilliant speeches by

Lord Rathmore

and Sir Frank

Lockwood. The

Duke of Fife pre-

sided, and every-

body conspired to

shower kindnesses

upon me, whicli

I still recollect

with feelings of

the deepest grati-

tude.

The sketch by

Harry Furniss,

repi oduced above,

symbolical of my departure for the States,

may be of interest, as also the sketch by Mr.

Abbey, R.A., presented to each member of

the Kinsman Club at a farewell dinner they

gave me before my departure for the States.

I am there repre-

sented as bringing

back both dollars

and hearts. I won't

say much about

the former, but I

do believe that I.

had the happiness

of making some

new and true

friends amongst

our cousins across

the sea â�� friends

that I hope to meet

again some time.

SKETCH RV MR. K. A. AHHF.V, R.A., OF SIR JOHN HARK RETURNING

FROM AMERICA WITH HEARTS ANlÂ» DOLLARS.

(To he continued.)

I



CHAPTER XIX.

OAN HARTLEY returned to

Salthaven a week after Captain

Trimblett's departure, and. with

a lively sense of her inability

to satisfy the curiosity of her

friends, spent most of the time

indoors. To evade her father's inquiries she

adopted other measures, and the day after

her return, finding both her knowledge and

imagination inadequate to the task of satisfy-

ing him, she first waxed impatient and

then tearful. I'inally she said that she was

thoroughly tired of the subject, and expressed

a fervent hope that she might hear no more

about it. Any further particulars would be

furnished by Captain Trimblett, upon his

return.

" But when I asked him about it he

referred me to you," said Hartley. " The

whole affair is most incomprehensible."

" We thought it would be a surprise to

you," agreed Joan.

" It was," said her father, gloomily. " But

Copyright, 190S, lÂ»y W. W. Jacobs,

if you are satisfied, I suppose it is all

right."

He returned to the attack next day, but

gained little information. Miss Hartley's

ideas concerning the various marriage cere-

monies were of the vaguest, but by the aid

of " Whitaker's Almanack " she was enabled

to declare that the marriage had taken place

by licence at a church in the district where

Trimblett was staying. As a help to identi-

fication she added that the church was built

of stone, and that the pew-opener had a

cough. Tiresome questions concerning the

marriage certificate were disposed of by

leaving it in the captain's pocket-book. And

again she declared that she was tired of the

subject.

" I can't imagine what your aunt was think-

ing about," said her father. " If you had let

me write "

"She knew nothing about it," said Joan,

hastily ; "and if you had written to her she

would have thought that you were finding

fault with her for not looking after me more.

in the United States of America.
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It's done now, and if I'm satisfied and

Captain Trimblett is satisfied that is all that

matters. You didn't want me to be an old

maid, did you ? "

Mr. Hartley gave up the subject in despair,

but Miss Willett, who called a day or two

later, displayed far more perseverance. After

the usual congratulations she sat down to

discuss the subject at length, and subjected

Joan to a series of questions which the latter

had much difficulty in evading. For a newly-

married woman, Miss Willett could only

regard her knowledge of matrimony as hazy

in the extreme.

" She don't want to talk about it," said

Mr. Truefitt the following evening as he sat

side by side with Miss Willett in the little

summer-house overlooking the river. " Per-

haps she is repenting it already."

" It ought to be a tender memory," sighed

Miss Willett. " I'm sure "

She broke off and blushed.

" Yes ? " said Mr. Truefitt, pinching her

arm tenderly.

" Never mind," breathed Miss Willett.

" I meanâ�� I was only going to say that I

don't think the slightest detail would have

escaped me. All she seems to remember is

that it took place in a church."

" It must have been by licence, I should

think," said Mr. Truefitt, scowling thought-

fully. " Ordinary licence, I should say. I

have been reading up about them lately.

One never knows what may happen."

Miss Willett started.

" Trimblett has not behaved well," con-

tinued Mr. Truefitt, slowly, " by no means,

but I must say that he has displayed a cer-

tain amount of dash ; he didn't allow any-

thing or anybody to come between him and

matrimony. He just went and did it."

He passed his arm round Miss Willett's

waist and gazed reflectively across the

river.

" And I suppose we shall go on waiting

all our lives," he said at last. " We consider

other people far too much."

Miss Willett shook her head. " Mother

always keeps to her word," she said, with an

air of mournful pride. " Once she says any-

thing she keeps to it. That's her firmness.

She won't let me marry so long as Mrs.

Chinnery stays here. We must be patient."

Mr. Truefitt rumpled his hair irritably and

for some time sat silent. Then he leaned

forward and, in a voice trembling with excite-

ment, whispered in the lady's ear.

" Peter ! " gasped Miss Willett, and drew

back and eyed him in trembling horror.

"Why not?" said Mr. Truefitt, with an

effort to speak stoutly. " It's our affair."

Miss Willett shivered and, withdrawing

from his arm, edged away to the extreme

end of the seat and averted her gaze.

"It's quite easy," whispered the tempter.

Miss Willett, still looking out at the door,

affected not to hear.

" Not a soul would know until afterwards,"

continued Mr. Truefitt, in an ardent whisper.

" It could all be kept as quiet as possible. I'll

have the licence ready, and you could just

slip out for a morning walk and meet me at

the church, and there you are. And it's ridi-

culous of two people of our age to go to such

trouble."

" Mother would never forgive me," mur-

mured Miss Willett. "Never!"

"She'd come round in time," said Mr.

Truefitt.

" Never !" said Miss Willett. " You don't

know mother's strength of mind. But I

mustn't stay and listen to such things. It's

wicked !"

She got up and slipped into the garden,

and with Mr. Truefitt in attendance paced

up and down the narrow paths.

" Besides," she said, after a long silence,

" I shouldn't like to share housekeeping with

your sister. It would only lead to trouble

between us, I am sure."

Mr. Truefitt came to a halt in the middle

of the path, and stood rumpling his hair

again as an aid to thought. Captain Sellers,

who was looking over his fence, waved a

cheery salutation.

" Fine evening," he piped.

The other responded with a brief nod.

" What did you say ?" inquired Captain

Sellers, who was languishing for a little

conversation.

" Didn't say anything!" bawled Mr.

Truefitt.

" You must speak up if you want me to

hear you !" cried the captain. " It's one

o' my bad days."

Truefitt shook his head, and placing him-

self by the side of Miss Willett resumed his

walk. Three fences away, Captain Sellers

kept pace with them.

"Nothing fresh about Trimblett, I

suppose ? " he yelled.

Truefitt shook his head again.

" He's a deep 'un ! " cried Sellersâ��" won-

derful deep ! How's the other one ? Bearing

up ? I ain't seen her about the last day or

two. I believe that was all a dodge of

Trimblett's to put us off the scent. It made

a fool of me."
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Mr. Truefitt, with a nervous glance at the

open windows of his house, turned and

walked hastily down the garden again.

" He quite deceived me," continued Cap-

tain Sellers, followingâ��"quite. What did

you say ? "

"Nothing," bawled Mr. Truefitt, with

sudden ferocity.

" Eh ? " yelled the captain, leaning over

the fence with his hand to his ear.

" Nothing ! "

" Eh ?" said the captain, anxiously.

"Speak up! What?"

"Oh, go toâ��Jericho!" muttered Mr. True-

fitt, and, taking Miss Willett by the arm,

disappeared into the summer-house again.

" Where were we when that old idiot inter-

rupted us ? " he inquired, tenderly.

Miss Willett told him, and, nestling within

his encircling arm, listened with as forbidding

an expression as she could command to

further arguments on the subject of secret

marriages.

" It's no use," she said at last. " I mustn't

listen. It's wicked. I am surprised at you,

Peter. You must never speak to me on the

subject again."

She put her head on his shoulder, and

Mr. Truefitt, getting a better grip with his

arm, drew her towards him.

"Think it over," he whispered, and bent

and kissed her.

" Never," was the reply.

Mr. Truefitt kissed her again, and was

about to repeat the performance when she

started up with a faint scream, and, pushing

him away, darted from the summer-house

and fled up the garden. Mr. Truefitt, red

with wrath, stood his ground and stared

ferociously at the shrunken figure of Captain

Sellers standing behind the little gate in the

fence that gave on to the foreshore. The

captain, with a cheery smile, lifted the latch

and entered the garden.

" I picked a little bunch o' flowers for

Miss Willett," he said, advancing and placing

them on the table.

" Who told you to come into my garden?"

shouted the angry Mr. Truefitt.

" Yes, all of 'em," said Captain Sellers,

taking up the bunch and looking at them.

" Smell!"

He thrust the bunch into the other's face,

and withdrawing it plunged his own face into

it with rapturous sniffs. Mr. Truefitt, his

nose decorated with pollen ravished from a

huge lily, eyed him murderously.

" Get out of my garden," he said, with an

imperious wave of his hand.

Vol. XIXVL-23.

" I can't hear what you say," said the

captain, following the direction of the other's

hand and stepping outside. "Sometimes I

think my deafness gets worse. It's a great

deprivation."

" Is it ? " said Mr. Truefitt. He made a

funnel of both hands and bent to the old

man's willing ear.

" You're an artful, interfering,

PRYING, INQUISITIVE OLD HUSYBODY," he

bellowed. " Can you hear that ? "

" Say it again," said the captain, his old

eyes snapping.

Mr. Truefitt complied.

" I didn't quite catch the last word," said

the captain.

" Busybody! " yelled Mr. Truefitt. "Busy-

body I B-u-s "

"I heard," said Captain Sellers, with sudden

and alarming dignity. " Take your coat off."

" Get out of my garden," responded Mr.

Truefitt, briefly.

" Take your coat off," repeated Captain

Sellers, sternly. He removed his own after

a little trouble, and rolling back his shirt-

sleeves stood regarding with some pride a

pair of yellow, skinny old arms. Then he

clenched his fists, and, with an agility

astonishing in a man of his years, indulged

in a series of galvanic little hops in front of

the astounded Peter Truefitt.

" Put your hands up ! " he screamed. " Put

'em up, you tailor's dummy ! Put 'em up,

you Dutchman !"

" Go out of my garden," repeated the

marvelling Mr. Truefitt. "Go home and

have some gruel and go to bed !"

Captain Sellers paid no heed. Still per-

forming marvellous things with his feet, he

ducked his head over one shoulder, feinted

with his left at Mr. Truefitt's face, and struck

with his right somewhere near the centre of

his opponent's waistcoat. Mr. Truefitt, still

gazing at him open-mouthed, retreated back-

wards, and, just as the captain's parchment-

like fist struck him a second time, tripped

over a water-can that had been left in the

path and fell heavily on his back in a flower-

bed.

"Time!" cried Captain Sellers, breath-

lessly, and pulled out a big silver watch to

consult, as Miss Willett came hurrying down

the garden, followed by Mrs. Chinnery.

" Peter !" wailed Miss Willett, going on her

knees and raising his head. " Oh, Peter ! "

"Has he hurt you?" inquired Mrs.

Chinnery, stooping.

" No ; I'm a bit shaken," said Mr. Truefitt,

crossly. " I fell over that blaâ��blessed water-
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can. Take that old marionette away. I'm

afraid to touch him for fear he'll fall to

pieces."

" Time ! " panted Captain Sellers, stowing

his watch away and resuming his prancing.

" Come on ! Lively with it ! "

Miss Willett uttered a faint scream and

thrust her hand out.

" Lor' bless the man !" cried Mrs.

Chinnery, regarding the old gentleman's

antics with much amazement. " Go away !

Go away at once !"

She stepped forward, and her attitude was

so threatening that Captain Sellers hesitated.

Then he turned, and, picking up his coat,

began to struggle into it.

" I hope it will be a lesson to him," he

said, glaring at Mr. Truefitt, who had risen

by this time and was feeling his back. " You

see what comes of insulting an old sea-dog."

He turned and made his way to the

gate, refusing with a wave of his hand Mrs.

Chinnery's offer to help him down the three

steps leading to the shore. With head erect

and a springy step he gained his own garden,

and even made a pretence of attending to

a flower or two before sitting down. Then

the deck-chair claimed him, and he lay, a

limp bundle of aching old bones, until his

housekeeper came down the garden to see

what had happened to him.

CHAPTER XX.

For the first week or two after Joan

Hartley's return Mr. Robert Vyner went

about in a state of gloomy amazement.

Then, the first shock of surprise over, he

began to look about him in search of reasons

for a marriage so undesirable. A few casual

words with Hartley at odd times only served

to deepen the mystery, and he learned with

growing astonishment of the chief clerk's

ignorance of the whole affair. A faint

suspicion, which he had at first dismissed as

preposterous, persisted in recurring to him,

and grew in strength every time the subject

was mentioned between them. His spirits

improved, and he began to speak of the

matter so cheerfully that Hartley became

convinced that everybody concerned had

made far too much of ordinary atten-

tions paid by an ordinary young man to

a pretty girl. Misled by his son's be-

haviour, Mr. Vyner, senior, began to entertain

the same view of the affair.

"Just a boyish admiration," he said to his

wife, as they sat alone one evening. " All

young men go through it at some time or

other. It's a sort ofâ��haâ��vaccination, and

the sooner they have it and get over it the

better."

" He has quite got over it, I think," said

Mrs. Vyner, slowly.

Mr. Vyner nodded. " Lack of opposition,"

he said, with a satisfied air. " Lack of visible

opposition, at any rate. These cases require

management. Many a marriage has been

caused by the efforts made to prevent it."

Mrs. Vyner sighed. Her husband had an

irritating habit of taking her a little way into

his confidence and then leaving the rest to

an imagination which was utterly inadequate

to the task.

" There is nothing like management," she

said, safely. " And I am sure nobody could

have had a better son. He has never caused

us a day's anxiety."

" Not real anxiety," said her husbandâ��

"no."

Mrs. Vyner averted her eyes. "When,"

she said, gentlyâ��" when are you going to

give him a proper interest in the firm ? "

Mr. Vyner thrust his hands into his trouser

pockets and leaned back in his chair. " I

have been thinking about it," he said, slowly.

" He would have had it before but for this

nonsense. Nothing was arranged at first,

because I wanted to see how he was going to

do. His work is excellentâ��excellent."

It was high praise, but it was deserved,

and Mr. Robert Vyner would have been the

first to admit it. His monstrous suspicion

was daily growing less monstrous and more

plausible. It became almost a conviction,

and he resolved to test it by seeing Joan and

surprising her with a few sudden careless

remarks of the kind that a rising K.C. might

spring upon a particularly difficult witness.

For various reasons he chose an afternoon

when the senior partner was absent, and,

after trying in vain to think out a few

embarrassing questions on the way, arrived

at the house in a condition of mental

bankruptcy.

The obvious agitation of Miss Hartley as

she shook hands did not tend to put him at

his ease. He stammered something about

"congratulations" and the girl stammered

something about " thanks," after which they

sat still and eyed each other nervously.

" Beautiful day," said Mr. Vyner at last,

and comforted himself with the reflection

that the most eminent K.C.'s often made

inane remarks with the idea of throwing

people off their guard.

Miss Hartley said " Yes."

" I hope you had a nice time in town ? " he

said, suddenly.
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" Very nice," said Joan, eyeing him

demurely.

" But of course you did," said Robert,

with an air of sudden remembrance. " I

suppose Captain Trimblett knows London

pretty well ? "

" Pretty well," repeated the witness.

Mr. Vyner eyed her thoughtfully. " I hope

you won't mind my saying so," he said, slowly,

"but I was awfully pleased to hear of your

of her mouth. He changed his seat for one

nearer to hers, and leaning forward eyed

her gravely. Her colour deepened and she

breathed quickly.

" Don'tâ��don't you think Captain Trimb-

lett is lucky ? " she inquired, with an attempt

at audacity.

Mr. Vyner pondered. "No," he said at

last.

Miss Hartley caught her breath.

marriage. I think it is always nice to hear

of one's friends marrying each other."

" Yes," said the girl.

" And Trimblett is such a good chap,"

continued Mr. Vyner. " He is so sensible

for his age."

He paused expectantly, but nothing

happened.

" So bright and cheerful," he explained.

Miss Hartley still remaining silent, he

broke off and sat quietly watching her. To

his eyes she seemed more charming than

ever. There was a defiant look in her eyes,

and a half-smile trembled round the corners

" How rude!'' she said, after a pause,

lowering her eyes.

" No, it isn't," said Robert.

" Really !" remonstrated Miss Hartley.

"I think that I am luckier than he is,"

said Robert, in a low voice. " At least, I

hope so. Shall I tell you why ? "

" No," said Joan, quickly.

Mr. Vyner moistened his lips.

" Perhaps you know," he said, unsteadily.

Joan made no reply.

" You do know," said Robert.

Miss Hartley looked up with a sudden,

careless laugh.
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" It sounds like a conundrum," she said,

gaily. " But it doesn't matter. I hope you

will be lucky."

'â�¢ I intend to be," said Robert.

"My husâ��husband," said Joan, going

very red, " would probably use the word

'fate' instead of 'luck.'"

" It is a favourite word of my wife's," said

Robert, gravely. "Ah, what a couple they

would have made ! "

" Who ?" inquired Joan, eyeing him in

bewilderment.

" My wife and your husband," said Robert.

" I believe they were made for each other."

Miss Hartley retreated in good order. " I

think you are talking nonsense," she said,

with some dignity.

"Yes," said Robert, with a smile. "Ground-

bait."

" What ? " said Joan, in a startled voice.

"Ground-bait."

Miss Hartley made an appeal to his better

feelings. " You are making my head ache,"

she said, pathetically. " I'm sure I don't

know what you are talking about."

Mr. Vyner apologized, remarking that it

was a common fault of young husbands to

talk too much about their wives, and added,

as an interesting fact, that he had only been

married that afternoon. Miss Hartley turned

a deaf ear.

He spread a little ground-bait â�� of a

different kindâ��before Hartley during the

next few days, and in a short time had arrived

at a pretty accurate idea of the state of affairs.

It was hazy and lacking in detail, but it was

sufficient to make him give Laurel Lodge a

wide berth for the time being, and to work

still harder for that share in the firm which

he had always been given to understand

would be his. In the meantime he felt that

Joan's mariage de convenance was a comfort-

able arrangement for all parties concerned.

This was still his view of it as he sat in

his office one afternoon about a couple of

months after Captain Trimblett's departure.

He had met Miss Hartley in the street

(he day before, and, with all due regard to

appearances, he could not help thinking that

she had been somewhat unnecessarily demure.

In return she had gone away with three

crushed fingers and a colour that was only

partially due to exercise. He was leaning

back in his chair thinking it over when his

father entered.

" Busy ?" inquired John Vyner.

" Frightfully," said his son, unclasping his

hands from the back of his head.

" I have just been speaking to Hartley,"

said the senior partner, watching him keenly.

" I had a letter this morning from the

Trimblett family."

" Eh ? " said his son, staring.

" From the eldest childâ��a girl named

Jessie," replied the other. " It appears that

a distant cousin who has been in charge of

them has died suddenly, and she is rather at

a loss what to do. She wrote to me about

sending the captain's pay to her."

" Yes," said his son, nodding ; " but what

has Hartley got to do with it ? "

" Do with it ?" repeated Mr. Vyner, in

surprised tones. " I take it that he is in a

way their grandfather."

"Gran " began his son, and sat gasping.

"Yes, of course," he said, presently, "of course.

I hadn't thought of that. Of course."

" From his manner at first Hartley

appeared to have forgotten it too," said Mr.

Vyner, " but he soon saw with me that the

children ought not to be left alone. The

eldest is only seventeen."

Robert tried to collect his thoughts.

" Yes," he said, slowly.

" He has arranged for them to come and

live with him," continued Mr. Vyner.

The upper part of his son's body dis-

appeared with startling suddenness over the

arm of his chair and a hand began groping

blindly in search of a fallen pen. A

dangerous rush of blood to the head was

perceptible as he regained the perpendicular.

"Wasâ��was Hartley agreeable to that?"

he inquired, steadying his voice.

His father drew himself up in his chair.

"Certainly," he said, stiffly; "he fell in with

the suggestion at once. It ought to have

occurred to him first. Besides the relation-

ship, he and Trimblett are old friends. The

captain is an old servant of the firm, and his

children must be looked after; they couldn't

be left alone in London."

" It's a splendid idea," said Robertâ��

"splendid. By far the best thing that you

could have done."

" I have told him to write to the girl

to-night," said Mr. Vyner. " He is not

sure that she knows of her father's second

marriage. And I have told him to take a

day or two off next week and go up to town

and fetch them. It will be a little holiday

for him."

" Quite a change for him," agreed Robert.

Conscious of his father's scrutiny, his face

was absolutely unmoved and his voice easy.

" How many children are there ? "

" Five," was the replyâ��" so she says in the

letter. The two youngest are twins."
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For the fraction of a second something

flickered across the face of Robert Vyner

and was gone.

"Trimblett's second marriage was rather

fortunate for them," he said, in a matter-of-

fact voice.

The startled Robert threw up his arm.

There was a crash of glass, and Bassett, with

his legs apart and the water streaming down

his face, stood regarding him with owlish

consternation. His idea that the junior

partner was suffering from a species of fit

11 HIS IDEA THAT THE JUNIOR PARTNER WAS SUFFERING FROM A SPECIES OF FIT WAS CONFIRMED BY THE LATTFR

SUDDENLY SNATCHING HIS HAT FROM ITS PEG AND DARTING WILDLY-FROM THE ROOM."

He restrained his feelings until his father

had gone, and then, with a gasp of relief, put

his head on the table and gave way to them.

Convulsive tremors assailed him, and hilarious

sobs escaped at intervals from his tortured

frame. Ejaculations of " Joan ! " and " Poor

girl !" showed that he was not entirely bereft

of proper feeling.

His head was still between his arms upon

the table and his body still shaking, when

the door opened and Bassett entered the

room and stood gazing at him in a state of

mild alarm. He stood for a minute diagnos-

ing the case, and then, putting down a

handful of papers, crossed softly to the

mantelpiece and filled a tumbler with water.

He came back and touched the junior

partner respectfully on the elbow.

" Will you try and drink some of this, sir ? "

he said, soothingly.

was confirmed by the latter suddenly snatch-

ing his hat from its peg and darting wildly

from the room.

CHAPTER XXI.

Mrs. Willett sat in her small and over-

furnished living-room in a state of open-

eyed amazement. Only five minutes before

she had left the room to look for a pair of

shoes whose easiness was their sole reason

for survival, and as a last hope had looked

under Cecilia's bed, and discovered the

parcels. Three parcels all done up in brown

paper and ready for the post, adressed in

Cecilia's handwriting to :â��

Mrs. P. Truefitt,

Findlater's Private Hotel,

Finsbury Circus, London.

She smoothed her cap strings down with

trembling hands and tried to think. The
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autumn evening was closing in, but she made

no attempt to obtain a light. Her mind was

becoming active, and the shadows aided

thought. At ten o'clock her daughter,

returning from Tranquil Vale, was surprised

to find her sitting in the dark.

" Why, haven't you had any supper?" she

inquired, lighting the gas.

" I didn't want any," said her mother,

blinking at the sudden light.

Miss Willett turned and pulled down the

blinds. Then she came back, and, standing

behind her mother's chair, placed a hand

upon her shoulder.

"It â��it will be lonely for you when I've

gone, mother," she said, smoothing the old

lady's lace collar.

" Gone ? " repeated Mrs. Willett. " Gone ?

Why, has that woman consented to go at

last ? "

Miss Willett shrank back. "No," she

said, trembling, " but "

" You can't marry till she does," said Mrs.

Willett, gripping the arms of her chair.

" Not with my consent, at any rate.

Remember that. Tm not going to give

way ; she must."

Miss Willett said "Yes, mother," in a

dutiful voice, and then, avoiding her gaze,

took a few biscuits from the sideboard.

" There's a difference between strength of

mind and obstinacy," continued Mrs. Willett.

" It's obstinacy with herâ��sheer obstinacy ;

and I am not going to bow down to itâ��

there's no reason why I should. "

Miss Willett said " No, mother."

" If other people like to bow down to

her," said Mrs. Willett, smoothing her dress

over her knees, "that's their lookout. But

she won't get me doing it."

She went up to bed and lay awake half the

night, and, rising late next morning in con-

sequence, took advantage of her daughter's

absence to peer under the bed. The parcels

had disappeared. She went downstairs, with

her faded but alert old eyes watching

Cecilia's every movement.

" When does Mr. Truefitt begin his

holidays?" she inquired, at last.

Miss Willett, who had been glancing rest-

lessly at the clock, started violently.

"Toâ��toâ��to-day," she gasped.

Mrs. Willett said " Oh ! "

" Iâ��I was going out with him at elevenâ��

for a little walk," said her daughter, nervously.

"Just a stroll."

Mrs. Willett nodded. " Do you good,"

she said, slowly. " What are you going to

wear ?'

Her daughter, still trembling, looked at

her in surprise. " This," she said, touching

her plain brown dress.

Mrs Willett's voice began to tremble.

" It'sâ��it's rather plain," she said. " I like

my daughter to be nicely dressed, especially

when she is going out with her future husband.

Go upstairs and put on your light green."

Miss Willett, paler than ever, gave a hasty

and calculating glance at the clock and dis-

appeared.

" And your new hat," Mrs. Willett called

after her.

She looked at the clock too, and then,

almost as excited as her daughter, began to

move restlessly about the room. Her hands

shook, and going up to the glass over the

mantelpiece she removed her spectacles and

dabbed indignantly at her eyes. By the

time Cecilia returned she was sitting in her

favourite chair, a picture of placid and indif-

ferent old age.

" That's better," she said, with an approv-

ing nod ; " much better."

She rose, and going up to her daughter

rearranged her dress a little. " You look

very nice, dear," she said, with a little cough.

" Mr. Truefitt ought to be proud of you.

Good-bye."

Her daughter kissed her, and then, having

got as far as the door, came back and kissed

her again. She made a second attempt to

depart, and then, conscience proving too

much for her, uttered a stifled sob and came

back to her mother.

" Oh, I can't," she wailed ; " I can't."

" You'll be late," said her mother, pushing

her away. "Good-bye."

" I can't," sobbed Miss Willett; " I can't

doit. I'mâ��I'm deceivingâ��â��"

" Yes, yes,"said the old lady, hastily; "tell

me another time. Good-bye."

She half led and half thrust her daughter

to the door.

" But," said the tender-hearted Cecilia,

"you don't under "

" A walk will do you good," said her

mother ; " and don't cry ; try and look your

best."

She managed to close the door on her, and

her countenance cleared as she heard her

daughter open the hall door and pass out.

Standing well back in the room, she watched

her to the gate, uttering a sharp exclamation

of annoyance as Cecilia, with a woebegone

shake of the head, turned and came up the

path again. A loud tap at the window and a

shake of the head were necessary to drive

her off.



Mrs. Willett gave her a few minutes' start,

and then, in a state of extraordinary excite-

ment, went upstairs and, with fingers trem-

bling with haste, put on her bonnet and cape.

" You're not going out alone at this time o'

the morning, ma'am ? " said the old servant,

as she came down again.

" Just as far as the corner, Martha," said

the old lady, craftily.

" I'd better come with you," said the other.

" Certainly not," said Mrs. Willett. " I'm

quite strong this morning. Go on with your

stoves."

She took up her stick and, opening the

door, astonished Martha by her nimbleness.

At the gate she looked right and left, and for

the first time in her life felt that there were

too many churches in Salthaven. For several

reasons, the chief being that Cecilia's father

lay in the churchyard, she decided to try

St. Peter's first, and, having procured a cab

at the end of the road, instructed the cabman

to drive to within fifty yards of the building

and wait for her.

The church was open, and a peep through

the swing-doors showed her a small group

standing before the altar. With her hand on

her side she hobbled up the stone steps to

the gallery, and, helping herself along by the

sides of the pews, entered the end one of

them all and sank exhausted on the cushions.

The service had just commenced, and the

voice of the minister sounded with unusual

loudness in the empty church. Mr. Truefitt

and Miss Willett stood before him like

culprits, Mr. Truefitt glancing round uneasily

several times as the service proceeded. Twice

the old lavender-coloured bonnet that was

projecting over the side of the gallery drew

back in alarm, and twice its owner held her

breath and rated herself sternly for her ven-

turesomeness. She did not look over again

until she heard a little clatter of steps pro-

ceeding to the vestry, and then, with a hasty

glance round, slipped out of the pew and

made her way downstairs and out of the

church.

Her strength was nearly spent, but the

cabman was on the watch, and, driving up

to the entrance, climbed down and bundled
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her into the cab. The drive was all too

short for her to compose herself as she

would have liked, and she met the accu-

satory glance of Martha with but little of her

old spirit.

" I went a little too far," she said, feebly,

as the servant helped her to the door.

" Red-currant! " said Mrs. Willett, sharply

" Red-currant ! Certainly not. The port."

Martha disappeared, marvelling, to return

a minute or two later with the wine and a

glass on a tray. Mrs. Willett filled her glass

and, whispering a toast to herself, half

emptied it.

"IP YOU LIKE TO CO AND GET A GLASS YOU CAN HAVE A LITTLE DROP YOURSELF."

"What did I tell you?" demanded the

other, and placing her in her chair removed

her bonnet and cape, and stood regarding her

with sour disapproval.

" I'm getting better," said the old lady,

stoutly. " I'm getting my breath back again.

I - I think I'll have a glass of wine."

" Yes, 'm," said Martha, moving off. " The

red-currant ? "

" Martha !" she said, looking round with a

smile.

" Ma'am ! "

" If you like to go and get a glass you can

have a little drop yourself."

She turned and took up her glass again,

and, starting nervously, nearly let it fall as a

loud crash sounded outside. Martha had

fallen downstairs.

(To be continued.)



By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM.

DOZEN lanterns showed him

the sea-stained, rotting steps.

A chorus of hoarse, cheerful

voices bade him welcome. A

score of willing hands dragged

him through a cloud of spray

on to the wave-swept, creaking jetty. Then,

as he stood for a moment to regain his

breath, from somewhere behind in that thick,

black gulf through which he had journeyed

came the sound of a dull grinding, the crash-

ing of timbers, the hideous, far-off shrieking

of human voices. A rocket went hissing up

into the darkness, piercing with a momentary

splendour the black veil.

" By Heaven, she's broken in two ! " a

voice cried. " She's gone ! "

The rescued man turned sharply round.

The light of the rocket was waning, yet he

was just in time to see the slow heeling over

of the huge, indistinguishable mass which a

few hours ago had been a splendid liner.

"You're the last one saved," someone

muttered at his elbow. " The boat's going

back, but it will be too late. God help the

others !"

The rescued man nodded solemnly.

" There are less than half-a-dozen left," he

said, "and they had their chance. It was a

big jump into the boats," he added. " Queer

little cockle-shells they looked, too, from the

deck. I've stood there for the last two hours,

worrying the people in. I've thrown over a

dozen, who dared not jump."

A clergyman pushed his way through the

group. He was drenched to the skin, bare-

headed, and breathless. He carried an old-

fashioned lantern in his left hand. His right

he extended to the dripping man, who stood

there looking like a giant amongst them.

" I've heard of you, sir ! " he exclaimed.

" You're John Waters, I'm sure. You did a

man's work there. There's a mother up at

the vicarage now, with her two children

saved, sobbing over them and blessing you.

You rigged up a windlass, they tell me, and

let them down. I only wish that I had room

at my house for you, sir, but the whole village

is packed."

" You're very good," the man answered.

" I'm used to roughing it, and any place'll do

Vol. xxxvi. â��24.

for me. Somewhere near a fire, for choice ;

your salt water's chilly."

The clergyman raised his lantern and

looked anxiously around the little circle of

faces.

" We're seventy souls in the village," he

said ; " it's nothing but a hamlet, and we've

found beds for over two hundred. We'll fix

you up directly. I've one or two names left

yet upon my list."

A slim woman's figure came battling her

way along the jetty. She heard the clergy-

man's last words, and laid her fingers upon

his arm. He turned sharply round. There

were not many women about that night, and

this one seemed frail and small to battle her

way alone in the storm.

" My dear Miss Cressley ! " he exclaimed.

" How ever did you get here ? "

" I couldn't rest at home," was the quiet

answer. " It was too terrible. And I had

no one to send. I want to be of use. Can't

I take someone inâ��a woman, or some

children ? I have a spare room and a fire

lit ready."

The clergyman gave a little exclamation of

relief.

" My dear lady," he declared, " you are

just in time. Here's our last man, and I

was at my wits' end to know what to do with

him. A hero !" he whispered in her ear.

" He has saved no end of lives there. Bless

you for coming, my dear, brave Miss

Cressley," he added. "It's just like you â��

just the sort of thing you would do."

She gave a little start, and looked doubt-

fully at the tall, dripping figure. In his

soaked clothes, his long brown beard, and

his hair tossed wildly all over his face, he

presented a somewhat singular appearance.

" My dear madam," he said, in his deep

bass voice, " don't please refuse me because

I am not a woman or a child. I'll give you

less trouble than either, I promise you. I

won't smoke or swear. I'll do whatever I

am told, if I can only see something to eat, a

bed, and a fire."

She held on to the railing of the jetty with

both hands. Her voice sounded thin and

quavery against the background of the

storm.
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SHE GAVE A LITTLE STAKT, AND LOOKED UOL'BTFULLV AT THE TALL, DRIPPING FIGUKE.

" I shall be very glad to take you, and to

do what I can," she said, a little^ doubtfully.

" I mentioned a woman or children because

I know more about them and their needs,

and because I live alone. Will you come

this way, sir ? "

He turned and followed her, waving his

hand in answer to the chorus of " Good

nights." They passed down the sea-soaked

jetty between a little line of curious, sympa-

thetic faces, and reached the village. She

led the way up the steep street, and looked

into his face a little timidly.

" My cottage is close here, sir," she said.

" It will only take us a few minutes."

A gust of wind almost swept her off her

feet. He put out a great protecting hand

and steadied her.

" One moment," he said. " Let me help

you. So!"

He turned for a last gaze seawards. There

was no sign of light or life upon the black

chaos of watersâ��nothing save the clouds of

white foam, flung up almost into their faces,

and the sullen roar of the breaking waves.

" God help the rest of them ! " he said,

with a sudden note of reverence in his tone.

Then he turned to his companion.

" Madam," he said, " I am ready."

Together they climbed to the summit of

the hill. She gently disengaged her arm

from his.

" I am so much stronger than I look," she

declared, apologetically. " Really, I can

manage quite well alone. My cottage is the

last upon the left. You can see the light.

We shall be there in a moment."

He walked by her side in silence. She

wondered, with a sudden perturbation,

whether he were offended. His face was

invisible: she could not tell that he was

laughing softly to himself. Perhaps he
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was mistaken in her years. He had taken

her for sixty, at least.

They reached a little wooden gate, over

which he calmly stepped while she fumbled

with the latch, passed up a trim garden path,

and into the tiny hall of the tiniest cottage

he had ever seen. Despite her warning, he

bumped his head upon the ceiling. She

turned up the lamp, and he looked around

him a little ruefully. His size made the

place appear like a doll's house.

" If you will step upstairs," she said,

bravely disregarding his dripping state, " I

will show you your room."

He looked at the stairs, with their neat

carpet and shining brass rods, and he looked

down at himself.

" Look here," he said, " haven't you a

back kitchen where I can strip and have a

rub down? You'll have to lend me a blanket

while my clothes dry. Good Lord ! "

He was looking at her in blank surprise.

" Is anythingâ��the matter ? " she asked,

frightened.

He burst out laughing.

" Nothing !" he answered. " Only I

thought that you were a little old lady ! "

She blushed desperately, and thrust back

the curly waves of fair hair which had escaped

in the wind. She was certainly not more

than thirty or thirty-five, slim, with nice

features and grey eyes, colourless, perhaps a

little unnoticeable.

The laugh died away. He stood and

looked after her as she turned to ascend the

stairs, as one might look at a ghost.

"There are some clothes here which

belonged to my father," she said. " Will you

go into the room on the left? It is the

kitchen."

" It is the little Cressley girl, of course,"

he said to himself, as he stood on the red

tiles and reached out towards the fire. " Little

Mary Cressley! Shy little baby she used

to be."

Suddenly the smile spread once more over

his face.

" Great Scot! I kissed her once!" he

muttered. "Good thing she doesn't recog-

nise me!"

She came back in a few moments with a

bottle and an armful of clothes. He decided

that she had been practising a severe expres-

sion in the glass, but she avoided meeting

his eyes.

" My father was a minister," she said,

" and he was not quite so large as you ; but

you must please do the best you can with

these clothes. There is a bottle of brandy

here, and some hot water in the kettle there.

When you have changed your clothes, if you

will call out, I will come and get supper

ready."

He looked at the clothes, clerical and

severe in cut, with a grin. She turned her

back upon him and went out. He helped

himself to the brandy and hot water, and

then commenced to strip off his things. All

the time he laughed to himself softly. He

remembered the Rev. Hiram Cressley well,

and the idea of wearing his garments

appealed to his sense of humour.

He called out to her as soon as he was

ready. She kept her face averted when she

entered, but he could have sworn that he saw

the corners of her mouth twitch.

" If you would step into the sitting-room,"

she said, " I will prepare supper."

He shuddered at the thought of the

sitting-room.

" I'm such a clumsy fellow," he said.

"I shall break half your pretty things.

Couldn't we have supper in here ?"

"Just as you like," she said, struggling to

hide her relief.

He dragged the table into the middle of

the room.

" Come on," he said; " I'm going to help."

In the night the wind died away, and the

storm passed down the Channel, leaving

behind a piteous trail of disasters, small and

large. John Garland opened his window, and

looked out with a little exclamation of amaze-

ment. The sky was a soft deep blue; the

sunshine lay everywhere upon the picturesque

village, with its red roofs and grey cottages,

its background of hills and rolling moors.

From the little garden below, all ablaze with

colour, came sweet rushes of perfumeâ��of

lavender, of roses and pinks, all dashed and

drooping with their burden of raindrops,

glittering like diamonds in the sunshine.

Garland drank it all in with delight.

" England at last! " he murmured, as he

began to prepare for his ablutions. " Lord,

what a doll's house this is ! I feel as though

I were going through the floor."

He dressed rapidly and hurried into the

garden. Miss Cressley was there, busy tying

up some of her dashed flowers. She started

a little at his hearty greeting, and avoided his

eyes. All night long her conscience had

been troubling her. The memory of that

supper was like a delightful scourge. She

had been much too friendly. She had

quite forgotten the impropriety of the

whole thing, and had laughed and talked
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almost like a girl again. With the morning

reflection had comeâ��reflection like a cold

douche. And with it other things ! The

perfume of the flowers, the soft west wind,

the aftermath, perhaps, of the joyous evening,

were creeping into her blood. Had she

done anything so desperately wrong after all ?

It was the vicar himself who had sent this

man to her. As she well knew, every cottage

in the village was full. Still, her cheeks went

furiously red at the sound of his voice.

" Why ! " he exclaimed, " forgive me !

Good morning !"

Her eyes questioned him.

" You look different, somehow," he

explained. " Forgive my noticing it. I've

been so long in a world where manners don't

count, that I've forgotten mine."

Her cheeks burned. She could not remain

unconscious of what he meant. She had

arranged her hair differentlyâ��she was tired

of the old wayâ��and her white dress was

certainly her most becoming one. The cluster

of lilac, too, which she had drawn through her

waistbandâ��it was so seldom that it pleased

her to wear flowers !

" Won't you come in to breakfast ?" she

said, shyly.

" Breakfast! Hurrah ! " he answered.

" I'm afraid I'm eating you out of house

and home, Miss Cressley."

She led the way into the sitting-room,

which seemed to him more than ever like a

chamber in a doll's house. He sat very

gingerly upon his chair, and was afraid even

to move his legs. The moment the meal

was over he escaped into the garden and

produced a pipe.

" I'm off to the village," he announced,

" to see some of the people. Won't you

come ? "

" Thank you," she answered, " I have

things to do in the house."

" I'll do the marketing," he announced.

" I'll send some things up for dinner."

" It is not in the least necessary," she

declared, with her chin in the air.

He laughed in her face.

" Necessary or not," he declared, " either

I do the marketing or I dine at the inn."

He was an impossible person to argue

withâ��so big and strong and forceful. The

things he said seemed somehow right because

he said them. She gave in, and the magni-

tude of his purchases amazed her. He

brought them up himself, wearing a ready-

made suit of fisherman's clothes, and carrying

the clerical garments in which he had started

the day in a parcel under his arm. He took

not the slightest notice of her protests, and

he spent the next hour between the kitchen

and the garden, strolling about with his hands

in his pockets and an air of being absolutely

at home.

Three days passedâ��four. As yet he had

not even alluded to his possible departure.

At first she had wondered, had been gently

troubled as to what the villagers might be

saying about her entertainment of this good-

humoured, easy-going giant. Gradually the

place was being emptied of its unusual

crowds. Surely, she thought, he must speak

soon of his departure ! And, with a sudden

start of mingled shame and alarm, she realized

that she dreaded the very thought of his

absence.

She fled into her room and locked the

door. With blurred eyes and beating heart

she looked out seawards and fought against

this follyâ��this folly which seemed to her so

egregious, so unmaidenly. For ten years â��

ever since her father's deathâ��she had lived

there alone a life of prim and delicate orderli-

ness, quietly useful to many peopleâ��a life, it

seemed to her now, colourless, flat, impos-

sible. She looked in the glass. Yes, she was

a young woman still! Her cheeks were still

pink, her eyes bright, her hair soft and full.

With trembling fingers she took it down,

rearranged it more after the fashion of her

youthful days, and pinned a ribbon around her

throatâ��ribbon of the colour which matched

her eyes. After all, she was a woman. She

had not sought this thingâ��it had come

unbidden, undesired, she told herself, breath-

lessly. She had a right to do what she was

doing. Nevertheless, her cheeks were hot

with shame when she saw him again.

He was standing in the garden, reading a

telegram, with a frown upon his face. She

went out to him shyly, and he looked at her

for a moment in amazementâ��as one might

look at a ghost.

" Whyâ��why, what have you done to your-

self?" he exclaimed. "You grow younger

every day ! If only I could do the same,"

he continued, with a twinkle in his eyes,

" you might remember the farmer's son as

well as I remember the minister's daughter ! "

She started. Then a wave of recollection

came to her. There had always seemed

something familiar about his tone and

manner.

" Why," she gasped, " you are John Gar-

landâ��John who ran away from home !"

He smiled.

" I kissed you once, Mary," he said, " up

the lane there."
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She blushed furiously.

" I do not remember it," she said, men-

daciouslyâ��a statement which was scarcely

likely to be true, considering that it was

the only embrace to which she had ever

submitted.

" I'd like " he began, and stopped.

She was stooping over her roses.

" You have been away a long time," she

said, softly.

" A long time," he repeated. " Every-

one seems to be dead and gone. I am

afraid I shall find the old country a lonely

place."

"Luncheon is

ready,"shesaid. "Shall

we go in ? "

Afterwards he pro

duced the telegram.

" This afternoon,"

he said, calmly, " I

must go."

She caught at her

breath. She could not

keep the frightened

look from her eyes,

but she was able to

control her tone.

" Isn't it a little

sudden ? " she asked.

He nodded

gloomily.

" I'm a man of

affairs now," he said,

"and I'm wanted."

She saw him off.

She scarcely heard his

farewell words. Every

faculty she possessed

was devoted to the

desperate effort of pre-

serving her secret. She

saw him go, felt the

touch of his fingers,

heard the sound of

his kindly voice, and

turned away a little

abruptly, just in time

to hide the blinding

tears. Then she walked

back to her cottage,

seeing no one, walkr

ing like one stumbling

through a dream. It

was very quiet, very

peaceful, there. The

smell of tobacco still

lingered about her

tiny hall. There was

Her knees shook as she fled

nothing else,

up the stairs to her room.

Tragedy that year came not only from the

sea, but from the land, to the little village of

Pargeth. Dinneford's bank failed in the

neighbouring town, and half the village lost

their savings. Mary Cressley lost more. She

lost everything. When the winter came, and

the worst was known, she fotind herself face

to face with ruin.

She went to her landlord, a red-faced,

sporting solicitor of bibulous habits. She

had known him all her life, and hated him.
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He had been expecting her visit, and received

her a little grimly in his bare, untidy office.

He interrupted her timid explanations.

" I know all about it, Mary Cressley," he

said. " Your money is lostâ��Dinneford's will

never pay a farthingâ��and you can't pay

your rent, eh?"

" Not just yet," she admitted.

" Not just yet or ever," he interrupted.

" How should you pay it ? You've got

nothing."

" I was going to ask you to wait for a little

time, and I would try and get some lodgers,"

she said.

He laughed scornfully.

" You'd get no one before the summer,"

he said ; " and how do you suppose you're

going to live and pay your rent out of

boarders ? "

" I can't think of anything else," she said,

desperately.

" I can," he answered. " You must do

what you'd have done years ago if you'd been

a sensible womanâ��marry me !"

She rose at once to her feet.

" That," she declared, " is impossible."

" Is it ?" he answered. " Well, then, it's

also impossible for me to wait for my rent.

I'll give you a week."

She went away without a word. For three

days she hesitated. Then she sat down and

wrote to John Garland. He had spoken

truthfully when he said that he had become

a man of affairs. His name was everywhere

in the papers lately â�� the new Colonial

millionaire, the owner of gold-mines and

townships. Pargeth, it seemed, had enter-

tained a Prince in disguise.

She wrote the letter, and as soon as she

had finished it she tore it up. Her head

was buried in her arms.

" I can't ! " she moaned. " I can't ! "

Then legal documents came to terrify her.

A man made an inventory of all she

possessedâ��a man who handled her precious

pieces of china as though they had been jam-

pots, and even counted her household linen.,

The terror came again ! She thought of the

workhouseâ��the cold, grey building on the

hillsideâ��its bare rooms, the long-drawn-out

days of agony. Again she wrote to John

Garland. This time she would have posted

the letter, but Fate sent in her way a news-

paper. She learned that he had purchased a

great country estate, and announced his

intention of marrying. The name of the

lady was mentioned â�� the daughter of a

poverty-stricken peer, a reigning beauty for

several seasons.

Mary tore up her letter and went down to

look at the sea. If only she had the courage!

Her landlord, Peter Sewell, came once

moreâ��the night before the sale. He was

flushed, and he smelt of drink. He talked

in a loud voice, and he had a good deal to

say about her folly. In the end she turned

him out of the house. It was her last luxury,

and she enjoyed it.

There were barely a score of people at the

sale. Amongst them was the vicar, flushed

and anxious, with a little list in his hand

which he kept consulting. When the

auctioneer mounted his chair the vicar for

a moment intervened.

" May I," he said, turning to face the few

people, " say just one word ? You all know "

the painful circumstances under which this

sale has become necessary. You all know

very well our dear friend, Miss Mary Cressley.

A few of us have subscribed to buy her furni-

ture, and thus keep a home for her amongst

us until the spring. Pargeth, unfortunately,

is not a rich place, and the sum which we

have been able to collect is, after all, very

small. But I should like you all to know

that when I bid, I bid for those who wish

to return to this dear lady her few house-

hold goods."

There was a sympathetic murmur from the

bystanders, a nod of approval from the

auctioneer, and a growl from Sewell. A red-

faced lady, who kept the inn, turned indig-

nantly towards him.

" What I say is, let the poor lady keep her

bits and bobs of furniture !" she exclaimed.

" Who'd be the better off for them, I should

like to know ? And what's a matter of a bit

of rent behind, eh ? Hasn't she lived here

respectable, and paid her way, all her life ?

Shame on them as is pressing her like this,

I say."

Sewell turned upon them all a little

fiercely.

"Look here," he said, "there's been

enough of this sentimental rot. This is a

business meeting. Get on with the sale,

Cobb. If any of you think you're going to

indulge in a little cheap charity, you're

wrong. I'm here to buy myself. Now then,

Cobb."

The sale proceeded. The vicar bid timidly

for the first few lots. Sewell scornfully out-

bid him and secured them. Then there was

a commotion outside. A great motor-car

had swung up to the door. A man, head

and shoulders taller than most of them,

pushed his way in.
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" What the devil's the meaning of this ? "

he exclaimed, looking around.

The vicar recognised the new-comer and

scented a friend. He ignored the expletive.

In a few words he made the situation clear.

" Right! " John Garland said, leaning his

back against the wall. " You can leave the

bidding to me, vicar. I'll take a hand in

this."

Sewell glared across the room.

" Cobb," he said, turning to the auctioneer,

"remember this is a cash affair. You

can't take bids from strangers without the

money."

John Garland laughed dryly, though there

was little sign of humour in his face.

" My name is John Garland," he said.

"I've a thousand pounds in my pocket, a

few hundred thousands in the bank, and a

few millions behind that. Like to examine

these notes, Mr. Auctioneer ?" he added,

holding a packet out to him.

The auctioneer waved them away.

"Quite satisfactory, Mr. Garland," he

said.

" Go on with the sale," Sewell shouted.

"Confound you! I'll make you pay for

your interference !"

No one else thought of bidding. Without

turning a hair John Garland paid twenty

pounds for a tea-pot and seventeen for a

china ornament. Then came the piano.

Sewell started it with an evil smile.

" Ten pounds ! " he said.

"Absurd!" Garland murmured. "Twenty!"

"Thirty!" Sewell replied.

" Fifty ! " Garland bid.

The room became breathlessly still. These

were sums which belonged to fairyland. The

last bid was Sewell'sâ��one hundred and

forty pounds. Garland paused for a moment

" Is that Mr. Sewell's bid ? " he asked.

"Yes, sir," the auctioneer answered,

waiting.

Garland leaned over and struck a few

notes upon the pianoâ��a miserable, worn-out

affair, barely worth the amount of the first

bid. He shook his head.

" I don't believe Miss Cressley cares about

this piano much," he said. " Half the notes

seem to be gone, too. I think I'll let Mr.

Sewell have it."

There was an instant's breathless silenceâ��

then an angry exclamation from Sewell,

drowned in a roar of laughter from

the company. The auctioneer's hammer

descended.

" It's a rascally swindle !" Sewell roared.

" I sha'n't pay for it. Put it up again."

John Garland smiled.

" I certainly didn't pledge my word to buy

everything," he said. " I dare say there'll be

pickings for you, Mr. Sewell."

Sewell flung himself out of the room, and

the sale was over in half an hour. The

vicar wrung John Garland's hand.

" God bless you, sir! " he said. " You

couldn't find a better use for your money

than this, I promise you. She's the sweetest,

most unselfish little lady that ever breathed."

"Glad to hear you say so, sir," Garland

answered. " I'm going to marry her to-

morrow."

The vicar looked amazed.

" My dear Mr. Garland ! " he exclaimed.

" Quite correct," Garland continued. " I've

a special licence here. I suppose you can

arrange it some time to-morrow ? "

The vicar took the document into his

fingers.

" To-morrow is Christmas Eve," he said,

"and they'll be busy decorating all day. But

I dare say we can manage it," he added, with

a smile. " By the by, is it a secret ? "

" You can tell anyone you like," John

Garland answered, "except Miss Cressley,

in case you should see her first."

" Doesn't she know ? " the vicar gasped.

" Not yet! " John Garland answered.

Late in the evening Mary Cressley came

stealing back from the farm on the moors

where she had spent most of the day. A

fine snow was falling, and a cold wind blew

through her thin clothes. She remembered

that there would be no furniture nor any fire

in her stripped home, and a sob came into

her throat. Perhaps they would have left a

rug or somethingâ��her clothes she was not

sure about. Tears dimmed her eyes as she

made her way down the little lane. It was

her last home-coming.

Below were the lights of the villageâ��

cheerful enoughâ��the ringers were practising

a Christmas peal, the sound of the bells came

with extraordinary distinctness through the

clear air. Then she turned the corner and

gave a little start of surprise. There were

lights in her own cottage. Some neighbours

must be there !

She walked more slowly. When she

reached the gate she peered in, and her

heart almost stopped beating. The furniture

was all there! Nothing had been taken

away !

She began to tremble. She scarcely knew

how she pushed open the door. From the

kitchen came a pleasant smell of cooking â��
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the parlour door was open. She peered in.

A great figure rose from his knees.

" It's this infernal grate again," said a

familiar voice. " I can't make the thing go.

Never mind. Supper's ready in the kitchen."

She swayed upon her feet.

" Mr. Garland ! " she exclaimed.

" May as well call me John," he answered,

"as we're going to be married to-morrow."

She fell into his arms. Her hat was

crushed, and the little fair curls came

tumbling over her ears. He took the pale

face in his strong hands, and kissed her upon

the lips.

" Mary, you little fool," he said, " why

didn't you send for me ? "

" I don't know," she murmured, weakly.

" I thought you were going to be married."

" So I am, to you, to-morrow," he answered.

" I've fixed it up with the vicar. Come in to

supper and I'll tell you all about it."

He led her out of the room, his arm

around her waist. She forgot that she had

ever been wet and cold and lonely. For a

moment she believed that she had died upon

the moor and been taken up into heaven.

And then he kissed her once more upon the

lips, and she knew that she was on earth !
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is impossible," writes the

Hon. John Collier to Thk

Strand Magazine, "to paint

any picture about which ques-

tions cannot be asked. One

cannot explain everything in a

picture as one can in a story. I endeavour to

tell my story as plainly and as definitely as I

can, but the limitations of painting prevent

the explanation being exhaustive. It is true

that people do ask more questions about my

pictures than about many others ; but I

think that is only because I treat subjects of

general human interest. But the one thing I

want to avoid is to be enigmatical, and yet

the Press will take up the parrot-cry of

'problem ' till they bid fair to ruin my reputa-

t on as an artist, and to represent me as

pandering to the vulgar curiosity of the

crowd.

"I must protest against the term 'problem.'

My pictures are the outcome of a theory that

artists should preferably paint their own

times, and also that the portrayal of emotion

is a very important part of painting. Conse-

quently I like to paint little dramas of every-

day life, and to paint them as they really

happen, with a studious avoidance of ex-

aggeration and theatricality. And then they

call me ' sensational' and talk drivel about

' problems.' "

One recalls the theory of the Chinaman

who had a copy of "A Marriage of Con-

venience " hung up in his house at Shanghai.

His idea of the story was that wife No. 2

had stripped and beaten wife No. 1 and

donned her garments !

Here is what the artist himself says :â��

" The interpretation of the ' Mariage de

Convenance' is simple enough. The wed-

ding-dress is laid out on the bed, so it is the

eve of the wedding. The mother has come

'A MARRIAGE OF CONVENIENCE."

Bv The HON. JOHN COLLIER.

Vol. XXXvl â�� 25.

Copyright, 1907, by Photographische Gcsellschaft.

(By permission of the Berlin Photographic Co., 133, New Bond Street, London. W.)
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THE MEYER "MADONNA." By HANS HOLBEIN.

(From a Photograph by Franz Hanfstacngl.)

in, and finds her daughter in despair. She

tells her not to be a little fool. The mother

is simply contemptuous. She knows her

daughter will go through with it when it

comes to the point.

" I admit at once that there are other

explanations possible (even that of the China-

man !); but my point is that, far from wilfully

setting a puzzle, I have done my best to

make things clear. I think most people of

average intelligence and with not too subtle

minds would understand the picture as 1

have meant it.

" As I have said before, it is impossible to
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explain everything in a picture as one can

explain it in writing. On the other hand,

the picture can make a.more direct and vivid

appeal to the emotions than can literature,

and it would be a great pity if artists were

never to make this appeal. My aim is to

make people feel, and sometimes to think,

hut never to puzzle them. If 1 do puzzle

them, it is against my wish and merely owing

to the inevitable limitations of my art.

" I want my point of view to be put to the

public. So far it has been mostly misrepre-

sented. There is one little consolation that

I give myself : I think it probable that people

tions? It is only human nature, when one

is perplexed how to explain a scene in a

play, a poem, or a picture, to ask what the

author himself intended to convey. In this

sense problem pictures are centuries oldâ��

probably as old as painting itself. Many of

the Venetian and Florentine masters painted

problem pictures. Any picture in which

there is a pronounced difference of opinion

as to the meaning is a problem picture.

Holbein's masterpiece, the Meyer Madonna,

in Darmstadt, one of the finest pictures in

the world, is also one of the most celebrated

problem pictures. Whole volumes have been

"THE AWAKENING."

(By permission of the Committee of the Bristol Art Gallery.)

By T. C. GOTCH.

ask most questions about the pictures that

most interest them. The questions are

generally silly, but I hope that the interest

is genuine."

It must be confessed that the term

" problem " as applied to a picture whose

exact significance does not at once leap to

the eye is not very felicitous.

Yet, find fault with the term as we will,

what other is there which expresses a

work of art in which the artist's meaning

is capable of several different interpreta-

written to propound, defend, or oppose a

given meaning ; the greatest minds in liurope,

including Tieck, Schlegel, and Ruskin, have

pronounced varied opinions, and yet the

painter's meaning is no nearer elucidation

than it was nearly four centuries ago.

The Meyer Madonna in the old schloss of

Darmstadt, belonging to the Grand Duke of

Hesse, is one of the great sacred pictures of

the world. It represents the Burgomaster of

Basle, Jacob Meyer, and his family kneeling

in adoration at the feet of the Virgin Mary.
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For reasons already mentioned a number

of suggestions, more or less improbable, have

been made as to the inner meaning of the

painting. It has been suggested that it is a

votive picture to commemorate the recovery

of a sick child. This idea is carried still

farther by others, who say that the infant in

the Madonna's arms is the soul of a dead

child, while a third interpretation is that it is

the soul of the woman kneeling next to the

Virgin, who is supposed to have recently

died. Other explanations have been given,

but they are all sentimental refinements of

modern German criticism, first voiced by

Tieck and Schlegel, which might not have

mother, saying ' Farewell.'" "The simplest

explanation," says Mr. Arthur B. Chamber-

lain, "and the most probable, is that it is

merely an ordinary picture of Virgin and

Child with the donors in adoration, and it is

splendid enough in its simplicity without the

need of any refined subtleties added to it by

Teutonic sentimentalists."

Roughly, all allegorical pictures are

problem pictures. They only differ in the

degree with which the artist's meaning may-

be divined. One of the difficulties which

face the spectator of such an admirable

canvas as that of Mr. T. C. Gotch is to

separate flesh and blood figures from

occurred to them if they had studied the

original instead of the copy.

Ruskin was on the side of the sentimen-

talists. He says (Comhill Magazine, i860):

" The received tradition respecting the

Holbein Madonna is beautiful, and I believe

the interpretation to be true. A father and

mother have prayed to her for the life of

their sick child. She appears to them, her

own Child in her arms. She puts down her

Christ before them, takes their child into her

arms instead ; it lies down upon her bosom

and stretches its hands to its father and

spirits or mere hallucination â�� products

of reverie. Are the three figures in " The

Awakening" actually seen by the young

girl who sits apart, or is she merely look-

ing into space and the figures introduced

by the artist merely as an allegory of the

three important stages of a woman's life?

Or are they the product of a day-dream ?

Or, again, is the explanation to be found in

the words of one critic, " In this beautiful

canvas" (which hangs in the Bristol Art

Gallery) "we are shown the presiding angels

of female childhood, girlhood, and maternity
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suddenly appearing to a maiden into whose

heart human love has for the first time found

a lodgment" ?

When the late J. B. Burgess, R.A., was

sojourning in Spain the spectacle of the

public letter-writer suggested to his mind the

subject of one of his most popular pictures.

It occurred to him in the progress of the

design to hint at a pleasant little drama, in

which the scribe should figure as an inter-

mediary ; but he was quite unprepared for

the universal interest and discussion which

the finished canvas excited. " The Spanish

Letter-Writer" is, in truth, a fair sample of

the pleasing problem picture beloved of the

public for its suggestion of romance in every-

day life, and which is always present in one

form or another at every exhibition at Bur-

I

"THE ROOM WITH THE SECRET DOOR."

lington House. Several descriptions of the

"meaning" of the picture were published,

Wilkie Collins wrote a short story around

the incident, and a large number of letters

reached the artist, either asking him to tell

his correspondents what the young woman

was doing or about to do, or offering him

their own versions of the "story." One of

these latter was considered so ingenious an

"explanation " of his work that Burgess good-

humouredly adopted it in lieu of his own,

â�¢which he confessed was " rather vague " :â��

" Old Pedro Ricote was the public scribe

of Valladolid. One day there came to him a

maidenâ��beauteous, but illiterateâ��request-

ing him to indite for her a letter to a young

soldier, Antonio, who had long paid her

court. The correspondence went on

famously until, in Antonio's absence, another

suitor appeared. Inez had at last to choose

between the two. Summoning the old

scribe, her family gathered round to hear

the result. Which would she choose ?

Would old Pedro advise ? The old man

trembled, but refused. In the midst of the

scene the second suitor appears, trusting that

Inez will send Number One his conge. An

old woman bends to whisper in Pedro's ear.

Inez catches the fateful words : ' Tell her,

simpleton, that her absent lover is your own

son !' Tableau ! "

By MISS JESSIE MACGREGOR.

As to vagueness, either in intention or

title, a great critic has told us that " all in-

spiration is vague ;. when it is definite the

Divine afflatus becomes a mere vulgar

piping." Of "The Room with the Secret

1 >oor " the artist writes : " I purposely left

the title a little vague, as by so doing the

interest is heightened and people can make

their own story and give their own explana-

tion," and consequently many versions of the

scene depicted appeared.

" The scene of the picture which I called

'The Room with the Secret D001,'" con-
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â�¢TOO LATE.'

(By courtesy of Messrs. Geo. Bell & Sous.)

Bv W. L. WINDUS.

tinues the painter, " is a fine old house in the

Midlandsâ��built in the time of James I. It

is a rabbit-warren of a placeâ��quite honey-

combed with secret passages â�� and in the

thickness of the walls are, or were when I

was there, at least two secret chambers, used

in the troublous times of the Civil Wars by

fugitives in hiding. Between two of my

visits there one of these rooms was opened

outâ��and I have myself slept in itâ��it is a

good-sized chamber, about thirteen feet by

twelve feet. Still another room, concealed

in the wall behind the great fireplace in the

hall which I have painted, is known to exist,

but it has not been explored.

" Although anyone may interpret the

picture as they choose, yet," says Miss

MacGregor, " I may state that Cromwell's

Ironsides are seen through the windows to

be approaching the house. They will search

it from rafter to cellar to find the Cavalier

who is hidden behind the wainscot. The

lady of the mansion, just risen from supper,

and who is nearly interested in the individual
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THE INTERCEPTED LETTER."

(By permission of the Artist.)

Bv W.

KRITH, R.A.

whom she has concealed, is nerving herself

up to parry the questions which she knows

will be forthcoming."

It is doubtful if many so-called problem

pictures evoked more interest than that of the

pre-Raphaelite painter, W. L. Windus, entitled

"Too I^ate." When it was first publicly

exhibited one cry went up, " What did it

mean? Was it mother and daughter? Was

it lover and mistress ? Was it husband and

wife ? Was the little girl their child ? Had

the man come back to marry the woman ?

Had the woman returned to marry the man,

only to find him married to another ? Why

was it too late?" Then the artist himselT

came forward, or someone on his behalf,

to say that he had endeavoured to represent

"a poor girl in the last stage of consump-

tion, whose lover had gone away, to return

at last, led by a little child, when it was

' too late.'"

Similarly, Mr. Frith, R.A., had no sooner

shown his " The Intercepted Letter" than

he became a target for the curious inter-

rogations of the curious. One would have

thought that the " story" was here fairly
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simple; yet not so simple as to prevent

numerous differing constructions to be put

upon it. To show that this was really the

case, a wag of the day, supposed to be the

painter's friend, Mark Lemon, drew up the

following alternative dramatis persona of

" The Intercepted Letter," by William Powell

Frith, Esq., R.A. :â�� .

DRAMATIS PERSON/E.

The Ladv.

Wife : I Writing to her Parents.

Sweetheart : f Writing to another Man.

Invalid : Receiving Extortionate Physician's Hill.

Fair Litigant : Receiving Extortionate Solicitor s Hill.

Sister : Trying to save her lirother.

The Gentleman.

Husband : \ Writing to his Parents.

Lover : / Writing to another Woman.

Physician : Endeavouring to obtain payment of Extortionate

Bill.

Solicitor : Endeavouring to obtain (jayment of Extortionate Hill.

Hrother : Trying lo save Sister.

Many of my readers may remember the

stir caused by Mr. Yeames's picture,

" Defendant and Counsel," some dozen

years ago. So widespread was the interest

it excited that it was bought by the pro-

prietors of the Graphic newspaper, who (in

the words of the artist) " offered a prize to

their readers for the best explanation of the

subject of the picture, appointing me to

award it, which I did, after reading many

letters." Some of these explanations were

very far-fetched indeed, one correspondent

giving it as his opinion that the woman had

committed murder and had involuntarily

betrayed her crime to counsel ! Lawyers

took the matter up and wrote letteis to the

papers, showing the impossibility of such a

scene taking place, as silk and stuff gowns-

men do not confer in a client's presence.

" I beg to say," Mr. Yeames now writes

us, " that the scene of my picture of

' Defendant and Counsel' is supposed to

take place in one of the consulting - rooms

attached to a court of law, where counsel

and clients meet at intervals to discuss how

the case should be carried on.

" My only idea," he continues, " when

painting the picture was to depict the

eagerness of counsel to obtain from the

lady defendant information on a point on

which the defence depended, and the un-

willingness of the lady to enlighten them,

lest by doing so she should compromise a

friend of hers."

Thus we see the force of Mr. Collier's

contention, that a painter paints as experience

and imagination suggest, but that "the

limitations of painting prevent the ex-

planation being exhaustive." The proper

course is to select the most plausible and

impressive solution, and forthwith to present

the same to the artist, who may be just

as grateful for such an interpretation as

anyone else.

"DEFENDANT AND COUNSEL."

By W. F. YEAMES, R.A.

(By permission of the Proprietors of the Graphic.')



DOUBLE

By H. C.

ISS LEIGH was the admira-

tion of three parishes. Not

because of her beauty. Ilsley,

Wepley, and Norton Under-

wood are too respectable to

admire that. She was indeed

handsomeâ��opulently handsome ; but, as my

aunt has always insisted, you do not notice

that in a thoroughly good girl.

The eldest daughter who is a mother to

her brothers and sisters is traditionally and

justly honoured of women and men. In

Ilsley (whereof her father is rector), in

Wepley, and in Norton Underwood you

could not speak of Miss Leigh without

hearing how admirable a mother she made.

Ilsley rectory is set in a pleasant land, a

land of orchard-clad hills and dark meadows,

of rich red earth. On a day of splendid

summer, when the hot air was laden with the

breath of honeysuckle and meadow-sweet,

Miss Leigh came briskly â�� she was always

briskâ��across the broad mead. The sound

of whistling assailed her. As a mother, Miss

Leigh disapproved of whistling. Also the

tune was undesirably flippant:â��

Of all the girls that are so smart

There's none like pretty Sally ;

She is the darling of my heart,

And she lives in our alley.

Crossing the stile into Hilder's five-acre,

Miss Leigh beheld the musician. In the

shade of the hedge he sat surveying three

or four men who laboured at an excavation.

He was in his shirt-sleeves, which and the

rc:t of him were much smeared with red

earth. He ceased to whistle, and drank

largely from a mug.

Miss Leigh passed by with reproof in her

gait.

It was thrown away. The musician, sighing

satisfaction over his empty mug, observed her

energy with awe ; but he quite failed to per-

ceive that she disapproved of him. Then he

forgot all about her and entered his excava-

tion and joined in the work. A large

rounded stone was thrown up. He yelled a

halt to his labourers ; he sat down on the

edge of the trench and contemplated with joy

that drum of sandstone, for on it spirals and

the chevron pattern and a human face were

rudely graven.

In this enthusiastic person you behold Mr.

Jerome Kemp, Fellow of All Saints' College,

VoLjumvLâ��26.

BAILEY.

Oxford, known to a few as an archaeologist

and to more as number three in two winning

Oxford crews. His interest in excavation is

said by the sneering to be hereditary, for his

grandfather was a navvy. But he was a navvy

in the railway boom of the 'forties, and swiftly

became a contractor and amassed much

money. This was increased in the next

generation, and passing to Jerome Kemp

enabled him to devote himself to archaeology,

a pursuit in which bread and butter are

difficultly obtained.

Now Jerome Kemp, coming from Oxford

to excavate the long barrows of Midshire,

bore with him letters of introduction to the

clergy of the district. Well content with the

sandstone drum as a result for his first day's

labour, he made an end early. Cleansed

and decently clothed he betook himself to

Ilsley rectory. He knew nothing of the

motherly daughter. The rector, who is not

only human, but a scholar and a little of an

archreologist, made him very welcome, and

the two talked Oxford and the Stone Age

with delight. The motherly daughter was

still out. But as the talk grew quicker, and

"Hissarlik" and " Gaoidheal " and " mesa-

ticephalic" and "non-Aryan" resounded

across the study, a dainty face looked in at

the window and a low voice said, " Father,

have you forgotten Mrs. Binks ? "

" Bless my soul ! " The rector started up.

" Entirely, entirely. Pray, Mr. Kemp, let my

little girl give you a cup of tea. If my

eldest daughter were here nowâ��she is really

the house-motherâ��butâ��wellâ��Nora, this is

Mr. Kemp, the distinguished archaeologist."

Mr. Kemp heard a very shy " How do you

do ? " and, as he bowed, saw dark brown eyes

in the dainty face and a lissom form below.

Then he was walking beside it to the drawing-

room while the rector fled to the sick-bed

of Mrs. Binks. In the drawing-room they

sat stiffly, and Kemp tried to make conversa-

tion. He was very badly assisted. Nora

said " Yes " and " No," and looked at her lap.

Through a moment of silence Kemp eyed

her critically. " Shall I also remember a

Mrs. Binks ? " he asked.

Nora looked up swiftly, blushing, undecided

whether to stammer excuses or let him go.

Jerry Kemp is no more beautiful than any

other clean-limbed man of twelve stone, but

his smile has conquered the Christian Cretan
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"a dainty kack lookkd in at thk window.

That smile now 1

>aving tea in

Kemp sprang up.

> " said Nora,

and the Scotch shepherd

met Nora.

" Would you mind awfully

the garden ? " said Nora.

"The children will all be there,

doubtfully.

" I'm very well behaved," said Kemp.

Nora was persuaded to smile. " You see,

I promised them I'd have tea with them,

and I hale breaking promises to children."

Kemp limkril down gravely at the dainty,

Innocent lace " It's brutal," he said.

Norn went lightly out by the window, ami

at once two small

persons embraced

her skirts, crying,

" Nony, have you

got rid of the

man ? ""

" Oh, hush ! "

cried Nora, far too

late, and turned

blushing delici-

ously to Kemp.

"Please don't

mind." Kemp

laughed, so Nora

laughed too.

" These terrible

people are Gilbert

and Molly, Mr.

Kemp."

Two little brown'

hands were thrust

out, and, as he

took them, "I

may have some

tea, mayn't I ?"

said Kemp.

The frank eyes

of two flushed little

faces examined

the archaeologist critically. " We

should like you to, please," said

Molly.

So four happy people went off

through the gardenâ��that garden

of old-world flowers, roses and

stocks and cloves. Round the

sweet-brier hedge they came, and

down to the live turf of the lawn; they saw

the river below, silver and black in broken

light. The tea-table was set by the grey

trunks of two noble beeches. Kemp dropped

down to a long chair and gave himself up

to delight.

A very correct young gentleman, black-

coated, Kton-collared, and also plump and fair,

came over the lawn. He was presented to

Kemp as Wilfrid, and was extremely old in

manner. He looked severely at Gilbert.

" Mabel told you not to wear a flannel shirt

in the afternoon, Gilbert," said he, conscious

of virtue and starch.

Gilbert, comfortable in a limp shirt un-

buttoned at his small neck, wriggled. " Mabel

tells me such a lot of fings," he remarked.

" You ought to listen," said Wilfrid, and

directed his stare to Nora. His smaller sister,

Molly, looked battle at him. After a little

of that, "Nora, Mabel doesn't approve of our

having tea with company,"said Wilfrid, sternly.
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" You needn't," Molly snapped.

" It's very good of you to put us all right,

Wilfrid," said Nora, gently, and turned from

the virtuous child to Kemp. " Where did you

say you had been excavating, Mr. Kemp ? "

" One of the long barrows in the field they

call Hilder's five-acre."

" Oo ! Where ve fairies are ! " Gilbert

cried.

Wilfrid gave a superior laugh. " He's the

baby, you know," he explained to Kemp.

" He believes in fairies."

" I know vere are fairies," said Gilbert,

placidly. " Aren't vere, Nony ?"

Nora evaded the question. " Did you

find any fairies in the barrow, Mr. Kemp?"

she asked.

" I found what they'd left."

"Oo! Tell, tell!" Gilbert cried, and

Molly, " Please tell! " Kemp consulted

Nora's eyes.

" We all like stories," said Nora.

So Kemp began to talk of what was in the

long barrows and of the folk who built them.

He told of a strange England, an England all

forest and marsh, and he peopled it with

little men and women whose weapons and

tools were all of bronze, who had a thousand

strange customs.

Eager, round-eyed, the children listened,

and Nora. But Wilfrid remained superior

and ate. In the midst of her joy Molly was

heard to murmur, " Pigs ! "

Two women were coming briskly down the

lawn. Kemp's story was suddenly cut off,

and he arose to be presented to " my sister

Mabelâ��Miss Leigh." He had no more

than time to observe that Miss Leigh was

royally handsome before she was presenting

him to her companion, Mrs. Alcester, a

woman of strenuous aspect. " I am sorry I

was not at home when you called, Mr.

Kemp," said Miss Leigh. " But this is not

one of my days." She turned to her family.

" Gilbert! I thought I told you not to wear

those clothes in the afternoon. Go to the

nursery at once, and stay there till bedtime."

" I told you so," said Wilfrid, with satis-

faction.

Gilbertâ��a very miserable little Gilbert-

arose and slunk off. Molly sprang up, crying,

" All right, Gil, I'll come, too."

"SHE TURNED TO HEK FAMILY. ' GILBERT I I THOUGHT I TOLO YOU NOT TO WEAK THOSE CLOTHES IN THE AfTEKNOON.'"
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"You will do nothing of the kind," said

Miss Leigh. " Stay where you are."

Molly plumped down with a grimace.

" It's my fault, really, Mabel," said Nora.

"I let him."

" I want to speak to you, Nora," said

Miss Leigh, severely, and led her sister

away up the lawn.

Kemp looked after her with grave eyes.

" Miss Leigh is a perfect mother to them

all," said Mrs. Alcester.

" Oh, really ! " said Kemp.

Miss Leigh came back alone. It was

possibly her indications that she did not

want him which made Kemp linger. He

was punished. For Mrs. Alcester discovered

that his homeward way was the same as hers,

and walked with him.

She found him on all topics extremely

monosyllabic. She was not much troubled.

She proceeded to give him a familiar history

of all the inhabitants of Ilsley, with special

references to the Leighs. Miss Leigh, she

remarked, was the mother of the whole

family. Kemp began to find that statement

monotonous. " Miss Leigh is by nature a

most motherly woman," Mrs. Alcester con-

tinued. " A remarkable power over children.

And her mother died when the little ones

were quite babies."

"Oh, I see why the mother died," said

Kemp, wearily.

"Mr. Kemp !" Mrs. Alcester gasped.

"To give her daughter an opportunity,"

Kemp explained.

They parted coldly.

Thereafter Kemp spent, as duty bade,

many shining hours in opening the long

barrows. He dined at the rectory, and dis-

cussed his work with the rector till the moon

was high. Miss Leigh treated the discussion

with matronly contempt, and early suggested

that Nora should go to bed. She conveyed

to Kemp the impression that she considered

archaeology indecent.

But archaeology did not occupy all his

time. He has always had a comfortable

way of seasoning business with pleasure, and

finding that the Lode was a practicable river

he wrote to Oxford for a Canadian canoe,

and therein, with many cushions, he spent

in lazy, happy meditation the ends of the

afternoons.

One glorious day, when a breeze tempered

the sun's glare and set light and shadow

dancing on the water, Jerry Kemp brought

his canoe slowly down the slow stream abreast

of the rectory lawn. Nora sat in the shade

reading, and looked up at the sound of the

paddle and smiled. She was a delectable

form in cool pale green.

" May I land ? " said Kemp.

" Please."

Nora made room for his chair at her side.

The large book she had been reading was put

down on the grass. Kemp saw the familiar

title, " British Archaeology, Vol. I.: The

Palaeolithic Age," and his eyebrows lifted

slightly, and he smiled at her.

Nora's cheeks darkened. " I don't know

anything about it at all," she confessed, " but

I think it's awfully interesting. Father says

this is the best book. But you've written

some yourself, haven't you ? "

Kemp found the innocent compliment very

agreeable. Then, as he thought of his own

severely learned monographs, he shrugged his

shoulders.

" Mine are very technical," he said.

Nora considered him with frank, serious

eyes. " You know- when you were talking

to the children, when you were talking to

father, you made me ashamed of how much I

don't know. I'm awfully, awfully ignorant."

Kemp did not laugh. "And I'm ashamed

of how much I don't knowâ��how little I've

learnt with my chances. But you know a

whole world of things that I don't. Where

did you learn your way with the children ? "

Nora's eyes smiled. "Aren't they dear?"

she said, softly. " But you made them like

you at once."

" You vouched for me," said Kemp. He

sat up, his elbows on his knees, his chin in

his hands, and became very serious. " It's

good to learn things, and I suppose you

can't learn anything true that isn't useful, but

better than all that is the heart that's glad of

life"â��he looked up at Norahâ��"just glad of

life."

They were both silent for a while. Then

Nora turned and looked into his eyes. "It

is good, isn't it?" she said. Kemp did not

speak, and after a moment Nora looked

away, but his eyes still dwelt on her.

Miss Leigh's royal voice was heard calling,

" Nora ! Nora ! "

Nora turned quickly to Kemp : " Won't

you come in ? "

But Kemp started up. "No; Iâ��I must

go," he said, in some confusion. He felt

that Miss Leigh would be utterly discordant.

So Nora watched him re-embark, and

picked up her " British Archaeology" and

went in to her motherly sister.

" Pray, is Mr. Kemp in the habit of calling

on you, Nora ? " said Miss Leigh.

"No; I asked him to come ashore to-day."
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MAY I LAND.' said KEMP.

" Indeed ! " Miss Leigh's tone was now

icy. She took Nora's book and sneered as

she read the title. "'British Archaeology.'

Really ! I suppose you thought he would

be attracted if he found you reading this."

Nora quivered as if she had been struck,

and her cheeks flamed hot. " I didn't," she

gasped ; " oh, I didn't."

" You have been most unmaidenly," said

Miss Leigh.

" Mabel! " It was a cry like a child's in pain.

" I have no more to say," said Miss Leigh,

and turned away.

Nora hurried, trembling and biting her lip,

to her own room. A moment before she

had felt the dawn of the great joy of life.

Motherly ingenuity could have dealt no

crueller blow than this. " Unmaidenly "â��

to a man who loved her. The worst crime

against womanhood. Nora was hot with

shame and the tears would not come.

Miss Leigh took pride in arranging people's

lives.

In the next few days Kemp was not seen

at the rectory, but the rector visited his

excavations more than once, and dined with

him at his inn. With this rare treasure,

an intellectual equal, ready at hand, the

rector was stimulated and became almost

gay. In the lazy hours of the late afternoon

Kemp paddled his canoe. More than once

he had the delight of seeing Miss Leigh.

She was sculling vigorously behind a large,

handsome, ruddy man, with the virtuous

Wilfrid steering. Their style made Kemp

feel hot.

He found the explanation of this boat-load

on a bill at his inn, which displayed the

programme of Ilsley Regatta. " Ladies' and

Gentlemen's Double Sculls " was one of the

races. While Kemp considered it gravely

his conversational landlord sidled up. " I

don't know if as you're a rowing man, sir?"

said the landlord. Kemp, Oxford Blue of

two winning races, realized the limits of fame

and murmured something indefinite. " Very
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good little regatta we do 'ave, sir," said the

landlord, complacently. " This, nowâ��this

is the great regatta, as you might say, when

the gentry 'ave their fun. The men's club

'ave their regatta later, and separate, which I

do 'old is fitting." He went on to talk of

the races: how the Senior Fours would go to

the Upton House Club â�� "which is one

family as you might say, what with brothers-

in-law " â�� how Wepley â�� " which is young

gentlemen as do come there for week-ends "

â��might hope for the Senior and Junior

Pairs. " ' Ladies' and Gentlemen's Double

Sculls,' now, that'll be for Miss Leigh and

young Mr. Wallis. That's a cert., as folks

say, sir. They won't 'ave no one in against

'em, they won't, not Miss Leigh." He con-

tinued conscientiously finding winners for all

the host of events, punting, dongola races,

boy and girl sculling, which in the prodigal

way of small regattas Ilsley provided.

Then Kemp went upstairs and wrote a

minutely technical letter to an Oxford boat-

builder.

The next day his canoe was launched soon

after lunch. He paddled up-stream placidly

â��most often with only one hand. "Jerry,

now," said a friend once, "Jerry just wobbles

a canoe round a corner â�� but it does

go round the corner," and the description

describes Kemp in other things.

He landed on the rectory lawn without

invitation. It was not Nora but Miss Leigh

who sat, a picturesque figure in the shade.

With her was her large and handsome com-

panion of the double-sculler.

Miss Leigh, beholding Kemp, manifested

surprise. Her greeting was hardly hospitable.

Kemp said that he had called to see the

rector. Miss Leigh explained that the rector

was never in at that hour. Kemp said,

blandly, that he would wait, and sitting down

wore an air of great content. There was a

prolonged pause.

Miss Leigh (her manner was somewhat

constrained) introduced him to her com-

panion, Mr. Wallis. Kemp had nothing to

say and no desire to say it. The other

gentleman seemed to be in the same con-

dition. There was another pause.

Miss Leighâ��she has always hated silence

â� â��she was probably feeling desperateâ��broke

violently into speech. " You never use any-

thing but that canoe, Mr. Kemp. Don't you

scull at all ? "

" I feel more at home in a canoe."

"You should learn toscull,"said Miss Leigh.

Kemp looked with lazy eyes at Wallis.

" Rowing man ? " he inquired.

" Mr. Wallis rowed for his college at Cam-

bridge," said Miss Leigh, with dignity, and

Wallis looked foolish.

"Really?" said Kemp. "Would you

coach me, Wallis ? "

" Spare you half an hour now and then,"

Wallis grunted.

Kemp settled himself more comfortably in

his chair. "Ah, well, I don't think I'll

trouble you," he remarked.

Miss Leigh gave him a look of cold dis-

pleasure and arose. " We must go," she

announced, with emphasis, and called,

" Wilfrid !"

Wilfrid appeared so swiftly that Kemp

suspected him of eavesdropping. The three

went off to the boat-house and embarked in

the double-sculler. Kemp smiled at a bull-

finch.

The bullfinch and he were quite happy

together till the approach of Nora and the

rector made one fly away and the other sit

up. Nora's greeting was very shy. The

rector began to talk archaeology. After

much of that Kemp led the conversation

gently towards the regatta. " I suppose Miss

Nora is going in for the Ladies' and Gentle-

men's Double Sculls ? " he asked, innocently.

" No, indeed ! " said Nora.

" Nora is very much of a stay-at-home,"

said the rector. " Very quiet. Too quiet, I

think, sometimes." He shook his white

head at her.

Kemp turned to Nora. " I've been hoping

you'd go in with me," he said, bluntly.

" Capital ! " the rector cried " Capital!

No doubt you rowed at Oxford, Mr. Kemp? "

" Yes, sir," said Kemp, over his shoulder.

He was waiting to see Nora's eyes.

They were lifted at last. " I will, if you

would like," said Nora. For a moment

Kemp and she were alone in the world.

But the rector, good man, did not under-

stand. He broke in again: "Capital!

Capital ! I am sure it would be good for

you, Nora. And Mabel will be glad to have

a race." Kemp again beheld the bullfinch.

It appeared to wink. " Mabel was afraid no

one would venture to go in against her," the

rector explained.

"Ah, really?" said the innocent Kemp.

"Well, I've a sort of a boat coining, Miss

Nora. I'll paddle it round at six to morrow,

if you could come then." That engage-

ment was made. Kemp departed exultant.

But he had not to deal with Miss Leigh.

Nora met her motherly sister in the drawing-

room before dinner. "Mabel, I'm going in

for the double sculls with Mr. Kemp."
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" Indeed ! " Miss Leigh seemed to expand.

" I suppose you are not serious, Nora ?"

But obviously Nora was. " None of the

county people know anything of Mr. Kemp.

He is a mere casual acquaintance of ours.

You must see how unbecoming it would be."

" Father says it would be good for me to

go in."

" Father does not understand these things.

I am surprised at you, Nora. I told you

that your behaviour to Mr. Kemp was most

unmaidenly." Miss Leigh, with a curious

light in her fine eyes, waited to see how

that hurt.

But now Nora was sure of herself.

" I don't think it is," she said, quietly.

Miss Leigh's lips parted. This was revolt.

" You will allow me to know best," she

snapped. Nora shook her head. " The man

is a mere nobody who has forced himself

upon us, and you propose to show yourself

in outrageous familiarity with him. Do you

want to have everyone talking of your

conduct ? " cried Miss Leigh.

1 DO YOU WANT TO HAVK BVUKVONS TALKING OF VOUK CONDUCT If CK1EO MISS LEIGH.
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"You see," said Nora, quietly, "what I am

to Mr. Kemp doesn't matter to anyone else."

Miss Leigh grew crimson. This dreadful

theory struck at the root of parochial

righteousness. " If you have no sense of

propriety," she declared, " I must have for

you. I insist on your not rowing with Mr.

Kemp."

" It's no use, Mabel; I've promised," said

Nora.

Miss Leigh turned upon her sister an angry

back. Soon the rector arrived ; but still, and

all through dinner and after, Miss Leigh

nursed her wrath and spoke to Nora only

in short necessary phrases. She attempted

no more argument. But when the rector

went to his study she followed him. He was

always easier to manage alone.

So the rector had hardly found his place in

Herodotus before Miss Leigh swept in upon

him. He sighed, and reluctantly laid Hero-

dotus down. " Father, I want you to forbid

Nora rowing in this double-sculling race,"

said Miss Leigh, with great energy.

The rector was surprised. " Why, my

dear, you have no competitors," he remon-

strated, gently. " I thought you would be

glad of someone to row against."

" Why should I ? " cried Miss Leigh.

The rector remembered hearing someone

say that few women could be sportsmen.

" What is your objection to Nora's rowing ? "

he asked.

" I object to her associating with this Mr.

Kemp. He is a mere nobody, and "

"He is a gentleman," said the rector,

sharply.

" None of the county people know him."

The rector sighed. " None of them know

anyone so interesting."

" It will set everyone talking of Nora and

coupling her name with his."

The rector looked curiously at his

daughter. " I am sure Nora will despise

what vulgar people say."

" Well, I must say," Miss Leigh cried,

" I strongly disapprove of her intimacy with

Mr. Kemp, and I think my wishes ought to

be respected."

" It is possible you are wrong, my dear,"

said the rector.

Miss Leigh banged the door.

So on the morrow Kemp found Nora

waiting for him by the landing-stage. On

that day and many others a white-clad crew

went slipping along in a light double-sculler.

Nora rowed bow behind Kemp, and the small

Gilbert was coxswain. " Don't try to work

hard," said Kemp; " try to work the right

way." From time to time he sent scraps

of opportune criticism over his shoulder.

" You're lying much too far back at the

finish. You must finish with me. Put your

sculls in square. You're not dropping your

hands at once." And Nora, tremendously

serious, strove with humble zeal to amend.

It was very pleasant, this instructionâ��and

trying to obey.

Kemp taught her to get her sculls in clean

and get them out clean, to come slowly for-

ward and begin and finish with him. It

sufficed. She would not hinder; there was

no need for her to help. The work of the

boat he proposed to provide.

One afternoon he found Nora waiting

without Gilbert. " Will you land ? " she said,

with her sedate little smile. " I want to

talk." Kemp tied the boat up and stepped

ashore and waited. " Under the trees," said

Nora. So again they sat in the shade of

the beeches. Nora turned a very grave face

to him. " Mr. Kempâ��at the regattaâ��when

we raceâ��do you very much want to win ?"

Kemp smiled. " Well, don't you ? "

" You see," said Nora, " you see, Mabel

would be awfully hurt if she lost."

Kemp's face hardened. " So you'd like

to lose instead ? "

" Do you mind ? " said Nora, timidly.

Kemp drove his heel into the ground and

looked at it. Then he flung back his head

with a queer, half-angry, half-contemptuous

laugh. " A man's a bit of a brute," he said.

" I thought you'd like to beat her."

" Indeed, I'm not like that," cried Nora.

Kemp laughed again. " Oh, I see you're

not. Well, shall we scratch ? "

Nora looked down at the turf. " You

know, if we did, Mabel would think we

talked about going in just to tease her.

Could weâ��could we row and she win ?

She'd like that."

" You don't give her much of a character,"

said Kemp, with a grin.

" Oh, indeed, I didn't mean anything

horrid," cried Nora. " But, you see, Mabel

has always been used to winning."

" Very bad for her. All right, we'll let

'em win ; but I may make 'em row hard,

mayn't I ? "

"Oh, yes," Nora laughed. She turned to

Kemp and put an impulsive hand on his

arm. " It's simply awfully good of you. I

know a man always wants to win, doesn't he ? "

Kemp looked into her eyes. " Yes. A

man always wants to win," he said, slowly.

Nora's hand fell. Nora turned away,

blushing deeply. "Weâ��we want Gilbert,"



DOUBLE SCULLS.

209

she said unsteadily, and rose, calling "Gilbert!

Gilbert ! " The small boy came.

So for the Ladies' and Gentlemen's Double

Sculls two crews entered, one of which was

determined to win, the other determined to

lose The arrangement is recommended as

likely to minimize disappointment.

Ilsley Regatta introduces you to a wide,

straight reach of river bordered with meadow

and lawn. There is a motley array of craft

laden with enthusiastic spectators. The more

exalted are entertained by Mrs. Alcester in

her garden, wrjere enthusiasm wilts like a

rose in a, hothouse.

It fell to the Ladies' and Gentlemen's

Double Sculls to be rowed in the hottest

moments of the afternoon. The two crews

paddled down to the start, turned, and sat

sweltering. The umpire's launch let off a

little steam ; the umpireâ��a hard-bitten face

under a shabby straw hatâ��leant forward and

made the familiar remarks. The word was

given. The two boats were off.

At once Miss Leigh and VVallis went

ahead. Their jerky stroke, their lug at the

beginning, got pace on the boat quickly.

But in a few seconds Kemp drew level, and

feeling Nora hold out the stroke behind him,

hearing the rattle of the rowlocks as they

locked up the finish together, knew that they

might, if they chose, go clear away and win

by thirty yards. It was not permitted. He

drove his boat half a length aheadâ��those

others should at least be made to race for

their livesâ��and then he began to slack off.

" Paddle ! Only Paddle I " he grunted over

his shoulder to Nora, and permitted himself

to watch Miss Leigh and Wallis. They were

red, they were panting, they laboured

mightily, they looked exceedingly unhappy,

but not one inch did they gain. Kemp became

still more slackâ��as slack as he could be with

any pretence of racing. But Noraâ��he felt

Nora rowing with vigour. " Paddle ! Paddle !

Paddle !" he muttered. Nora did not hear

or did not heed. She drove each stroke hard

through to the finish. They were close to

the winning-post now. Miss Leigh was still

a good half-length behind. A few seconds

more and she would be beaten.

Kemp carefully feathered under water with

his right scull.

He heard the horrified gasp of Gilbert, the

small coxswain, as the way of the boat was

checked with a jerk and the bow swung off

to the bank. Miss Leigh and Wallis swept

by. Kemp recovered himself and put in

half-a-dozen of the hardest strokes of his life.

Miss Leigh won by a quarter of a length.

VoL Â«xvi.â��27

The two boats drifted on side by side.

Miss Leigh, scarlet and breathless, looked

at her rivals viciously. " Well rowed, Mr.

Kemp ! " said she, with sarcastic emphasis,

and laughed. The virtuous Wilfrid, her cox-

swain, also laughed, and others. " I hope

you're satisfied now, Nora," said Miss Leigh.

Neither Nora nor Kemp answered. Kemp

said sharply to Nora, " Ship your sculls.

I'll take you up to the rectory." And then

for a few minutes Nora might have seen some

very pretty sculling. But her eyes were full

of tears.

When they came to the rectory lawn she

landed and hurried in without a word. Kemp

was left looking at Gilbert, the coxswainâ��an

extremely serious little Gilbert. " Oh, was

it my fault ?" said Gilbert, in a small,

frightened voice.

" Not a bit, old man."

" I did want to win, you know," said

Gilbert, dolefully.

" It was all my fault you lost," said Kemp.

" I'm sorry, Gilbert."

" Ohâ��" Gilbert considered him gravelyâ��

"oh, Iâ��" the brave little face brightenedâ��

" I don't mind really. Please don't care

about it."

" You're a brick, Gilbert," said Kemp.

The small boy laughed happily and ran off.

Kemp, sculling back alone, passed Miss

Leigh and Wallis and Wilfrid They were

again amused at him. As he came up the

regatta course between two races a number

of spectators also smiled. There is little

mercy in this world for the catchers of crabs.

Two hours later Kemp came forth from

his inn arrayed in other clothes. With a

somewhat grim air of determination he

tramped to the rectory. Nora was on the

lawn with Gilbert and Molly. Nora started

round at his step and he came close to her.

They stared at each other. Neither he

nor she had anything to say.

Then Molly, a little woman of quick per-

ceptions, cried : " I'll race you to the orchard,

Gil! " and the two children scampered away.

Nora's cheeks were pink.

"I'm awfully, awfully sorry!" she broke

out, turning to Kemp with a quick, impulsive

movement. " It was simply horrid of Mabel."

"To jeer?" Kemp laughed. "Does it

matter to you and me what anybody else

says of us ?"

Nora looked down at the ground and

patted with a small foot at the daisies. " I

was horrid, too. I made it awfully hard for

you. I ought to have been lazy and helped

you lose." â� >
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"THE WAY OK THE BOAT WAS CHECKED WITH A JERK AND THE DOW SWUNG OFF TO THE HANK."

"You didn'tâ��much," Kemp smiled.

Nora's brow wrinkled. " I know. I didn't

think. I just went on rowing. It was my

fault you had to catch that crab and lookâ��

andâ��and beâ��â��"

" Laughed at. Oh, what does it matter ? "

cried Kemp.

" It does matter," said Nora, very seriously.

" You know when we were racing I forgot

all about letting Mabel win, and just

rowed as hard as I could ! It all seemed

different then. I wanted awfully that we

shouldn't be beaten."

" I'm sorry, then "

" Oh, you did just what I asked, and it

was splendid of you. And I don't care for

myself one bit. I'm glad I didn't beat

Mabel. Butâ��butâ��but I'm sorry I made

you lose." She looked into Kemp's eyes.

" There's a lot of losing races in life,"

said Kemp, in a low voice.

Nora's eyes fell. " P'r'aps I'd make you

lose again," she murmured.

" You'd always make it awfully hard to

lose. But if I caught crabs againâ��not on

purposeâ��if we did lose sometimes"â��he

took her hands, but her eyes were hidden

still. " Nora ! "

She raised her eyes to his. Her lips

curved in a smile. " I'm not afraid," said

Nora.

Through the silence came from the

orchard gay child voices.

Miss Leigh would wish you to know what

she thought of it.

Her father gave her the news. Miss Leigh

stiffened in every line of her handsome form.

"Indeed!" she said, disdainfully. "I sup-

pose Mr. Kemp has heard that Nora has a

little money."

The rector frowned. " That is a charitable

suspicion, Mabel. But Mr. Kemp is a

wealthy man."

" I was never told," cried Miss Leigh,

flushing.

The rector looked at her over his

spectacles. " Why should you be ?" he

inquired.

" Of course, Nora knew all along! " said

Miss Leigh.



By E. V. LUCAS.

I HE paper," said the old

gentleman, " has been care-

fully planned to meet a long-

felt want. I have given

immense thought to the

matter. Look for yourself."

He handed me a copy.

" But first," he said, " I ought, perhaps, to

tell you how it originated. You must know

that I am a doctor, and until recently, when I

gave it up and entered upon the present

scheme, I had a very extensive practice in a

great Flat centre of London. Where there

are flats, as you may have observed, there

are babies ; for flats are largely the homes of

those delightful people, rarely seen apart,

whom we refer to always as young couples."

The old gentleman's eyes glistened with

goodwill to man as he said these words.

"I suppose," he continued, "I have had

during the past ten years an average of three

births a week, almost all in a square mile of

mansions, and many of them, a great pro-

portion of them, first children."

He glistened again.

"Ah," he went on, "it is the first children

that count! Women are sweet creatures ;

but the difference between a mother's

interest in her first child and her second is

almost indescribable."

He sighed.

" And this," he said, " brings me to my

point. My point is that no matter what the

ordinary person says, whether it is the father

or the father-in-law, the mother or the

mother-in law, the nurse or the doctor, or

anyone else, no matter who it is that speaks

or what the superlatives that are employed,

the baby is not admired sufficiently to please

the mother. There, sir, you have the kernel

of the whole matter."

I agreed.

" In my large practice," he continued, " I

naturally observed this difficultyâ��indeed, '

t
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was forced upon me daily, for with all my

endeavours I also have constantly fallen short

of what is expected of me ; and when the

other day I retired, I determined to spend

my leisure in doing what I could to make

He pointed to the paper in my hand,

which as yet I had had no opportunity to

open.

" Now, sir," he said, " you know the per-

sistent fascination of print. You know that

BEDFORD PARK, IS ONE OF TUB MOST PERFECT WORKS WE EVER REMEMBER TO HAVE SEEN."

those poor, famished young mothers happier.

I would, I said, invent some method of

praising their babies adequately, or, if not

adequatelyâ��for that, of course, is impossible

â�� more acceptably."

in spite of all the myriad newspapers, daily

and weekly, that now assail our peace ; in

spite, too, of the fact that most of us are

more or less intimately acquainted with some-

one who writesâ��so familiar with him, indeed,
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as to be contemptuous ; none the less, no

sooner does a thing, however trite, get into

print than we approach it with a certain feel-

ing of reverence. Our national scepticism

disappears. We worship."

I agreed.

" Very well. If, I said to myself, these

poor young mothers are really to be made

happy by the praise of their babies, those

praises must be in print. They must be

pleasant impression of something a little more

positive is not lacking. The work is uniformly so

healthy that a long life may confidently be hoped for

it. England cannot have too much of this kind of

boon.

" There," said the doctor, " that is the sort

of thing. Here is another, under the

heading:â��

"THE LATEST BOYS."

From a young publishing firm named Lovebird,

'a nkw work in two volumes, entitled 'the loveiiird twins.'"

made public, distributed throughout the

world. And that paper in your hand, the

Babies' Revietu, was the result."

He took the paper again and opened it.

" I have chosen," he said, " as a model

the Athenaum, and by what I hope is a

pardonable fancy I have likened the birth of

a new child to the publication of a new book.

Listen !" And he read as follows in a rich,

sympathetic voice:â��

NEW GIRLS.

"Gwendoline Frances Wilkinson," who has just

been published by Mrs. Wilkinson, of 23, Milton

Mansions, Bedford Park, is one of the most

perfect works we ever remember to have seen.

The style is simple but wholly effective, the utmost

finish being given even to trifles. The keynote ol

the work is sweetness and placidity, although a

whose offices are at 14, Devonshire Mansions,

Golder's Green, comes a new work in two volumes,

entitled " The Lovebird Twins." Both volumes are

of a delicate pink with very soft edges, and both are

extraordinarily interesting. Indeed, we find it im-

possible to express any preference, so alike are they

in incident and charm. Perhaps Vol. II. is a little

more vigorous than Vol. I. ; but then, on the other

hand, Vol. I. is more reposeful than Vol. II. By a

pleasant fancy a different name has been given to

each, Vol. I. being known as "Cyril" and Vol. II.

as "Aubrey." What could be prettier?

" I go in for variety, too. Here is another

extract under the heading : â��

"NEW PICTURES."

We have just been favoured with the rare privilege

of a private view of a perfect picture entitled, 11 George

Robert Brownson," the work of one who promises to

be a gifted artist in this genre, Mrs. Brownson, of 41.
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Rembrandt Buildings, Raltersea l'ark. As a

first work her " George Robert Urownson" is

admirable. Indeed, we can detect no fault. The

colouring is very deep and rich, and the mould-

ing exejuisite. The picture positively clamours

for notice.

" There," said the proud editor. " When

I tell you that portraits also are given, you

will agree with me that mothers have little to

imagination, my dear sir; think of what it

must mean to Mrs. Lovebird to see it.

I venture to say that there will be no happier

woman in England to-morrow, which is the

day of publication, except perhaps Mrs.

Brownson and Mrs. Wilkinson. The hus-

bands, too. Of course, it is the fashion for

husbands to say sarcastic things about their

" TMK PICTURE POSITIVELY CLAMOURS FOR NOT ICR. '

complain of. The portraits, I admit, a little

impair the literary illusion ; but I have got

over that difficulty by calling them frontis-

pieces. Here, for example, are 'The Lovebird

Twins,' both volumes."

He held up the paper, in which were the

photographs of two portions of what Sir

Walter Scott called that species of dough

which we call a fine baby.

" You and me," said the doctor, " that

picture may leave cold. But exercise your

babies and pretend to be bored by the whole

business, but don't you believe it. If a well-

read copy of this paper is not folded up

in the pockets of Mr. Lovebird and Mr.

Wilkinson and Mr. Brownson by Saturday

next I will give fifty pounds to the Foundling

Hospital. And think of the copies they will

send away. I tell you, sir, this little paper is

a gold-mineâ��a gold-mine of wealth and of

happiness too."

I shouldn't be surprised.
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HAVE just

,Â£3|h been working

amongst my

orchids, but

have had to

leave the work somewhat

abruptly owing to an un-

expected thunder-shower.

It so happens that my

orchids are not grown

under glass ; in fact, it is

quite probable that my

orchid garden would

astonish most of my

readers if they saw it. A

friend to whom I intro-

duced this garden re-

marked that it was what

he should call "a lane."

Now that is just what my

orchid garden is â��a real

good, old-fashioned, War-

wickshire country lane.

On either side of the

rough and cart - rutted

roadway there is a broad

spread of green grass

before the hedge-

row is reached, and

amongst that grass,

the whole long length

of the lane, through-

out the year you can

always find a choice

wild flora.

The low-lying and

broadest of these

grassy expanses is

generally a semi-sub-

merged area, and it is

there that my spotted

orchids grow, for they

love moist quarters.

There they throw up

their tall spikes of

pale lilac blossoms all

spotted with deeper

purple. In the first

illustration one of

these spikes of bloom

is shown natural size.

Fig. i.â��A spike of the Spotted Orchisâ��

natural size.

tig. i. -An enlarged view of one of the flowers,

ihowing its orchid form.

In the mass the little

flowers make a show, but

individually they are in-

significant. 'Their insig-

nificance, however, is

only a matter of size;

structurally considered,

each is as much an

orchid as the choice

odontoglossums, cattle-

yas, or cypripediums of

the rich cultivator. In

illustration Fig. 2 this is

clearly illustrated. Here

is shown a magnified view

of the topmost part of

one of these spikes, with

one flower fully opened

and the lower flowers

removed. So enlarged,

its orchid form is readily

recognised.

My work amongst the

plants to - day has not

been cultivation. The

spotted orchid, or, to be

strictly correct, orchis,

needs no attention ;

it thrives best when

left to its own re-

sources. It has, by

slow adaptation of its

form and structure to

the requirements of

its environment, at-

tained a marvellous

degree of perfection.

Indeed, when con-

sidering the curious

details of its remark-

able organization one

is inclined to wonder

if there can be found

anything more extra-

ordinary in the whole

of the plant world.

Perhaps there is no-

thing more extra-

ordinary, unless it is

still other species of

orchids; but as each
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species possesses its own novel characteristics,

together with the general family traits, the

spotted orchis is as wonderful as any. My

work to day has been an investigation into

the mysteries of its existence, and I now

invite my readers to share my observations.

There are the roots of this curious plant.

They are well worth a little study, but it will

need some considerable care to get them

clear of the soil in anything like a perfect

condition. Time after time the stems will

break off low down in the ground without

revealing any signs of the pair of tubers.

Illustration Fig. 3 will, however, explain

matters. Above

the flattened and

divided tubers are

some strong,

vermiform roots

which direct their

growth towards the

earth's centre, and

consequently exert

a downward pull

at the base of the

stem. A result is

that each year the

tubers get deeper

into the earth ;

therefore, the older

the plant the

greater will be the

difficulty of remov-

ing it uninjured.

The tubers spread

out somewhat

laterally, and are

divided into finger-

like segments.

Now this arrange-

ment places the

orchids amongst

the most up-to-date

of plants, so to speak, as regards their roots.

These slender roots penetrate the soil deeply

and thus sink the tubers into the earth well

below the frost level, and so their rich food-

stores are protected from cold and above-

ground enemies. Also, the stem above the

tubers is weak, and is readily broken at that

part, so that a pull from above only results

in breaking off the upper part of the plant,

a loss which the roots and rich tubers will

remedy in due course of time.

The tubers themselves are of peculiar

interest. As is common with thrifty and

advanced plants that suddenly make a bold

show of bloom, the flowering spike of this

wild orchis is produced at the expense of

Fig. 3-

-The curious tubers

ground

a previous season's growth. A further

glance at illustration Fig. 3 will show that

both the tubers of the same plant appear

to be about the same size ; and this arises

from the fact that both plants were gathered

midway in the growing season. Early in

the year we should have found one large

tuber, and possibly the decayed and shrunken

remains of another; and again, as winter

approaches, we should find a similar contrast.

The large tuber left before winter is that

which is to supply the material for the growth

of the following spring and summer. Later

the leaves assimilate further material, and

from this a new

tuber is formed as

a store-house for

the next season's

growth; midway in

the season we find

a pair of tubers of

almost equal size,

but they differ in

that while one is

half exhausted the

other is but half

formed.

ThiS arrange-

ment of two tubers,

one for present

and the other fo.

future use, is pecu-

liar to the orchids,

and the signifi-

cance of this device

has not to my

knowledge been

observed. Now,

my examination of

the roots of a num-

ber of these plants

to-day suggests that

the spotted orchis

has adopted by this double organization of its

root functions a most practical and ingenious

tactic. Look again at the photograph Fig. 3,

and note that each tuber takes opposi'e

directions. Glance at the example on the

left of the photograph, and observe the pale

coloured conical bud that appears at the

apex of the tuber against the stem. From

that bud will come the main stem of next

season's growth. Now it is obvious that, if

the newly-formed tuber directs its course in

the opposite direction to the old one, when

the latter perishes, together with the stem, the

new tuber is left alone on new ground. Then,

in due course, when growth commences,

the new stem slowly uprights itself, and from

which move the plant on to new

each year.
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the top of the tuber new slender roots are

formed which eventually fix the tuber in

its position. Thus, each season the orchis

exploits new ground, and the stem, therefore,

commences to grow under the most favour-

able conditions ; indeed, the plant has in

this manner accomplished by its own device

what is equivalent to a "rotation of crops,"

the importance of which the farmer well

knows.

This well-arranged root-scheme, then, not

only provides the

plant with water

and mineral sub-

stances, but also

serves to protect

it from frost and

animal attacks ;

supplies it with a

storehouse of food

material for early

growth the follow-

ing season, and

withal moves the

plant each year

into new quarters.

With purposes so

perfectly arranged

for at the founda-

tion, we might

naturally antici-

pate other complex

structures as the

outcome of such

adaptations ; and

we are not dis-

appointed,

When the spring

sunlight begins to

make its power

felt, the shoot at

the summit of the

tuber makes its

way through the

soil and quickly

unfolds its quaint,

lance - shaped

leaves. Many are

the half - hours in

which I have puzzled over those leaves. Strik-

ing and mysterious are they in the extreme.

They are smooth, glossy, deep olive green,

and spotted with stripes and dots of a dark

brown pigment; and it is these curious,

brown markings that make them so mysterious.

Their function has always been an insoluble

problem ; undoubtedly these conspicuous

spots have a definite purpose in the economy

of this complex and advanced plant struc-

VoL xxxvi.â��28.

Fig. 4.â��A young plant, showing the arrangement of its leaves.

ture, but I am not aware that any naturalist

or botanist has ever advanced a suggestion

as to their use and meaning.

Time after time, when looking on those

weird spots and trying to decipher their

hidden meaning, it has seemed to me that

they possessed an appearance with which I

was familiar, but the explanation I was seek-

ing persistently evaded me. To-day I think

I have caught a glimpse of their true signifi-

cance. My suggestion may by some be

thought absurd ;

however that may

be, the function of

these spots remains

to be explained,

and I have just

been forcibly im-

pressed by what

I have seen.

By the side of

my moist plot

where the orchids

grow thickest there

lies a wood, and I

had just reached

the edge of it, in

my search for

choice specimens

of the plant, when

I observed part of

what was appa-

rently a particularly

attractive leaf rest-

ing against the

fresh green of the

surrounding grass.

I stretched out my

hand to remove

some of the grass

that was covering

this fresh-looking

plant, when in-

stantly the leaf dis-

appeared from

view, and a

moment later an

adderâ��a rare rep-

tile in this district

â��scuttled away into the hedge bottom and

disappeared in the wood. That rapid glimpse

of the startled reptile awakened my memory,

and I was suddenly enabled to explain what,

in my mind, the curious spotted leaves of

the wild orchis resembled.

The exposed part of the olive body of that

viper, striped and spotted with dark markings,

as it appeared amongst the grass, was almost

identical with the appearance of some of the
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leaves of the orchis when similarly placed ;

indeed, the very curves that the leaves

assumed as they poked amongst the blades

of grass presented an astonishing resemblance.

Look at the photograph of the young plant

in Fig. 4 and carefully note how the leaves

are arranged to spread out in different direc-

tions, and also how each leaf bends over at

the end and exposes its upper and spotted

surface.

After noting these things, go a step farther

and look at one of these orchis plants from

above as it grows amongst the thick grass.

You will then get only partial glimpses of its

leaves, especially of those parts where the

spots are most conspicuous, and especially is

this so before the flowers appear. Remem-

ber, too, that this is how grazing animals

would view the plant. Now, grazing animals

doubtless possess a much better acquaint-

ance with snakes and similar reptiles, and

also with amphibians, such as frogs, toads,

and newts, than man does. In the course

of their daily feeding amongst the herbage

no doubt they frequently meet with them,

and especially in those districts where these

creatures are abundant. It follows, there-

fore, that they naturally avoid them. My

reader will now, of course, see my point; if

the leaves of the wild orchis present a super-

ficial resemblance to such animals they will

also be avoided.

Seeing that without its leaves the orchis

could produce neither tubers nor flowers, it

is obvious that, in the dangerous situations

in which it grows, the leaves need the

greatest possible protection. The method

of protection adopted is a most novel one,

but, nevertheless, one perfectly in keeping

with the advanced characteristics and adapta-

tions of this up-to-date plant.

As I have endeavoured to show, both the

roots and leaves of the spotted orchis exhibit

highly advanced devices which doubtless

prove of great value in the plant's economy.

It is in its floral structures, however, that the

complex specialization of this weed of the

country-side culminates. The flowers of

orchids show such marvellous adaptation for

ensuring insect fertilization that the slightest

acquaintance with their wondrous details is

sufficient to reveal what is almost the equiva-

lent of human design. Darwin, in referring to

the flowers of one of the species belonging to

the same genus, says : "As in no other plant,

or indeed in hardly any animal, can adapta-

tions of one part to another, and of the whole

to other organisms widely remote in the scale

of Nature, be named more perfect than those

presented by this orchis." The science of

homology has shown that the complex

organization of floral structure found in an

orchid is but a modification of some more

simple type of flower, such as a lily. A lily

consists of five alternating whorls of floral

organs, composed of three petal-like sepals,

three petals, six stamens in two whorls of

three each, and, in the centre, a pistil, or

ovary, of three cells, or divisions ; however,

if the general reader should endeavour to

trace these parts in an orchid flower his

task would now be a difficult one, for

instead of the flower being composed of

fifteen parts, as in the lily, only seven now

remain. Three sepals and two petals still

exist as such ; the stamens have disappeared

entirely, excepting the pollen-producing part

of one of them. The lost stamens are

combined with the pistil or ovary, and with

the remaining petal, to form the structures

known as the column and the labellum

respectively. Such modifications of the

original parts of a flower are, of course,

not unusual; a familiar instance of such

changes is that of the doubling of a flower,

where the numerous stamens of a poppy or

an anemone become petals, and so produce

the so-called " doubled " flower. But why

has the orchid disposed of five out of six of

its original stamens that produce the valuable

fertilizing pollen ? Surely a progressive plant

such as the spotted orchis cannot afford to

dispense with its reproductive parts ! The

fact is, the orchis conducts its floral diplomacy

with such skilful adjustment that it can do

as much, or even more, with its one par-

tially-remaining stamen as its remote, lily-

type ancestors were able to do with their six.

The spotted orchis caters more particu-

larly for the visits of bees and several species

of flies. How perfectly it caters I now will

ask my reader to observe. Upon looking

closely at Fig. 2, it will be seen that the

lower half of the flower is composed of a

large petal (which originally was probably

a petal and two stamens). This petal is

drawn back so as to form a spur-like nectary,

and, in a general way, the whole is called the

lower lip, or labellum. On the surface of

this lip, it will be noticed, appear some deep

purple spots all of which converge into the

hollow of the nectary. As it stands the lip

is a landing-stage for the bee or fly, and to

prevent any waste of time or misunderstand-

ing on the part of the visiting insect the

purple - coloured spots immediately con-

duct it to the nectary; it therefore has

no excuse for blundering by searching
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underneath the flower, or elsewhere. So at

once on its arrival it plunges its head and

proboscis into the nectary. Once again

observing Fig. 2, within the two upper hood-

Fig. 5.â��The bristle represents the tongue of the bee or

butterfly about to be inserted into the tube of the nectary.

like petals will be seen a dark-looking object

with a round pale-coloured base, that projects

a short distance into the mouth of the tube

of the nectary. This object is the remaining

stamen that produces the fertilizing pollen,

and around its pale-coloured base are the

stigmas to receive the pollenâ��but the pollen

of another flower.

The visiting bee or fly, then, lands upon

the stage or lip of the flower, and inserts its

proboscis to search the nectary. In reaching

to the depths of the tube its head, eyes, or

some part of its proboscis invariably comes

in contact with the pale-coloured disk of the

stamen that projects into the tube of the

nectary. This disk is viscid, and immedi-

ately the insect touches it the disk adheres

to the part in contact with it, and at the same

time the little sac that encloses the pollen

bursts open. The insect, having quenched

its thirst, withdraws its proboscis and away

it flies; but not as it came, for on its fore-

head, or on some part of its proboscis, it

now has two tiny but beautifully - formed

clubs which it withdrew, together with the

viscid disk, from the stamen sac or pouch.

These two little clubs stand upright upon the

head or some other part of the anatomy of

the insect, when first withdrawn from their

cover, but, as it flies, in about half a minute,

they fall forward, towards the apex of its

proboscis. I have endeavoured to illustrate

this proceeding artificially in Figs. 5 and 6,

since a lively fly or bee scarcely lends itself

to the camera for showing the details I am

describing. In Fig. 5 appears an enlarged

view of some of the flowers (their natural

size is shown in Fig. 2), together with a

delicate bristle supposed to represent the

tongue or proboscis of the bee. In Fig. 6

the bristle has been .pushed into the

tube of the nectary and then withdrawn.

Observe the two minute clubs now attached

to the bristle. Owing to the delay of

arranging for photographing, the clubs have

had sufficient time to fall from their vertical

position and are now pointing towards the

end of the bristle, just as they would on the

proboscis of the insect.

I have previously rernarked that the

stigmas which receive the pollen were below

the sticky disk of the stamen, so that if this

bristle were directed into the same flower

again the ends of the clubs would now come

Fig. 6.â��The bristle being withdrawn from the nectary tube

â��observe the two tiny clubs now upon the bristle.

into direct contact with the stigmatic surfaces,

and that flower would then be self-fertilized,

for each of those clubs is a mass of pollen

grains held together in little groups by means
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of elastic or viscid threads. The insect, how-

ever, does not visit the same flower twice in

succession, but flies to another; and as it

travels the little pollen clubs adjust them-

selves from vertical to horizontal positions,

so that the next flower visited will receive

the pollen. Such is the ingenious device by

means of which the spotted orchis effects

the cross-fertilization of its flowers. Condi-

tionally that an insect visits the flower, it is

scarcely possible for things to go wrong; the

results of its one stamen are so sure that it

is of more value than the six of its remote

ancestors.

In illustration Fig. 7 is shown a further

magnified view of the little pollen masses.

Each tiny flake of which they are seen to be

built is composed of numerous grains,

corresponding to

the pollen dust so

familiar in lilies

and other flowers,

held together by

sticky threads.

When the clubs

touch the stigma

some of these

flakes adhere to it,

for the viscid secre-

tion of the stigma

possesses a greater

pull than that of

the threads of the

pollen masses. A

pair of clubs may

fertilize thestigmas

of several flowers.

Surely, then, this wild orchis that revels in

my roadside plot has attained a most com-

plex development. Each modification of its

original structure that has served its species

in good stead throughout the ages of its

evolution has been faithfully preserved until

we find now this complex aggregate of their

merits. The obvious adaptation of the floral

structure and the ingenious method adopted

for the removal of the pollen masses and for

their safe and sure conveyance to a neigh-

bouring flower are striking features indeed,

but it is the minute details, the insignificant

nothings, as it were, of the scheme that are

perhaps most striking. For instance, several

observers discovered that after all this com-

plex arrangement of a landing-stage, honey

guides, and a spur for the nectary, no nectar or

honey was secreted by flowers of this genus;

a most contradictory state of affairs, for

it was scarcely reasonable to assume that

insects would persistently visit flowers where

Fig. 7.â��A magnified view of the pollen clubs.

they received no payment in return. Darwin

examined the flowers after sunshine, after

rain, and at all hours and under various con-

ditions, but no nectar could he find; yet he

observed that flies continually visited the

flowers and inserted their probosces for

considerable periods of time. Later he dis-

covered within the nectary tube a delicate

lining membrane that could be penetrated

very easily, and that when it was punctured

copious juices were forthcoming. Now, this

arrangement occupies the insect much longer

than if it had simply to insert its proboscis

and suck up the free nectar, and Darwin

suggests that this delay serves to insure that

the viscid pollen disk is securely attached

before the insect leaves the flower. So we

might investigate a hundred other little points

of striking interest,

such as that of the

changing of the

position of the

pollen masses, or

that the viscid

base of the stamen

remains sticky

while in the flower,

but dries immedi-

ately on its re-

moval, attaching

itself to the insect

in such a manner

that it cannot be

removed until it

has visited many

flowers. It is im-

possible to shake

the pollen masses from a bristle or similar

foreign body after they are once attached;

the insect, therefore, has no alternative but

to work them off in the course of its travels.

Finally, I may mention that the ovary or

seed-vessel of each flower is twisted. Why

the necessity of that curious feature ? It so

happens that the large petal used as a land-

ing-stage was, in the primary arrangement of

the flower, the upper petal; as, however, it

could not in that position serve any useful

purpose, by twisting round the seed-pod and

bringing it to the lower level it provided an

excellent landing - stage for insects; so it

came to hold its present position.

Perhaps I have said enough to make the

thoughtful reader reflect that plants are not

quite the insentient organisms that we some-

times consider them to be. There is purpose

in even the minutest detail of their complex

structures; their intelligence may be un-

conscious, but it is none the less real.
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CHAPTER I

RISCILLA MIL-

VERTON was

beautiful and

good; Archibald

Peythroppe and

she were acknowledged

lovers, but marriage was not

spoken of as a near event;

and latterly old Milverton

had seemed cool whenever

his daughter mentioned the young man's

name. Hildebrand Peythroppe, Archibald's

brother, was in love with his brother's sweet-

heart, but though he trembled with pleasure

when she was near him he never looked at

her except by stealth. He knew he had no

business to love her.

The more his heart felt

that it was painful, the more

his reason told him that it

was necessary he should

part from Priscilla Milverton.

To his union with her there

was an obstacle which his

prudence told him ought to

be insurmountable. Yet he

felt that during the few days

At Pal.

he had been with her, the few hours he had been

near her, he had, with his utmost power over

himself, scarcely been master of his passion

or capable of concealing it from its object.

His mind turned towards the army. He

thought that abroad and in active life he

should lose all the painful recollections, and

drive from his heart all the resentments,

which could now be only a source of unavail-

ing regret.

Before leaving he would

see her and explain, and

chance threw an oppor-

tunity in his way.

Mrs.

Devon's

opening

ball was

due, and

society was

as much excited about it as

a family of children before

Christmas. All who were

invited were going, unless

they happened to be in mourning.

Mrs. Devon's mansions were thrown open

early in the evening, but few would come

before midnight.
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Vanity Fair."

of His

" The Hou

e of

Mirth.'

That evening, when Pris-

cilla came tripping into the

drawing-room in a white

muslin frock prepared for

conquest, a tall gentleman,

set off in the military

frogged coat and cocked

hat of those times, advanced

to meet her.

This was no other than

Captain Hildebrand Peythroppe,

Majesty's Regiment of Foot.

Hildebrand had given her

his arm without speaking.

She took it in silence, and

they moved away, not toward

the supper-room, but against

the tide which was setting

thither. The faces about her

flowed by like the streaming

images of sleep : she hardly

noticed where Hildebrand

was leading her, till they passed through a glass

doorway at the end of a long suite of rooms

and stood suddenly in the fragrant hush of a

garden. Gravel grated beneath their feet, and

about them was the transparent dimness of

a midsummer night. Hanging lights made

emerald caverns in the depths of foliage, and

whitened the spray of a fountain falling among

lilies. The magic place was deserted : there

was no sound but the plash of the water on

the lily-pads, and a distant drift of music that

might have been blown across a sleeping lake.

Then, all at once, the

fierce hold which he had

been keeping on himself

seemed to crumble into

bits.

" I can bear this no

longer!" he cried, facing

her. " I tell you I can

bear this no longer! I am

going to India because I

cannot stop here in England. If I stop I

shall go mad. I tell you I have lived such

a month as you could not even imagine, as

you could not think of even in an evil

dream. I'm going to India because I want

to be as far from everything as possible.

" Oh, I knew you would

be angry," he continued, as

he looked into her face. " I

know I am mad; I know

what I say must seem to

you preposterous. But I

cannot help it. For a month

I have been fighting against

it. I have told myself that

' Nightâ��and the

Justus Miles

FOKMAN.

1 Lady Rom s

Joseph Hockin

I am a foolâ��a madman; but I cannot

destroy the feeling. I know that you resent

my making this confession. Forgive me,

Miss Milverton."

The girl answered never a word. The

blood had mantled to her face and her lips

were tremulous. There was something over-

mastering in his presence. She admired him

â��cared for him more than for Archibald.

He was more of a man in every way.

" When do you go?" she

asked him abruptly.

" Not for about a month."

He mentioned the causes

of delay. Her smile was

linked with a sigh. He

came nearer to her.

"You should never be

lonely, if I could help it,"

he said, in a low voice.

He felt within him a sudden snapping of

restraints. Whyâ��why refuse what was so

clearly within his grasp? Love has many

mannersâ��many entrancesâ��and many exits.

He was silent a moment, but his face

spoke for him.

" How charming you are in that dressâ��

in that light ! I shall always see you as you

are to-night."

A silence. Excitement mounted in their

veins. Suddenly he stooped and kissed her

hands. They looked into each other's eyes.

For a time they were

oblivious to everything save

their own happiness. Had

they been some village lad

and lass wandering in a

country lane, their love-

making could not have been

more simple, they could not

have cared less for the eyes

of the world. She was only

a girl of twenty and he a few years older.

They forgot to be conventional as they

whispered to each other the words that trans-

formed the cold, dark night into a June

morning. Realities came back to them

presently, however.

Excepting always falling r^n~the7rid7o71

off a horse, there is nothinc ' His Youth."

more fatally easy than

marriage before a registrar.

The ceremony costs less

than fifty shillings, and is

remarkably like walking into

a pawn-shop. After the

declaration of residence has

been put in, four minutes

will cover the rest of the proceedings, fees,

R. Kipling.
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' Daniel Dernnda.

GhOKGK El.IOT.

attestation, and all. Then the registrar slides

the blotting-pad over the names and says,

grimly, with his pen between his teeth, " Now

you're man and wife," and the couple walk

out in the street feeling as if something were

horribly illegal somewhere.

But that ceremony holds, and can drag a

man to his undoing just as thoroughly as

" long as ye both shall live " curse from the

altar-rails, with the bridesmaids giggling

behind and " The Voice that Breathed O'er

Eden" lifting the roof off.

Hildebrand had received an appointment

in India which carried a magnificent salary

from the home point of view. The marriage

was to be kept secret for a year. After one

short month came Gravesend, and Hilde-

brand steaming out to his new life.

CHAPTER II.

Archibald Peythroppe,

having made up his mind

to marry Miss Milverton,

showed a power of adapting

means to ends. He had

thought that the affair would

be concluded more quickly,

and to his own surprise he

had repeatedly promised

himself in a morning that

he would to-day give Priscilla the opportu-

nity of accepting him, and had found in the

evening that the necessary formality was still

unaccomplished. This remarkable fact served

to brighten his determination on another day.

He had never admitted to himself that

Priscilla might refuse him.

He was indeed perfectly

well satisfied with his pro-

spect of success ; for as to

that entire and absolute

possession of the heart of

his mistress, which romantic

lovers require, the very idea

of it never entered his head.

Her fortune and her person

were the sole objects of his

wishes, of which he made no doubt soon to

obtain the absolute property. Of Hildebrand

he certainly had not even the least jealousy.

Archibald had the reputa-

tion of being exceedingly

fast, and he was known to

be deeply in debt. Certainly

he was not the sort of man

whom Milverton would have

wished his daughter to

marry, for all that he was

distinctly good-looking ; for

" Tom Jones."

Henrv Fielding.

" A Grey Eye or

So."

Frankport

Moore.

chaperons eyed him askance

and guarded their charges

carefully whenever he

appeared on the scene. In-

deed, he had narrowly

escaped from appearing in

court in the capacity of a

co-respondent on one

occasion, and he had also

been mixed up in a big society gambling

scandal.

He was not an eager boy

to give way to a passion

without counting the cost.

He had lived so long in the

world, the centre of which

is situated somewhere about

Park Lane, and he had come

to believe so thoroughly that

the leading characteristic of

this world is worldliness, that

he had lost the capacity to trust anyone

implicitly.

Then came news of the

death of Sir John Milver-

ton. The suddenness of

the event startled Archibald.

There was clearly no time

to be lost.

Archibald

reached the

house of

the Milver-

tons by six o'clock in the

evening. He was shown

into the library, and oppo-'

site to him, by the window,

Priscilla stood alone. She

turned to him a white,

terror-haunted face â�� gazed at him for a

second like one dazed.

" Priscilla ! " he exclaimed.

-he

1 Never Despair.

down-

sat

She sat

down also.

" You don't understand

me a bit, Priscilla â�� now,

don't stamp your foot. Why

on earth mayn't I call you

Priscilla? I tell you to call

me Archibald. I did try to

forget all about you, but I

couldn't."

She did not fear him, but it seemed that

the man was promising to render life insup-

portable.

" Do you understand, I want youâ��you!

No one else in all the world."

He had seized her wrist and was holding

her by force.
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" A Pair of Patient

Lovers."

W. D. Howells.

1 En Av.int !

" Archibald, you have got

to know. I'm ashamed to

tell you, but I should be

more ashamed not to after

what's happened."

She stopped with a quick

catch in her breath, and the

darkness round them seemed

to become luminous.

" Hildebrand is my husband ! "

The statement was made

in the purest innocence;

yet never, as may well be

imagined, did words fall

with more stunning force.

Not one moved so much as

a lip or an eyelid. Archibald

only stared, wanting time to

take in the astonishing

meaning of the words.

" Hildebrand's wife ! Priscilla Milverton

married !" If the statement were true it

meant that he had been fooled indeed.

And thus Archibald Pey-

throppe learnt the truth â��

truth which was hateful to

himâ��truth from which he

shrank as a man shrinks

from a bar of hot iron. But

once the fierce heat had

touched his flesh his blood

danced in his veins and his

brain surged with one

thoughtâ��Revenge !

There was only one way

in which he could achieve

his ends.

What was that? Murder?

Murder is terrible â�� hideousâ��damning.

But it was the only thing that would enable

him to reach his desires.

He rose suddenly and

stood gaping in the centre

of the room, as a mad, hazy

idea began to form in his

brain. His eyes blinked

and his face grew white with

excitement. Then he put

on his hat and, deep in

thought, went out.

He was still thinking

deeply as he boarded the train for Southamp-

ton next morning.

He took a lodging and

walked to it, after sending

on his belongings. On his

way he stopped at a quiet barber-shop and

had his beard and moustache shaved off.

After that it was not likely that any of his

" Soprano.

" Les Maris."

Fortune du Bois-

GOBEY.

1A Benefit Perform-

ance " (" Mnny

Cargoes ").

'Soprano."

' Temptation."

acquaintance should- recog-

nise him. But he took

further steps towards com-

pleting his disguise by

making radical and painful

changes in his dress. He

bought ready-made French

clothes; he put on a pair

of square kid boots with

elastic sides and patent

leather tips. He wore a soft silk cravat

artificially tied in a bow-knot with wide and

floating ends, and he purchased a French

silk hat with a broad and curving brim.

Having satisfied himself that the effect was

good, he further adorned his appearance with

tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles and a green

umbrella,

CHAPTER III.

The trouble in the Far East

had blown over, and Hilde-

brand, possessing a pleasant

notoriety and his due share

of distinction, had embarked

for England.

At the moment when

Archibald was expecting

him he had been twenty-

four hours in his native

country. Through the darkest of the nights

Hildebrand Peythroppe

was riding home, a distance

of some fifteen miles from

Southampton. His way led

through forests of chestnut,

clothing the slopes and

plateau of chalk. The road

was badâ��to be more exact,

there was no road, there

was but a track.

He was not alone â�� a

friend shared his journey,

and made the loneliness of

the long ride much more

tolerable than it would have

been if he had had to face

his thoughts alone.

They had

tO- I Grant Allen.

" The Broken

Chain."

come

gether in

the great troopship. They

became friends and had

shared up things together

from the time they first

saw each other. When one

had a thing it belonged to

the other as well. This

campaign had been a hard one, and they

had grown to like each other as only men
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who share the same hardships can. They

had starved and toiled and marched and

suffered hunger and thirst together.

It was very dark and the

wind was increasing. The

air was filled with a faint,

tool, sodden odourâ��as of

stirred forest depths. In

those intervals of silence the

darkness seemed to increase

in proportion and grow

almost palpable. Yet out of

this sightless and sound-

less void now came the tinkle of a spur's

rowels, the dry crackling of saddle leathers,

and the muffled plunge of a hoof in the

thick carpet of dust and desiccated leaves.

Then a voice, which in spite of its matter-

offact reality the obscurity lent a certain

mystery to, said :â��

" I can't make out anything ! Where the

devil have we got to, anyway ? It's as black

as Tophet, here ahead !"

" Strike a light and make a flare with

something," returned a second voice. " Look

where you're shoving toâ��nowâ��keep your

horse off, will ye ? "

There was more muffled plunging, a

silence, the rustle of paper, the quick spurt

of a match, and then the uplifting of a

flickering flame.

" Easy does it," muttered

Archibald, under his breath.

Further over in the dark-

ness was a very small

moving dot on the road in

front, beyond the low outer

hedge. The red glow,

stoppered at intervals by

a deft finger, was Hilde-

brand, smoking his pipe.

Archibald put the gun to

his shoulder. He aimed

and pressed the trigger;

the gun exploded heavily

in the mist. The man

leapt into the air and fell

upon his back.

Then

Crockett.

1 A Masked Uat-

tery.

H. Kidvh

Ha(.oakli.

F. M. Wmitf.

Vol. xxxvi.â��29.

Archibald

went back

to the house and let himself

quietly in with his latch-key.

After he had fastened up

the front door he turned to

the dining room. Here he

helped himself liberally to

brandv.

Chuzzle-

' The Lady Para-

" I need it," he muttered. " I am afraid

my nerves are not quite what I thought they

were."

What had he left within

the wood ?

The body of a murdered

man. In one thick solitary

spot it lay among the last

year's leaves of oak and

beech just as it had fallen

headlong down. Sopping

and soaking in among the

leaves that formed its pillow;

oozing down into the boggy ground as if to

cover itself from human sight; forcing its

way between and through the curling leaves

as if those senseless things rejected and fore-

swore it and were coiled up in abhorrence,

went a dark, dark stain that dyed and

scented the whole summer night from earth

to heaven.

And he was not sorry for what he had

done. He was frightened when he thought

of itâ��when did he not think of it?â��but he

was not sorry.

Archibald, next morning,

rose at an unlikely hour.

The tall clock in the hall,

accenting with its slow,

sardonic tick the silence of

the sleeping house, marked

a quarter to five.

He locked

the door

and, sitting

down at the square table

in the middle of the room,

leant his head on his hands

and gave himself up to

thought.

He had got in his pocket

Sir John Milverton's willâ��

the will which gave his vast fortune to his

daughter Priscilla.

He took the will from his pocketâ��took it

gingerly, as if it were a live thing and might

bite himâ��and read it over, not once, but

twenty times, and the sweat stood on his

forehead as he read it. He held Priscilla

Milverton's future in the hollow of his hand.

Presently he thought he heard a tapping at

the window. He jerked himself bolt upright

and listened. It was not a dream ; he had

not fancied it. There was a tap at the

window. He arose from the chair and stood

listening.

The door of the chamber

opened and a woman

entered. Pale, agitated, I

' A Girl of Spirit.'

Chabi.es Garvice,

Henry Harland.

' A Chariot of

Fire."
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exhausted, she advanced in

the glimmering light.

" Priscilla ! " exclaimed

the astonished Archibald.

The

woman

raised her

head and

stared.

" A Chariot of

Fire."

Elizabeth Stuart

Phelps.

from quivering

Then you loved

are

'The Shuttle.'

One swift,

brilliant gleam shot from

her heavy eyes.

Beac "What

changed

you from

the man you were to the

man you are ? "

" Hate."

She recoiled at the grim

wo*dâ��recoiled, too, from

the expression on his face.

"You hated â�� your

brother ? " The words fell

lips. "You hated him.

â��me."

" Always," he answered. ..." You

my brother's wife," he said, slowly.

" Why did you not realize

that I should get even with

you one day, as sure as you

were woman and I was

man ? "

Priscilla did not shrink

back, though the pupils of

her eyes dilated. Was it

the wildest thing in the

happened to

it not ? Without warning the

of a thought, immense and

strange, swept over her body and soul and

possessed herâ��so possessed her that it

changed her pallor to white flame. It was

actually he who shrank back a shade,

because for the moment she looked so near

unearthly.

" I am not afraid of you," she said, in a

clear, unshaken voice ; " I am not afraid.

Something is near me which will stand

between usâ��something which died to-day."

He almost gasped before the strangeness

of it, but caught back his breath and re-

covered himself.

" Died to day ! That's recent enough,"

he jeered. " Let us hear about it. Who

was it ? "

" It was Hildebrand ! " she flung at him.

" The church bells were tolling for him when

I rode away. I could not stay to hear them.

It killed me. I loved him."

Burnett.

world which

her, or was

sudden rush

' The Return of]

Sherlock Holmes.

A. Conan Doyle,

Archibald Peythroppe

laughed, but fear vibrated in

his voice. " You were so

very obstinate," said he.

" Why did you drive me to

such extremities ? "

The woman stood with

her hand buried in her

bosom and the same deadly

smile on her thin lips.

" You will ruin no more lives as you have

ruined mine. You will wring no more hearts

as you have wrung mine. I will free the

world of a poisonous thing. Take that, you

houndâ��and that! and that! and that! and

that!"

She had drawn a little gleaming revolver

and emptied barrel after barrel into Archi-

bald's body. " You've done me," he cried,

and lay still.

Priscilla was startled by a

ring at the door, the signal

of a visitor. The door

opened, and to her very

great surprise Hildebrand

Peythroppe, and Hilde-

brand Peythroppe only,

entered the room.

She

staggered

back,

death,

before

brand

" Pride and Preju-

dice."

Jane Austen.

' Kenilworth.'

Sir Walter Scott

not

turned as pale as

to put her hands

her face. Hilde-

was himself for a

moment much overcome,

but seeming suddenly to

remember the necessity of

using an opportunity which

again occur, he said, in a low

The Shuttle."

might

voice :â��

" Priscilla, fear me not."

" Why should I fear you ? "

Her shaking voice broke, -

and she held the cloth of his

sleeve tightly.

" You are aliveâ��alive ! "

with a sudden sweet wild-

ness, " but it is true the bell

tolled! While I was crouch-

ing in the dark I called to

you, who died to-day, to

stand between us."

" I was alive, and you see I heard you and

came," he answered, hoarsely.

His eye fell upon an j " in theliidÂ« of I

object which he had not I Lif<'-" 1

previously observed. It was

almost before his face. It was partly covered

in shadow, but he could see that it was

| Frances Hodgson

Burnett.
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a human figure. Instinc-

tively he adjusted the clasp

of his sword-belt and laid

hold of his pistol.

His voice

1 A Lady of Rome.'

" In the Midst of

Life."

Ambrose Bierce. j

rang out

with a mad

laugh.

"My

honour!"

Priscilla laid one hand on

the back of the chair he had

left to steady herself, for the

shock of understanding him

was more than she could

bear. Scarcely knowing that her lips moved

she called him back.

" Hildebrand ! Hildebrand ! Hear me!"

" Hear you ? Have I not heard ? " He

turned upon her like a madman. " Have I

not heard and remembered every word you

have spoken those eight months and more ?

How you would tear the memory of that

man from your heart ? How you called God

to witness that you would forget him ? My

honour ! My honour ! "

Priscilla closed her eyes and grasped the

chair. But she would not bend her head to

the storm as she bowed it long ago.

" I am innocent. I have done none of

these things."

She could find no other words, and he

would not have listened to more, for he

was beside himself, and began to rave again

while she stood straight and white beside

the chair. Sometimes his voice was thick,

as his fury choked him ; sometimes it was

shrill and wild, when his rage found vent.

But each time as he paused exhausted to

draw breath her words came to him

calm and clear in the moment's

stillness.

" I am innocent."

" How dare you say you are

innocent ? " he asked.

"She is innocent â�� as

innocent, as pure, as spot-

less as the fleur-de-lis in her

bosom.

" It was

not you

â��r e a 1 1 y

not youâ��

whom I

killed !

You are alive â�� you are

there ! A man that was

like you. I, mad with rage,

slew himâ��saw him fall."

The dying man arose.

" Take her back all the

same !" gasped the dying

voice. " Devote yourself

to her day and night.

You love her."

The silenced voice spoke

no more.

The girl

gave a

choking

cry. Hildebrand quickly

stooped and turned the

body over. There was a

cut where the hair met the

temple. He opened the

waistcoat and thrust his

hand inside the shirt.

Then he felt the pulse

of the limp wrist.

For a moment he looked at the face

steadily, almost contemplatively it might

have seemed, and then drew both arms close

to the body.

Archibald Peythroppe, the brother of

Hildebrand, was dead.

And thus across the chasm

of a crime, terrible indeed,

but necessary, the lovers were

again united.

Mary Cholmon-

delev.

Giliiert Parker. '

Harlingford's

Secret."

G. P. R. James.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE PRISONERS IN THE TOWER.

MPRISONED in the Tower

of London, accused of high

treason, and having confessed

to a too intimate knowledge

of the Gunpowder Plot, Elfrida

could not help feeling that it

would be nice to be back again in her own

time and at Arden, where, if you left events

alone and didn't interfere with them by

any sort of magic mouldiwarpiness, nothing

dangerous, romantic, or thrilling would ever

happen. And yet, when she was there, as

you know, she never could let events alone.

She and Edred could not be content with

that castle and that house which, even as

they stood, would have made you and me so

perfectly happy. They wanted the treasure,

and theyâ��Elfrida especiallyâ��wanted adven-

tures. Well, now they had got an adventure,

both of them. There was no knowing how

Copyright, 1908, by

By E. NESBIT.

A STORY

FOR CHILDREN.

it would turn out, either ; and that, after all,

is the essence of adventures. Edred was

lodged with Lord Arden and several other

gentlemen in the White Tower, and Elfrida

and Lady Arden were in quite a different

part of the building. And the children

were not allowed to meet. This, of course,

made it impossible for either of them to try

to get back to their own times. For though

they sometimes quarrelled, as you know,

they were really fond of each other, and

most of us would hesitate to leave even a

person we were not very fond of alone a

prisoner in the Tower in the time of James I.

and the Gunpowder Plot.

Elfrida had to wait on her mother and to

sew at the sampler, which had been thought-

fully brought by the old nurse with her lady's

clothes and the clothes Elfrida wore. But

there were no games, and the only out-of-

doors Elfrida could get was on a very narrow

terrace, where you could see the fat, queer-

E. Nesbit-Bland.
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looking ships in the river and the spire of

St. Paul's.

Edred was more fortunate. He was

allowed to play in the garden of the Lieu-

tenant of the Tower. But he did not feel

much like playing. He wanted to find

Elfrida and get back to Arden. Everyone

was very kind to him, but he had to be very

much quieter than he was used to being, and

to say " Sir " and " Madam," and not to speak

till he was spoken to.

One dayâ��for they were there quite a

number of daysâ��Edred met someone who

seemed to like answering questions, and this

made more difference than perhaps you

would think.

Edred was walking one bright winter day

in the private garden of the Lieutenant of the

Tower, and he saw coming towards him a

very handsome old gentleman dressed in very

handsome clothes, and, what is more, the

clothes blazed with jewels. Now most of

the gentlemen who were prisoners in the

Tower at that time thought that their very

oldest clothes were good enough to wear in

prison; so this splendour that was coming

across the garden was very unusual as well

as very dazzling, and before Edred could

remember the rules about not speaking till

you're spoken to he found that he had

suddenly bowed and said :â��

" Your servant, sir" ; adding, " You do

look ripping!"

" I do not take your meaning," said the

gentleman, but he smiled kindly.

" I mean how splendid you look."

The old gentleman looked pleased.

" I am happy to command your admira-

tion," he said.

" I mean your clothes," said Edred, and

then, feeling, with a shock, that this was not

the way to behave, he added : " Your face

is splendid, too; only I've been taught

manners, and I know you mustn't tell people

they're handsome to their faces. Praise to

the face is open disgrace. Mrs. Honeysett

says so."

" Praise to my face isn't open disgrace,

said the gentleman. " It is a pleasant

novelty in these walls."

" Is it your birthday or anything ? " Edred

asked.

" It is not my birthday," said the gentle-

man, smiling. " But why the question? "

" Because you're so grand," said Edred.

" I suppose you're a prince, then ? "

" No, not a princeâ��a prisoner."

" Oh, I see," said Edred, as people so often

do when they don't ; " and you're going to be

let out to day, and you've put on your best

things to go home in. I am so glad. At

least, I am sorry you're going, but I'm glad

on your account."

"Thou'rt a tine bold boy," said the gentle-

man ; " but no, I am a prisoner, and like to

remain so. And for these gauds "â��he swelled

out his chest so that his diamond buttons

and ruby earrings and gem-set collar flashed

in the winter sunâ��"for these gauds never

shall it be said that Walter Raleigh let the

shadow of his prison tarnish his pride in the

proper arraying of a body that has been

honoured to kneel before the Virgin Queen."

He took off his hat at the last words and

swept it with a flourish nearly to the ground.

" Oh ! " cried Edred, " are you really Sir

Walter Raleigh ? Oh, how splendid ! And

now you will tell me all about the golden

South Americas, and sea-fights, and the

Armada, and the Spaniards, and what you

used to play at when you were a little boy."

" Aye," said Sir Walter, " I'll tell thee tales

enow. They'll not let me from speaking

with thee, I warrant. I would," he said,

looking round impatiently, " that I could see

the river again. From my late chamber I

saw it, and the goodly ships coming in and

outâ��the ships that go down into the great

waters." He sighed, was silent a moment,

and then spoke. " And so thou didst not

know thine old friend Raleigh ? He was all

forgot, all forgot ! And yet thou hast rid

astride my sword ere now, and I have

played with thee in the court-yard at Arden.

When England forgets so soon, who can

expect more from a child ? "

" I'm sorry," said Edred, humbly.

" Nay," said Sir Walter, pinching his ear

gently, " 'tis two years agone, and short years

have short memories. Thou shalt come with

me to my chamber and I will show thee a

chart and a map of Windangocoa, that Her

Dear Glorious Majesty permitted me to re-

name Virginia, after her great and gracious

self."

So Edred, very glad and proud, went hand

in hand with Sir Walter Raleigh to his apart-

ments, and saw many strange things from

overseasâ��dresses of feathers from Mexico,

and strange images in gold from strange

islands, and the tip of a narwhal's horn from

Greenland, with many other things. And

Sir Walter told him of his voyages and

his fights, and of how he and Humphrey

Gilbert, and Adrian Gilbert and little Jack

Davis, used to sail their toy boats in the

Long Stream ; and how they used to row in

and out among the big ships down at the



23Â°

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

' HB TOOK OFF HIS HAT AT THE LAST WORDS AND SW

NEARLY TO THE GKOUND."

port, and look at the great figure-heads

standing out high above the water, and

wonder about them, and about the strange

lands they came from.

" And often," said Sir Walter, " we found

a sea-captain that would tell us lads travel-

lers' tales like these I have told thee. And

we sailed our little ships, and then we sailed

our big shipsâ��and here I lie in dock, and

shall never sail again. But it's oh to see the

Devon moors and the clear reaches of the

Long Stream again ! And that I never shall."

" Oh, do cheer up, do!" said Edred,

awkwardly. " I don't know whether they'll

let you go to Devonshire, but I know they'll

let you go back to America some day with

twelve ships. I read about it only yesterday,

and your ship will be called the Destiny, and

you'll sail from the Thames, and Lord Arden

EPT IT WITH

FLOURISH

will see you off and

kiss you farewell, and

give you a medal for

a keepsake. Your son

will go with you. I

know it's true. It's

all in the book."

"The book?" Sir

Walter asked ; " a

prophecy, belike ? "

" You can call it

that if you want

to," said Ederd,

cautiously; "but, any-

how, it's true."

He had read it all in

the history of Arden.

" If it should be

true," said Sir Walter

â�� and the smile

came back to his

merry eyesâ��" and if

I ever sail to the

Golden West again,

shrew me but I will

sack a Spanish town,

and bring thee a

collar of gold and

pieces of eight â�� a

big bagful."

" Thank you very

much," said Edred.

" It is very kind of

you ; but I shall not

be there."

And all Sir Walter's

questions did not

make him say how

he knew this, or

what he meant by it.

Sir Walter every day

garden, and the two

each other. At least,

After this he met

in the Lieutenant's

prisoners comforted

Edred was comforted, and Sir Walter seemed

to be.

However, just now Elfrida and Edred were

in the Tower and not able to see each other

â��so they could not discuss that or any other

question, and they always hoped that they

would meet, but they never did.

But by and by the Queen thought of

Lady Arden and decided that she and her

son Edred ought to be let out of the Tower,

and she told the King so, and he told

Lord Somebody or other, who told the

Lieutenant of the Tower, and behold Lady

Arden and Edred were abruptly sent home

in their own coach, which had been suddenly

sent for, to Arden Houseâ��but Elfrida was
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left in charge of the wife of the Lieutenant

of the Tower, who was a very kind lady.

So now Elfrida was in the Tower and Edred

was at Arden House in Soho, and they had

not been able to speak to each other or

arrange any plan for getting back to 1908

and Arden Castle by the sea.

Of course, Elfrida was kept in the Tower

because she had sung the rhyme aboutâ��

Please to remember

The Fifth of November,

The gunpowder treason and plot.

And this made people thinkâ��or seem to

thinkâ��that she knew all about the Gun-

powder Plot. And so, of course, she did,

though it would have been very difficult for

her to show anyone at that time how she

knew it without being a traitor.

She was now allowed to see Lord Arden

every day, and she grew very fond of him.

He was curiously like her own daddy, who

had gone away to South America with Uncle

Jim, and had never come back to his little

girl. Lord Arden also seemed to grow

fonder of her every day. " Thou'rt a bold

piece," he'd tell her, " and thou growest

bolder with each day. Hast thou no fear

that thy daddy will have thee whipped for

answering him so pert ? "

" No," Elfrida would say, hugging him as

well as she could for his ruff. " I know you

wouldn't beat your girl, don't I, daddy?"

And as she hugged him it felt almost like

hugging her own daddy, who would never

come home from America.

So she was almost contented. She knew

that Lord Arden was not one of those to

suffer for the Gunpowder Plot. She knew

from the history of Arden that he would

just be banished from the Court and end his

days happily at Arden, and she was almost

tempted just to go on and let what would

happen, and stay with this new daddy who

had lived three hundred years before, and

pet him and be petted by him. Only, she

felt that she must do something because of

Edred. The worst of it was that she could

not think of anything to do. She did not

know at all what was happening to Edredâ��

whether he was being happy or unhappy.

As it happened, he was being, if not

unhappy, at least uncomfortable. Mr.

Parados, the tutor, who was as nasty a man

as you will find in any seaside academy for

young gentlemen, still remained at Arden

House and taught the boysâ��Edred and his

Cousin Richard. Mr. Parados was in high

favour with the King because he had

listened to what wasn't meant for him and

reported it where it would do most mischief

â��a thing always very pleasing to King

James I. â�� and Lady Arden dared not

dismiss him. Besides, she was ill with

trouble and anxiety, which Edred could not

at all soothe by saying again and again,

" Father won't be found guilty of treasonâ��

he won't be executed. He'll just be sent

to Arden and live there quietly with you. I

saw it all in a book."

But Lady Arden only cried and cried.

Mr. Parados was very severe, and rapped

Edred's knuckles almost continuously during

lesson time-â��and out of it. Said Cousin

Richard, " He is for ever bent on spying and

browbeating of us."

" He's always messing aboutâ��nasty sneak,"

said Edred. " I should like to be even with

him before I go. And I will, too."

" Before you go ? Go whither ? " Cousin

Richard asked.

" Elfrida and I are going away," Edred

began, and then felt how useless it was to

go on, since even when the 1908 Edred whom

he was had gone, the 1605 Elfrida and Edred

would, of course, still be there. That is,

if He checked the old questions, which

he had now no time to consider, and said, in

a firm tone which was new to him, and which

Elfrida would have been astonished and

delighted to hear:â��

" Yes, I've got two things to doâ��to be

even with old Parrot-noseâ��to be revenged

on him, I meanâ��and to get Elfrida out of

the Tower. And I'll do that first, because

she'll like to help with the other."

The boys were on the leads, their backs to

a chimney and their faces towards the trap-

door, which was the only way of getting on to

the roof. It was very cold, and the north

wind was blowing, but they had come there

because it was one of the few places where

Mr. Parrot-nose could not possibly come

creeping up behind them to listen to what

they were saying.

"Get her out of the Tower?" Dick

laughed, and then was sad. " I would we

could," he said.

" We can," said Edred, earnestly. " I've

been thinking about it all the time, ever

since we came out of the Tower, and I know

the way. I shall want you to help me, Dick

â��you and one grown-up." He spoke in

the same firm, self-reliant tone that was so

new to him.

" One grown-up ? " Dick asked.

" Yes. I think nurse would do it, and

I'm going to find out if we can trust her."

" Trust her ? " said Dick " Why, she'd die
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for any of us Ardens. Aye, and die on the

rack before she would betray the lightest

word of any of us."

"Then thats all right," said Edred.

" What is thy plot ? " Dick asked, and he

did not laugh, though he wanted to. You

see, Edred looked so very small and weak,

and the Tower was so very big and strong.

" I'm going to get Elfrida out," said Edred,

"and I'm going to do it like Lady Nithsdale

got her husband out. It will be quite easy.

It all depends on knowing when the guard

is changed, and I do know that."

" But how did my Lady Nithsdale get my

Lord Nithsdale outâ��and from what ? " Dick

asked.

" Why, out of the Towerâ��you know,"

Edred was beginning, when he remembered

that Dick did not know and couldn't know,

because Lord Nithsdale hadn't yet been

taken out of the Towerâ��hadn't even been

put in ; perhaps, for anything Edred knew,

wasn't even born yet. So he said :â��

" Never mind ; I'll tell you all about Lady

Nithsdale," and proceeded to tell Dick,

vaguely, yet inspiringly, the story of that wise

and brave lady. / haven't time to tell you

the story, but any grown-up who knows

history will be only too pleased to tell it.

Dick listened with most flattering interest,

though it was getting dusk, and colder than

ever. The lights were lighted in the house,

and the trap-door had become a yellow

square. A shadow in this yellow square

warned Dick, and he pinched Edred's arm.

"Come," he said, "and let us apply our-

selves to our books. Virtuous youths always

act in their preceptors' absence as they would

if their preceptors were present. I feel as

though mine were present. Therefore, I

take it, I am a virtuous youth "

On which the shadow disappeared very

suddenly, and the two boys, laughing in a

choking inside sort of way, went down to

learn their lessons by the light of two gutter-

ing tallow candles in solid silver candlesticks.

The next day Edred got the old nurse to

take him to the Court, and because the Queen

was very fond of I^ady Arden he actually

managed to see Her Majesty, and, what is

more, to get permission to visit his father

and sister in the Tower. The permission

was written in the Queen's own hand, and

bade the Lieutenant of the Tower to admit

Master Edred Arden and Master Richard

Arden and an attendant. Then the nurse

became very busy with sewing, and two

days went by, and Mr. Parados rapped the

boys' ringers and scolded them and scowled

at themâ��and wondered why they bore it all

so patiently.

Then came The Day, and it was bitterly

cold, and as the afternoon got older snow

began to fall.

" So much the better," said the old nurse

â��"so much the better."

It was at dusk that the guard was changed

at the Tower gate, and a quarter of an hour

before dusk Lord Arden's carriage stopped

at the Tower gate and an old nurse in ruff

and cap and red cloak got out of it and lifted

out two little gentlemenâ��one in black, with

a cloak trimmed with squirrel fur, which was

Edred, and another, which was Richard, in

grey velvet and marten's fur. And the

Lieutenant was called, and he read the

Queen's order and nodded kindly to Edred,

and they all went in. And as they went

across the yard to the White Tower, where

Lord Arden's lodging was, the snow fell thick

on their cloaks and furs and froze to the

stuff, for it was bitter cold.

And again:â��

" So much the better," the nurse saidâ��

" so much the better."

Elfrida was with Lord Ardenâ��sitting on

his kneeâ��when the visitors came in. She

jumped up and greeted Edred with a glad

cry and a very close hug.

" Go with nurse," he whispered through

the hug ; " do exactly what she tells you."

" But I've made a piece of poetry," Elfrida

whispered, " and now you're here "

" Do what you're told" whispered Edred

in a tone she had never heard from him

before, and so fiercely that she said no more

about poetry. " We must get you out of

this," Edred went on. " Don't be a dufferâ��

think of Lady Nithsdale."

Then Elfrida understood. Her arms fell

from round Edred's neck, and she ran back

to Lord Arden and put her arms round his

neck and kissed him over and over again.

" There, there, my maid, there, there," he

said, patting her shoulder softly, for she was

crying.

" Come with me to my chamber," said the

nurse. " I would take thy measure for a new

gown and petticoat."

But Elfrida clung closer. " She does not

want to leave her dad," said Lord Arden,

" dost thou, my maid ? "

" No, no," said Elfrida, quite wildly. " I

don't want to leave my daddy !"

"Come," said Lord Arden, "'tis but for a

measuring time, and thou'lt come back, sweet

lamb as thou art. Go now, to return the

more quickly."
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"Good-bye, dear, dear, dear daddy," said

Elfrida, suddenly standing up. "Oh, my

dear daddy, good-bye."

" Why, what a piece of work about a new

frock !" said the nurse, crossly. " I've no

patience with

the child," and

she caught

Elfrida's hand

and dragged her

into the next

room.

"Now," she

whispered, al-

ready on her

knees undoing

Elfrida's gown,

" not a moment

to lose. Hold

thy handkerchief

to thy face and

seem to weep as

we go out. Why,

thou'rt weeping

already! So

much the

better !"

From under

her wide hoop

and petticoat

the nurse drew

out the clothes

that were hidden

there â�� a little

suit of black

exactly like

Edred's â�� cap,

cloak, stockings,

shoes â�� all like

Edred's to a

hair.

And Elfrida,

before she had

finished crying,

stood up, the

exact image of

her brother â��

except her faceâ��and that would be hidden

by the handkerchief. Then, very quickly,

the nurse went to the door of the apartment

and spoke to the guard there.

" Good lack, good gentleman," she said,

" my little master is illâ��he is too frail to

bear these sad meetings and sadder partings.

Convoy us, I pray you, to the outer gate, that

I may find our coach and take him home,

and afterwards I will return for my other

chargeâ��his noble cousin."

" Is it so ? " said the guard, kindly. " Poor

Vol. xxxvi.â��30

child. Well, such is life, mistress, and we

all have tears to weep."

But he could not leave his post at Lord

Arden's door to conduct them to the gates.

But he told them the way, and they crossed

the courtyard

alone, and as

they went the

snow fe 11 on

their cloaks and

froze there.

So that the

guard at the

gate, who had

seen an old

nurse and two

little boys go in

through the

snow, now saw

an old nurse and

one little boy go

out, all snow-

covered, and the

little boy ap-

peared to be cry-

ing bitterly; and

no wonder, the

nurse explained,

seeing his dear

father and sister

thus.

" I will con-

vey him to our

coach, good

masters," she

said to the

guard, "and re-

turn for my

other charge,

young Master

Richard Arden."

And on that

she got Elfrida,

in her boy's

clothes, out at

the gate and into

the waiting car-

riage. The coachman, by private arrangement

with the old nurse, was asleep on the box ;

and the footman, also by previous arrangement,

was refreshing himself at a tavern near by.

" Under the seat," said the old nurse, and,

thrusting Elfrida in, shut the coach door and

left her. And there was Elfrida, dressed like

a boy, huddled up among the straw at the

bottom of the coach.

So far, so good. But the most dangerous

part of the adventure still remained. The

nurse got in again easily enough ; she was

WILL CONVEY HIM TO OUK COACH, GOOD MASTENS, SHK SAID TO

THB GUARD."
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let in by the guards who had seen her come

out. And as she went slowly across the snowy

courtyard she heard ring under the gateway

the stamping feet of the men who had come

to relieve guard and to be themselves the

new guard. So far, again, so good. The

danger lay with the guard at the door of

Lord Arden's rooms, and in the chance that

some of the old guard might be lingering

about the gateway when she came out, not

wiih one little boy as they would expect, but

with two. But this had to be risked. The

nurse waited as long as she dared, so as

to lessen the chance of meeting any of

the old guard as she went out with her

charges. She waited quietly in a corner

while Lord Arden talked with the boys, and

when at last she said, "The time is done, my

lord," she already knew that the guard at the

room door had been changed.

" So now for it," said Edred, as he and

Richard followed the nurse down the narrow

steps and across the snowy courtyard.

The new guard saw the woman and two

boys, and the captain of the guard read the

Queen's paper, which the old nurse had taken

care to get back from the Lieutenant. And

as, plainly, Master Edred Arden and Master

Richard Arden, with their attendant, had

passed in, so now they were permitted to

pass out, and two minutes later a great coach

was lumbering along the snowy streets, and

inside it four people were embracing in

rapture at the success of their stratagem.

" But it was Edred thought of it," said

Richard, as in honour bound, " and he

arranged everything and carried it out."

"How splendid of him!" said Elfrida,

warmly ; and I think it was rather splendid

of her not lo spoil his pride and pleasure in

this the first adventure he had ever planned

and executed entirely on his own account.

She could very easily have spoiled it, you

know, by pointing out to him that the whole

thing was quite unnecessary, and that they

could have got away much more easily by

going on to a corner in the Tower and saying

poetry to the Mouldiwarp.

So they came to Arden House.

The coachman was apparently asleep

again, and the footman went round and did

something to the harness after he had got

the front door opened, and it was quite easy

for the nurse to send the footman who opened

the door to order a meal to be served at once

for Master Edred and Master Richard. So

that no one saw that, instead of the two little

boys who had left Arden House in the after-

noon, three came back to it in the evening.

Then the nurse took them into the parlour

and shut the door.

" Now," she said, " Master Richard will go

take off his fine suit and Miss Arden will go

into the little room and change her raiment.

And for you, Master Edred, you wait here

with me."

When the others had obediently gone the

nurse stood looking at Edred with eyes that

grew larger and different, and he stood look-

ing at her with eyes that grew rounder and

rounder.

"Why," he said, at last, "you're the

witch â�� the witch we took the tea and

things to."

"And if I am?" said she. " Do you think

you're the only people who can come back

into other times? You're not all the world

yet, Master Arden of Arden. But you've got

the makings of a fine boy and a fine man,

and I think you've learned something in these

old ancient times."

He had. There is not a doubt of it.

Whether it was being thought important

enough to be imprisoned in the Tower, or

whether it was the long talks he had with

Sir Walter Raleigh, that fine genius and great

gentleman, or whether it was Mr. Parados's

knuckle-rappings and scowlings, I do not

know. But it is certain that this adventure

was the beginning of the change in Edred

which ended in his being " brave and kind

and wise," as the old rhyme had told him

to be.

"And now," said the nurse, as Elfrida

appeared in her girl's clothes, " there is not

a moment to lose. Already at the Tower

they have found out our trick. You must go

back to your own times."

"She's the witch," Edred briefly answered

the open amazement in Llfrida's eyes.

"There is no time to lose," the nurse

repeated.

"I mus/be even with old Parados first,"said

Edred, and so he was ; and it took exactly a

quarter of an hour, and I will tell you all

about it afterwards.

When he was even with old Parados the

old nurse sent Richard to bed, and then

Elfrida made haste to say: "I did make

some poetry to call the Mouldiwarp, but it's

all about the Tower, and we're not there

now. It's no use saying

Oh, Mouldiwarp, you have the power

To get us out of this bea-tlv Tower,

when we're not in the Tower, and I can't

think of anything else. Andâ��â��"

But the nurse interrupted her.

" Never rnind about poetry," she said J
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" poetry's all very well for children, but I

know a trick worth two of that."

She led them into the dining-roomâ��where

the sideboard stood covered with silverâ��set

down the candle, lifted down the great salver

with the arms of Arden engraved upon it,

and put it on the table.

She breathed on the salver and traced

triangles and a circle on the dulled surfaceâ��

and as the mistiness of her breath faded and

the silver shone out again undimmed, there,

suddenly, in the middle of the salver, was the

live white Mouldiwarp of Arden, looking

extremely cross !

" You've no manners," it said to the

pretend they know everything. If I'd come

the easy poetry way I could have taken

them back as easily. But nowâ��well, it can't

be helped. I'll take them back, of course, but

it'll be a way they won't like. They'll have to

go on to the top of the roof and jump off."

" I don't believe that's necessary," said the

witch-nurse.

" All right," said the Mouldiwarp ; " get

them away yourself, then," and it actually

began to disappear.

"No, no," said Elfrida; "we'll do any-

thing you say."

"There's a foot of snow on the roof," said

the witch-nurse.

"'YOU'VE NO MANNERS,' IT SAID TO THE NURSE."

nurse, " bringing me here in that off-hand,

rude way, without ' With your leave !' or' By

your leave !' Elfrida could easily have made

some poetry. You know well enough," it

added, angrily, "that it's positively painful to

me to be summoned by your triangles and

things. Poetry's so easy and simple."

" Poetry's too slow for this night's work,"

said the nurse, shortly. " Comeâ��take the

children awayâ��and have done with it."

" You make everything so difficult," said

the Mouldiwarp, more crossly than ever;

" that's the worst of people who think they

know a lot and really only know a little, and

" So much the better," said the Mouldi-

warp ; " so much the better. You ought to

know that."

" You think yourself very clever," said the

nurse.

" Not half so clever as I am," said the

Mouldiwarp, rather unreasonably, Elfrida

thought. " There ! " it added, sharply, as a

great hammering at the front door shattered

the quiet of the night. " Thereâ��to the roof

for your lives ! And I'm not at all sure that

it's not too late."

The knocking was growing louder and

louder.

(To be continued.)
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reality it is half of tlie figure of a young lady wear-

ing a white apron, who is holding in hei hand the

child's bonnet, which bears a strange resemblance to

a face. The baby is Molly Roberts, of Ciarryduff.â��

Miss Annie H. Waring, Suminerville, Enniscorthy,

co. Wexford, Ireland.

HOW DID THEY GET THERE?

ON opening a boiled egg recently I discovered

several words apparently printed in the white.

I cut out the portion of the egg and had it photo-

graphed, and now send you a print. The wording,

of course, is disconnected, being obviously portions of

five different lines from a book or paper. No particle

of the paper remained, but, as may be seen from the

photograph, the words showed up very distinctly.â��

Mr. Walter Hart, 24, Westgate Street, Gloucester.

A PECULIAR ILLUSION.

THE accompanying photograph appears to show

an ogress, wrapped in a white sheet and with

bandaged head, keeping guard over a baby. In

A TRICK WORTH TRYING.

T AM sending you a photograph which may prove

\_ of interest to readers of The Strand, and also

provide them with no little amusement while trying

to do the trick themselves. The man seen in the

picture is merely holding a piece of iron gas-pipe

and balancing himself on the ledge above the door.

He may even indulge in a swing without fear of

falling off. The secret of success is to put all the

weight on the side nearest the door, while pushing

upwards with the hand at the other end of the pipe.

If an' iron pipe is not available, a thick piece of

wood will do equally well.â��Mr. W. F. Wagner, 2,

Longueville Terrace, New Maiden, Surrey.
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A LILLIPUTIAN RESIDENCE.

THE above illustration shows one of the

queerest houses in the United States. It is

four storeys high, yet does not exceed an ordinary

cottage in height. It is a quaint and picturesque

combination of many types of architecture. There

are turrets and domes and battlemented towers,

windows of all sizes and shapes, even to round

openings like cannon-holes in a warship. Some of

the windows are scarcely large enough for a face, and

many window-boxes are like tiny birds' nests. The

rear of the house is like a miniature bit from a

Rhine castle. The house itself is said to have been

built by a man of small stature and eccentric ideas,

and a romantic little story is connected with the place.

When the house was completedâ��so runs the legend â��

its owner was lonely, and, thinking the most expe-

ditious way to get what he wanted was to advertise in

the American papers, he inserted a paragraph under

the heading " Wife Wanted." Scores of letters and

photographs arrived from hopeful divinities. From

the collection of pictures he selected a beautiful faceâ��

one that fulfilled his ideal of woman and wife. They

corresponded and an engagement resulted. The

prospective bride left her Kastern home and came to

the eager bridegroom in California. She was a

magnificent specimen of womanhoodâ��a modern

Juno, but, to the horror and complete despair of the

now undone bridegroom, she was six feet highâ��for

him and his house a giantess. Under no possibility

could he get her into his " Diamond Castle." This

was an insurmountable obstacle to their marriage,

and with great sadness they held a consultation and

decided to part for ever, she taking the return train

East, leaving orange-blossoms and sunshine to face

.snow-drifts and woe, he returning to his cold, bleak

hearth alone. â�� Helen I.ukens Gaut, 182, Fast Walnut

Street, I'asadena, Cal.

A CANDLE-MAKING

MACHINE.

AT 7IIEN visiting an

V V old farm in the

fenlands of Cambridge-

shire I discovered the

arrangement illustrated.

It is made of tin and

consists of four hollow

pillars about a foot in

height. The pillars

open into the lop, which

is a square tray. At

the bottom the pillars

taper to a V, in the

base of which are pin-

holes. What it was used

for was a puzzle to every-

body for many years.

I at last found out that

the old farmer in his

younger days made his

own candles; he was

a shepherd and obtained

a good supply of mutton

fat. A suitable cotton was braided and threaded

through the tubes ; they were then filled with melted

fat. When cool the candles were drawn out and used

in the ordinary way. â�� Mr. I'. K. Salmon, 115, Minard

Road, Catford, S. E.

A CLEVER PUZZLE ADDRESS.

'HOUGH not having a single written word

upon it, this envelope reached me from

London without delay. The address reads : Miss

l'olly Colyer (Collier)-Kergusson (Fir-goose-sun),

Ightham Mote, Ivy Hatch, Sevenoaks, Kent.

Ightham Mote is indicated by a small sketch of the

house itself, which is well known in the county.â��

Miss Colyer-Fergusson, Ightham Mote, Ivy Hatch,

near Sevenoaks, Kent.

T
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CAN YOU SEE HIM J

\| OW, my shorthand writers

X \| bonny,

See this face ? Don't grin ;

For, says Pitman, " This is

Johnnie

With a clean-sha\ed chin."

â��Mr. G. Kennedy Chrystie,

17, Pierremont Crescent,

Darlington.

i.e.

MACHLI BAZAR, CAWNPORE.

We have in our stook

very much famous me-

dicines English, fa-

shions patent of differ-

ent diseases which are

examined several times

and founded good result

and new stock to hand

from England.

AIR RIFLE

773 The above can filled up with air when

birds on catching the top of the Rifle then a Bound

will be like gun, and can filled up with email Chum

and birds can die and this very useful for practing

purposes and also no license are required.

Rs. 5 each.

77i Do. Do. for Infants false Rifle.

Ra. i-8 and 2 each.

Vlnolia Tooth Powderâ��

The above are for much useful of tooth pains each phial As 101

Carbolic tooth powder pure and real each tin â��

Do do Uureal

NOVEL USE OK AN OLD HOOT.

WHILE cycling during my last holiday between

Colerne and Hath I came across this novel

use of an old boot. The leather of the brake was

worn (juile away and the old boot had been fixed on

the brake shoe. The top of the boot fitted tight over

the shoe and so kept in position. It had evidently

been in use for some lime, since the heel was com-

pletely worn down where the wheel had rubbed

against it. â�� Mr. E. F. L. Taylor, Fclsted School,

Essex.

MORK QUEER ENGLISH.

1AM enclosing three cuttings from a native shop-

keeper's catalogue. . They are, I think, jewels

of their kind, and fully bear out the truth of the say-

ing that a little knowledge is a dangerous thing. For

instance, is it not pathetic to know that 41 Birds on

catching the top of the rifle . . . can die " ? Also,

would not the makers of Vinolia Tooth Powder be

pleased to know that the sincercst form of flattery is

only worth annas four?â��A Reader in India.

A TELL-TALE CANDLE.

LAST summer, while taking some

flashlight photographs of Mullion

Cave in Cornwall, I obtained the picture

I now send you. I had the camera point-

ing towards the entrance of the cave.

The ray of sunlight was coming through

a rift above the entrance. After I had

fixed up the camera and had opened the

lens to give an exposure ljefore operating

the flashlight, I found I had forgotten

something, and, taking one of my two

randies to light my way over the rocks,

I proceeded to the entrance and back

again. I never gave a thought as to

there being any likelihood of its having

any effect on the film, and I was very

much surprised, on developing and print-

ing, to find my erratic journey so clearly

shown. â�� Mr. Leonard Baynes, Capri,

Baldock Road, I.etchworth, Ilitchin.
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A SNAKE TWICE CAUGHT IN ONE TRAP.

A BLACK snake, over five feet long, was

Â£\ found one morning by a rabbiter in an

ordinary rabbit trap, and brought into town by

him exactly as shown in the picture. The posi-

tion of the snake, caught apparently twice, is a

mystery, but the supposition is that as he was

gliding over the trap to enter a rabbit burrow

he suddenly changed his mind and doubled over

to turn back. The

bore the single weight

trap, was pressed

d o w n w hen

I he snake put

two lengths of his

body upon it, and

thus caught him

in the position in

which we find him.

For once the

sub 1 ety of the

serpent was at fault.

The photograph

was taken by Mr.

Dick, P a r k c s,

N.S.W.â��Kev. K.

Seymour Smith,

Rectory, Parkes,

New South

Wales.

lip of the gin, which

without snapping the

A PLAGUE OF GRASSHOPPERS.

NOT many months ago the town of Parkes, New

South Wales, was visited by a plague of grass-

hoppers, and I am sending you a photograph which

will give some idea of what such a visitation means.

They filled the air and covered the ground, which

seemed literally to move with them.â��Rev. R. Seymour

Smith, Rectory, Parkes, New South Wales.

HIS REQUEST WAS GRANTED.

ISEND you an application for leave submitted by

one of my clerks. Such letters are styled by

some as " More English as S'.c is Wrote," but in this

case I am afraid it must be, " More English as She is

Brutally Murdered." Needless to say, on the strength

of his application the clerk obtained his leave, but he

was advised not to "paint" his eye.â��Mr. T. Z. Oung,

Headquarters Magistrate, Monywa, Burma.

it *nmT *^6C- 5<
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A NOISY NESTING-PLACE.

THIS thrush's nesl, which is built on the levers of

a signal-post, first caught my eye from the

carriage window of a train running into Cromer, and

1 have pointed it out to several passengers at different

limes. The extraordinary thing about it, however, is

that the lever actually moved the nest a little each

time the signal was used, which would be for every

train running into Cromer Great Kastern Railway

station. The photograph had to be taken from

the bank of a cutting to enable the eggs to be

clearlv seen.â��Mr. K. M. Ling, North Walsham,

Norfolk.

ANOTHER PARADOX.

" F a cork ball about an inch in diameter be tied at

the end of a thread about a foot in length, and

then swung so that it enters a smooth stream of water

flowing from a tap at about three inches from the

mouth of the latter, it will be found that the ball will

remain in the water, and that the thread will make an

angle of about thirty degrees with a vertical line

passing through the ball. The latter, it should be

added, must be thoroughly wetted before this result

is produced. â��Mr. H. T. Feather, 48, Hill Street,

St. Albans, Herts.

SOLUTION TO LAST MONTH S CHESS PROBLEM.

THE above is the solution to Mr. J. Wallis's

problem in the last number, which was to

control every square by using four queens and a

knight. By the publication of this solution the series

of this class of problem is completed. It has been

shown that four queens with a rook, bishop, pawn,

or knight can command the board. There only

remains the king, who should not be neglected. He

may take the place of the pawn in last month's

position, or he may be placed on a square which is

obvious in the above.

Tours in which the knight travels to every square

of the chessboard in sixty-four moves are familiar,

but Mr. J. VVallis proposes a novelty in which the

moves are alternately those of a knight and a bishop.

They leave the bishop's square together, and make

first a knight's move and then a bishop's moveâ��and

so on, alternately. On the sixty-fourth move they

arrive at the square from which they started, having

stopped on every square on the way. They might

have started from any square, and either knight or

bishop might have had the first move. The solution

will appear next month.

ANOTHER "REVERSIBLE' WORT).

LAST month you gave an example of a word so

written that it read the same when turned

upside down. Such words are very few and far

between, but I have succeeded in discovering another,

for which I hope you will be able to find a corner.â��

Mr. V. K. Allison, Lawrenceville School, Lawrence-

ville, New Jersey, U.S.A.
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A Reminiscence of Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

By ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE.

I.â��The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott Eccles.

FIND it recorded in my note-

book that it was a bleak and

windy day towards the end

of March in the year 1892.

Holmes had received a tele-

gram whilst we sat at our

lunch, and he had scribbled a reply. He

made no remark, but the matter remained in

his thoughts, for he stood in front of the fire

afterwards with a thoughtful face, smoking

his pipe, and casting an occasional glance at

the message. Suddenly he turned upon me

with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes.

"I suppose, Watson, we must look upon

you as a man of letters," said he " How do

you define the word 'grotesque' ?"

"Strangeâ��remarkable," I suggested.

He shook his head at my definition.

" There is surely something more than

that," said he ; " some underlying suggestion

of the tragic and the terrible. If you cast

your mind back to some of those narratives

with which you have afflicted a long-suffering

public, you will recognise how often the

grotesque has deepened into the criminal.

Think of that little affair of the red-headed

men. That was grotesque enough in the

outset, and yet it ended in a desperate

attempt at robbery. Or, again, there was

that most grotesque affair of the five orange

pips, which led straight to a murderous con-

spiracy. The word puts me on the alert."

" Have you it there? " I asked.

He read the telegram aloud.

" Have just had most incredible and gro-

tesque experience. May I consult you?â��

Scott Eccles, Post Office, Charing Cross."

" Man or woman ? " I asked.

" Oh, man, of course. No woman would

ever send a reply-paid telegram. She would

have come."
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" Will you see him ? "

" My dear Watson, you know how bored

I have been since we locked up Colonel

Carruthers. My mind is like a racing engine,

tearing itself to pieces because it is not con-

nected up with the work for which it was built.

Life is commonplace, the papers are sterile ;

audacity and romance seem to have passed

for ever from the criminal world. Can you

ask me, then, whether I am ready to look

into any new problem, however trivial it may

prove ? But here, unless I am mistaken, is

our client."

A measured step was heard upon the

stairs, and a moment later a stout, tall, grey-

whiskered and solemnly respectable person

was ushered into the room. His life history

was written in his heavy features and pompous

manner. From his spats to his gold-rimmed

spectacles he was a Conservative, a Church-

man, a good citizen, orthodox and conven-

tional to the last degree. But some amazing

experience had disturbed his native com-

posure and left its traces in his bristling hair,

his flushed, angry cheeks, and his flurried,

excited manner. He plunged instantly into

his business.

" I have had a most singular and unplea-

sant experience, Mr. Holmes," said he.

" Never in my life have I been placed in

such a situation. It is most improperâ��most

outrageous. I must insist upon some ex-

planation." He swelled and puffed in his

anger.

" Pray sit down, Mr. Scott Eccles," said

Holmes, in a soothing voice. " May I ask,

in the first place, why you came to me

at all? "

" Well, sir, it did not appear to be a matter

which concerned the police, and yet, when

you have heard the facts, you must admit

Copyright, 1908, by Arthur Conan Doyle, in the UniteH States of America.
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that I could not leave it where it was. Private

detectives are a class with whom I have

absolutely no sympathy, but none the less,

having heard your name "

" Quite so. But, in the second place, why

did you not come at once ? "

" What do you mean ? "

Holmes glanced at his watch.

" It is a quarter-past two," he said. "Your

telegram was dispatched about one. But no

one can glance at your toilet and attire with-

out seeing that your disturbance dates from

the moment of your waking."

Our client smoothed down his unbrushed

hair and felt his unshaven chin.

" You are right, Mr. Holmes. I never

gave a thought to my toilet. I was only too

glad to get out of such a house. But I have

been running round making inquiries before

I came to you. I went to the house agents,

you know, and they said that Mr. Garcia's

rent was paid up all right, and that every-

thing was in order at Wistaria Lodge."

" Come, come, sir," said Holmes, laughing.

" You are like my friend Dr. Watson, who

has a bad habit of telling his stories wrong

end foremost. Please arrange your thoughts

and let me know, in their due sequence,

exactly what those events are which have

sent you out unbrushed and unkempt, with

dress boots and waistcoat buttoned awry, in

search of advice and assistance."

Our client looked down with a rueful face

at his own unconventional appearance.

"| HAVE BfcEN RUNNING ROUND MAKING INQUIRIES BEFORE 1 CAME TO YOU."
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" I'm sure it must look very bad, Mr.

Holmes, and I am not aware that in my

whole life such a thing has ever happened

before. But I will tell you the whole queer

business, and when I have done so you will

admit, I am sure, that there has been enough

to excuse me."

But his narrative was nipped in the bud.

There was a bustle outside, and Mrs. Hudson

opened the door to usher in two robust and

official-looking individuals, one of whom was

well known to us as Inspector Gregson of

Scotland Yard, an energetic, gallant, and,

within his limitations, a capable officer. He

shook hands with Holmes, and introduced

his comrade as Inspector Baynes of the

Surrey Constabulary.

" We are hunting together, Mr. Holmes,

and our trail lay in this direction." He

turned his bulldog eyes upon our visitor.

" Are you Mr. John Scott Eccles, of Popham

House, I/ee ? "

" I am."

" We have been following you about all

the morning."

" You traced him through the telegram, no

doubt," said Holmes.

" Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up

the scent at Charing Cross Post Office and

came on here."

" But why do you follow me ? What do

you want ?"

" We wish a statement, Mr. Scott Eccles,

as to the events which led up to the death

last night of Mr. Aloysius Garcia, of Wistaria

Lodge, near Esher."

Our client had sat up with staring eyes

and every tinge of colour struck from his

astonished face.

" Dead ? Did you say he was dead?"

" Yes, sir, he is dead."

" But how ? An accident ? "

" Murder, if ever there was one upon

earth."

" Good God ! This is awful! You don't

mean â��you don't mean that I am suspected ?"

"A letter of yours was found in the dead

man's pocket, and we know by it that you

had planned to pass last night at his house."

"So I did."

" Oh, you did, did you ? "

Out came the official note-book.

"Wait a bit, Gregson," said Sherlock

Holmes. " All you desire is a plain state-

ment, is it not ? "

" And it is my duty to warn Mr. Scott

Eccles that it may be used against him."

" Mr. Eccles was going to tell us about it

when you entered the room. I think, Watson,

a brandy and soda would do him no harm.

Now, sir, I suggest that you take no notice

of this addition to your audience, and that

you proceed with your narrative exactly as

you would have done had you never been

interrupted."

Our visitor had gulped off the brandy and â�¢

the colour had returned to his face. With a

dubious glance at the inspector's note-book,

he plunged at once into his extraordinary

statement.

" I am a bachelor," said he, " and, being

of a sociable turn, I cultivate a large number

of friends. Among these are the family of

a retired brewer called Melville, living at

Albemarle Mansion, Kensington. It was at

his table that I met some weeks ago a young

fellow named Garcia. He was, I under-

stood, of Spanish descent and connected in

some way with the Embassy. He spoke

perfect English, was pleasing in his manners,

and as good-looking a man as ever I saw in

my life.

" In some way we struck up quite a friend-

ship, this young fellow and I. He seemed

to take a fancy to me from the first, and

within two days of our meeting he came to

see me at Lee. One thing led to another,

and it ended in his inviting me out to spend

a few days at his house, Wistaria Lodge,

between Esher and Oxshott. Yesterday

evening I went to Esher to fulfil this engage-

ment.

" He had described his household to me

before I went there. He lived with a

faithful servant, a countryman of his own,

who looked after all his needs. This fellow

could speak English and did his house-

keeping for him. Then there was a wonderful

cook, he said, a half-breed whom he had

picked up in his travels, who could serve

an excellent dinner. I remember that he

remarked what a queer household it was to

find in the heart of Surrey, and that I agreed

with him, though it has proved a good deal

queerer than I thought.

" I drove to the placeâ��about two miles

on the south side of Esher. The house was

a fair-sized one, standing back from the road,

with a curving drive which was banked with

high evergreen shrubs. It was an old, tumble-

down building in a crazy state of disrepair.

When the trap pulled up on the grass grown

drive in front of the blotched and weather-

stained door, I had doubts as to my wisdom

in visiting a man whom I knew so slightly.

He opened the door himself, however, and

greeted me with a great show of cordiality.

I was handed over to the man-servant, a
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melancholy, swarthy individual, who led the

way, my bag in his hand, to my bedroom.

The whole place was depressing. Our

dinner was tctc-a-tete, and though my host did

his best to be entertaining, his thoughts

seemed to continually wander, and he talked

so vaguely and wildly that I could hardly

understand him. He continually drummed

his fingers on the table, gnawed his nails,

and gave other signs of nervous impatience.

The dinner itself was neither well served nor

well cooked, and the gloomy presence of the

taciturn servant did not help to enliven us.

I can assure you that many times in the

course of the evening I wished that I could

invent some excuse which would take me

back to Lee.

" One thing comes back to my memory

which may have a bearing upon the business

that you two gentlemen are investigating. I

thought nothing of it at the time. Near the

end of dinner a note was handed in by the

servant. I noticed that after my host had

read it he seemed even more distrait and

strange than before. He gave up all pre-

tence at conversation and sat, smoking

endless cigarettes, lost in his own thoughts,

but he made no remark as to the contents.

About eleven I was glad to go to bed. Some

time later Garcia looked in at my doorâ��the

room was dark at the timeâ��and asked me if

I had rung. I said that I had not. He

apologized for having disturbed me so late,

saying that it was nearly one o'clock. I

dropped off after this and slept soundly all

night.

" And now I come to the amazing part of

my tale. When I awoke it was broad day-

light. I glanced at my watch, and the time

was nearly nine. I had particularly asked to

be called at eight, so I was very much

astonished at this forgetfulness. I sprang up

and rang for the servant. There was no

response. I rang again and again, with the

same result. Then I came to the conclusion

that the bell was out of order. I huddled

on my clothes and hurried downstairs in an

exceedingly bad temper to order some hot

water. You can imagine my surprise when

I found that there was no one there. I

shouted in the hall. There was no answer.

Then I ran from room to room. All were

deserted. My host had shown me which

was his bedroom the night before, so I

knocked at the door. No reply. I turned

the handle and walked in. The room was

empty, and the bed had never been slept in.

He had gone with the rest. The foreign

host, the foreign footman, the foreign cook,

all had vanished in the night ! That was the

end of my visit to Wistaria Lodge."

Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands

and chuckling as he added this bizarre in-

cident to his collection of strange episodes.

" Your experience is, so far as I know,

perfectly unique," said he. " May I ask,

sir, what you did then ? "

" I was furious. My first idea was that I

had been the victim of some absurd practical

joke. I packed my things, banged the hall

door behind me, and set off for Esher, with

my bag in my hand. I called at Allan

Brothers', the chief land agents in the village,

and found that it was from this firm that the

villa had been rented. It struck me that the

whole proceeding could hardly be for the

purpose of making a fool of me, and that the

main object must be to get out of the rent.

It is late in March, so quarter-day is at hand.

But this theory would not work. The agent

was obliged to me for my warning, but told

me that the rent had been paid in advance.

Then I made my way to town and called at

the Spanish Embassy. The man was unknown

there. After this I went to see Melville, at

whose house I had first met Garcia, but I

found that he really knew rather less about

him than I did. Finally, when I got your

reply to my wire I came out to you, since I

understand that you are a person who gives

advice in difficult cases. But now, Mr.

Inspector, I understand, from what you said

when you entered the room, that you can

carry the story on, and that some tragedy has

occurred. I can assure you that every word

I have said is the truth, and that, outside of

what I have told you, I know absolutely

nothing about the fate of this man. My

only desire is to help the law in every

possible way."

" I am sure of it, Mr. Scott Ecclesâ��I am

sure of it," said Inspector Gregson, in a very

amiable tone. " I am bound to say that

everything which you have said agrees very

closely with the facts as they have come to

our notice. For example, there was that

note which arrived during dinner. Did you

chance to observe what became of it ? "

"Yes, I did. Garcia rolled it up and

threw it into the fire."

" What do you say to that, Mr. Baynes ? "

The country detective was a stout, puffy,

red man, whose face was only redeemed

from grossness by two extraordinarily bright

eyes, almost hidden behind the heavy creases

of cheek and brow. With a slow smile he

drew a folded and discoloured scrap of paper

from his pocket.
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" It was a dog-grate, Mr. Holmes, and he

overpitched it. I picked this out unburned

from the back of it."

Holmes smiled his appreciation.

" You must have examined the house very

carefully, to find a single pellet of paper."

right, green baize. God speed. U.' It is a

woman's writing, done with a sharp-pointed

pen, but the address is either done with

another pen or by someone else. It is

thicker and bolder, as you see."

" A very remarkable note," said Holmes.

*IT WAS A DOO-GRATE, MR. HOLMES, AND HE OVERPITCHED IT.

FROM THE BACK OF IT."

I PICKED THIS OUT UNBURNED

" I did, Mr. Holmes. It's my way. Shall

I read it, Mr. Gregson ? "

The Londoner nodded.

" The note is written upon ordinary cream-

laid paper without watermark. It is a quarter-

sheet. The paper is cut off in two snips with

a short-bladed scissors. It has been folded

over three times and sealed with purple wax,

put on hurriedly and pressed down with some

flat, oval object. It is addressed to Mr.

Garcia, Wistaria Lodge. It says : 'Our own

colours, green and white. Green open, white

shut. Main stair, first corridor, seventh

glancing it over. " I must compliment you,

Mr. Baynes, upon your attention to detail

in your examination of it. A few trifling

points might be added. The oval seal is

undoubtedly a plain sleeve-linkâ��what else

is of such a shape ? The scissors were bent

nail scissors. Short as the two snips are,

you can distinctly see the same slight curve

in each."

The country detective chuckled.

" I thought I had squeezed all the juice

out of it, but I see there was a little over,"

he said. " I'm bound to say that I make



24S

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

nothing of the note except that there was

something on hand, and that a woman, as

usual, was at the bottom of it."

Mr. Scott Eccles had fidgeted in his seat

during this conversation.

" I am glad you found the note, since it

corroborates my story," said he. " But I beg

to point out that I have not yet heard what

has happened to Mr. Garcia, nor what has

become of his household."

"As to Garcia," said Gregson, "that is

easily answered. He was found dead this

morning upon Oxshott Common, nearly

a mile from his home. His head had been

smashed to pulp by heavy blows of a sand-

bag or some such instrument, which had

crushed rather than wounded. It is a

lonely corner, and there is no house within

a quarter of a mile" of the spot. He had

apparently been struck "down first from

behind, but his assailant had gone on beat-

ing him long after he was dead. It was a

most furious assault. There are no foot-

steps nor any clue to the criminals."

" Robbed ?"

" No, there was no attempt at robbery."

" This is very painfulâ��very painful and

terrible," said Mr. Scott Eccles, in a

querulous voice ; " but it is really uncom-

monly hard upon me. I had nothing to

do with my host going off upon a nocturnal

excursion and meeting so sad an end. How

do I come to be mixed up with the case. ? "

"Very simply, sir," Inspector Baynes

answered. " The only document found in

the pocket of the deceased was a letter

from you saying that you would be with

him on the night of his death. It was the

envelope of this letter which gave us the

dead man's name and address. It was after

nine this morning when we reached his

house and found neither you nor anyone else

inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson to run you

down in London while I examined Wistaria

Lodge. Then I came into town, joined Mr.

Gregson, and here we are."

"I think now," said Gregson, rising, "we

had best put this matter into an official shape.

You will come round with us to the station,

Mr. Scott Kccles, and let us have your state-

ment in writing."

" Certainly, I will come at once. But I

retain your services, Mr. Holmes. I desire

you to spare no expense and no pains to get

at the truth."

My friend turned to the country inspector.

" I suppose that you have no objection to

my collaborating with you, Mr. Baynes ? "

" Highly honoured, sir, I am sure."

" You appear to have been very prompt

and businesslike in all that you have done.

Was there any clue, may I ask, as to the

exact hour that the man met his death ? "

" He had been there since one o'clock.

There was rain about that time, and his

death had certainly been before the rain."

" But that is perfectly impossible, Mr.

Baynes," cried our client. " His voice is un-

mistakable. I could swear to it that it was

he who addressed me in my bedroom at that

very hour."

" Remarkable, but by no means impos-

sible," said Holmes, smiling.

" You have a clue ? " asked Gregson.

" On the face of it the case is not a very

complex one, though it certainly presents

some novel and interesting features. A

further knowledge of facts is necessary

before I would venture to give a final and

definite opinion. By the way, Mr. Baynes,

did you find anything remarkable besides

this note in your examination of the house ? "

The detective looked at my friend in a

singular way.

" There were," said he, " one or two very

remarkable things. Perhaps when I have

finished at the police-station you would care

to come out and give me your opinion of

them."

" I am entirely at your service," said

Sherlock Holmes, ringing the bell. "You

will show these gentlemen out, Mrs. Hudson,

and kindly send the boy with this telegram.

He is to pay a five-shilling reply."

We sat for some time in silence after our

visitors had left. Holmes smoked hard, with

his brows drawn down over his keen eyes,

and his head thrust forward in the eager way

characteristic of the man.

"Well, Watson," he asked, turning suddenly

upon m ., " what do you make of it ?"

" I can make nothing of this mystification

of Scott Eccles."

" But the crime ? "

" Well, taken with the disappearance of

the man's companions, I should say that they

were in some way concerned in the murder

and had fled from justice."

" That is certainly a possible point of view.

On the face of it you must admit, however,

that it is very strange that his two servants

should have been in a conspiracy against

him and should have attacked him on the

one night when he had a guest. They had

him alone at their mercy every other night

in the week."

" Then why did they fly ? "

" Quite so. Why did they fly ? There is
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a big fact. Another big fact is the remark-

able experience of our client, Scott Eccles.

Now, my dear Watson, is it beyond the limits

of human ingenuity to furnish an explanation

which would cover both these big facts? If

it were one which would also admit of the

mysterious note with its very curious phrase

ology, why, then it would be worth accepting

as a temporary hypothesis. If the fresh facts

which come to our knowledge all fit them-

selves into the scheme, then our hypothesis

may gradually become a solution."

" But what is our hypothesis?"

Holmes leaned back in his chair with half-

closed eyes.

" You must admit, my dear Watson, that

the idea of a joke is impossible. There were

grave events afoot, as the sequel showed,

and the coaxing of Scott Eccles to Wistaria

Lodge had some connection with them."

" But what possible connection?"

"Let us take it link by link. There is, on

the face of it, something unnatural about this

strange and sudden friendship between the

young Spaniard and Scott Eccles. It was

the former who forced the pace. He called

upon Eccles at the other end of London on

the very day alter he first met him, and he

kept in close touch with him until he got

him down to Esher. Now, what did he want

with Eccles ? What could Eccles supply ? I

see no charm in the man. He is not particu-

larly intelligent -not a man likely to be con

genial to a quick-witted Latin. Why, then,

was he picked out from all the other people

whom Garcia met as particularly suited to

his purpose ? Has he any one outstanding

quality ? I say that he has. He is the very

type of conventional British respectability, and

the very man as a witness to impress another

Briton. You saw yourself how neither of

the inspectors dreamed of questioning his

statement, extraordinary as it was."

" But what was he to witness ? "

" Nothing, as things turned out, but every-

thing had they gone another way. That is

how I read the matter."

" I see, he might have proved an alibi."

" Exactly, my dear Watson ; he might

have proved an alibi. We will suppose, for

argument's sake, that the household of

Wistaria Lodge are confederates in some

design. The attempt, whatever it may be, is

to come off, we will say, before one o'clock.

By some juggling of the clocks it is quite

possible that they may have got Scott Eccles

to bed earlier than he thought, but in any

case it is likely that when Garcia went out of

his way to tell him that it was one it was
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really not more than twelve. If Garcia

could do whatever he had to do and be back

by the hour mentioned he had evidently a

powerful reply to any accusation. Here was

this irreproachable Englishman ready to swear

in any court of law that the accused was in

his house all the time. It was an insurance

against the worst."

" Yes, yes, I see that. But how about the

disappearance of the others ? "

" 1 have not all my facts yet, but 1 do not

think there are any insuperable difficulties.

Still, it is an error-to argue in front of your

data. You find yourself insensibly twisting

them round to lit your theories."

" And the message? "

"How did it run? 'Our-own colours,

green and white.' Sounds like racing.

' Green open, white shut.' That is clearly

a signal. ' Main stair; first corridor, seventh

right, green baize.' This is an assignation.

We may find a jealous husband at the

bottom of it all. It was clearly a dangerous

quest. She would not have said 'God

speed' had it not been so. ' D.' â�� that

should be a guide."

" The man was a Spaniard. I suggest

that ' D' stands for Dolores, a common

female name in Spain."

" Good, Watson, very good â�� but quite

inadmissible. A Spaniard would write to a

Spaniard in Spanish. The writer of this

note is certainly English. Well, we can only

possess our souls in patience, until this

excellent inspector conies back for us.

Meanwhile we can thank our lucky fate

which has rescued us for a few short hours

from the insufferable fatigues of idleness."

An answer had arrived to Holmes's tele-

gram before our Surrey officer had returned.

Holmes read it, and was about to place it in

his note-book when he caught a glimpse of

my expectant face. He tossed it across with

a laugh.

" We are moving in exalted circles," said

he.

The telegram was a list of names and

addresses : " Lord Harringby, The Dingle ;

Sir George Ffolliott, Oxshott Towers; Mr.

Hynes Hynes, J.P., Purdey Place; Mr.

James Baker Williams, Forton Old Hall ;

Mr. Henderson, High Gable; Rev. Joshua

Stone, Nether Walsling."

"This is a very obvious way of limiting

our field of operations," said Holmes. "No

doubt Baynes, with his methodical mind,

has already adopted some similar plan."

" I don't quite understand."
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HK TOSSED IT ACROSS WITH A LAUGH.

"Well, my dear fellow, we have already

arrived at the conclusion that the message

received by Garcia at dinner was an appoint-

ment or an assignation. Now, if the obvious

reading of it is correct, and in order to keep

this tryst one has to ascend a main stair and

seek the seventh door in a corridor, it is per-

fectly clear that the house is a very large one.

It is equally certain that this house cannot be

more than a mile or two from Oxshott, since

Garcia was walking in that direction, and

hoped, according to my reading of the facts,

to be back in Wistaria Lodge in time to avail

himself of an alibi, which would only be valid

up to one o'clock. As the number of large

houses close to Oxshott must be limited, I

adopted the obvious method of sending to

the agents mentioned by Scott Eccles and

obtaining a list of them. Here they are in

this telegram, and the other end of our

tangled skein must lie among them."

It was nearly six o'clock before we found

ourselves in the pretty Surrey village of Esher,

with Inspector Baynes as our companion.

Holmes and I had taken things for the

night, and found comfortable quarters at the

Bull. Finally we set out in the company

of the detective on our visit to Wistaria

Lodge. It was a cold, dark March evening,

with a sharp wind and a fine rain beating

upon our faces, a fit setting for the wild

common over which our road passed and the

tragic goal to which it led us.

(To be concluded.)
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VII.-" ON SAFARI."

|OW the reader must really look

at the map. To this point we

have proceeded by train and

steamer with all the power and

swiftness of modern communi-

cation. If we have traversed

wild and lonely lands, it has been in a rail-

way carriage. We have disturbed the lion

with the locomotive, and all our excursions

have but led back to the iron road. But at

Ripon Falls we are to let go our hold upon

machinery. Steam and all it means is to

be shut off. We are " to cut the painter,"

and, losing the impulsion of the great ship,

are for awhile to paddle about upon a vast

expanse in a little cock boat of our own.

Back towards Mombasa, three days' journey

will cover nine hundred miles. Forward,

you will be lucky to make forty in the'same

time. Return at this moment is swift and

easy. In a week it will be perhaps im-

possible. Going on means going through.

Everywhere great pathways are being cut

into Africa. We have followed for nearly a

thousand miles one leading from the East

towards the centre. Far away from the

North another line has been thrust forward

by British efforts in peace and war. From

Alexandria to Cairo, from Cairo to Wady

Haifa, from Haifa to Berber, from Berber

to Khartoum, from Khartoum to Fashoda,

from Fashoda to Gondokoro, over a dis-

tance of nearly three thousand miles,

stretches an uninterrupted service of trains

and steamers. But between the landing-

stage at Jinja and the landing - stage at

Gondokoro there opens a wide gulf of yet

unbridged, unconquered wilderness and

jungle, across which and through which the

traveller must crawl painfully and at a foot's

pace, always amid difficulty and never wholly

without danger. It is this gulf which we are

now to traverse.

The distance from the Victoria to the

Albert Nyanza is about two hundred miles

in the direct line, and it is all downhill.

The Great Lake is hoisted high above the

highest hill-tops of England. From this vast

elevated inland sea the descending Nile

water flows through a channel of three

thousand five hundred miles into the Medi-

terranean. The first and steepest stage of

its journey is to the Albert Lake. This

second body of water, which, except in com-

parison with the Victoria Nyanza, would be

impressiveâ��it is more than a hundred miles

longâ��lies at an altitude of two thousand three

hundred feet above the sea. So that in its first

two hundred miles the Nile exhausts in the

exuberant improvidence of youth about a third

Copyright, 1908, by Winston Spencer Churchill.
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of the impulse which is to carry it through

its venerable career. Yet this considerable

descent of twelve hundred feet is itself

accomplished in two short steps. There is

one series of rapids, thirty miles long, below

the Ripon Falls, and another of equal extent

above the Murchison Falls. Between these

times for months. He learns to think of ten

days' "Safari" as we at home think of going

to Scotland, and twenty days' " Safari" as if

it were less than the journey to Paris.

"Safari" is itself a Swahili word of Arabic

origin, meaning an expedition and all that

pertains to it. It comprises yourself and

two declivities long reaches of open river

and the wide, level expanse of I.ake Chioga

afford a fine waterway.

Our journey from one Great I.ake to the

other divided itself therefore into three

stages. Three marches through the forest to

Kakindu, the first point where the Victoria

Nile is navigable after the rapids ; three days

in canoes along the Nile and across Lake

Chioga ; and, lastly, five marches from the

western end of Lake Chioga to the Albert

Nyanza. Beyond this, again, four days in

canoes and steel sailing-boats, towed by a

launch, would carry us to Nimule, where the

rapids on the White Nile begin, and in seven

or eight marches from there we should reach

the Soudan steamers at Gondokoro. About

five hundred miles would thus be covered

in twenty days. It would take about the

same lime, if trains and steamers fitted

exactly, to return by Mombasa and Suez to

London.

Early in the morning of November 23rd

our party set off upon this journey. Travel-

ling by marches from camp to camp plays a

regular part in the life of the average Central

African officer. He goes " on Safari " as the

Boer "on trek.'' It is a recognised state of

being, which often lasts for weeks, and some-

MP. WhotograiJi.

everybody and everything you take with you

â��food, tents, rifles, clothing, cooks, servants,

escort, portersâ��but especially porters. Out of

the range of steam the porter is the primary

factor. This ragged figure, tottering along

under his load, is the unit of locomotion

and the limit of possibility. Without

porters you cannot move. With them you

move ten or twelve miles a day, if all is well.

How much can he carry ? How far can he

carry it ? These are the questions which

govern alike your calculations and your fate.

Every morning the porters are divided into

batches of about twenty, each under its head-

man. The loads, which are supposed to

average about sixty-five pounds, arc also

roughly parcelled out. As each batch starts

off, the next rushes up to the succeed-

ing heap of loads, and there is a quarter

of an hour of screaming and pushingâ��the

strongest men making a bee line for the

lightest looking loads, and being beaten off

by the grim but voluble headman, the

weakest weeping feebly beside a mountain-

ous pile, till a distribution has been achieved

with rough justice, and the troop in its turn

marches oft with indescribable ululations

testifying and ministering to the spirit in which

they mean to accomplish the day's journey.
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While these problems were being imper-

fectly solved I walked down with the

Governor and one of the Engineer officers

to the Ripon Falls, which are but half a mile

from the Commissioner's house, and the

sound of whose waters filled the air.

Although the cataract is on a moderate

scale, both in height and volume, its aspect

â��and still more its situationâ��is impressive.

The exit or overflow of the Great Lake is

closed by a natural rampart or ridge of black

rock, broken or worn away in two main gaps

to release the waters. Through these the

Nile leaps at once into majestic being, and

enters upon its course as a perfect river three

hundred yards wide. Standing upon the

reverse side of the wall of rock, one's eye may

be almost on a plane with the shining levels

of the Lake. At your very feet, literally a yard

away, a vast green slope of water races down-

ward. Below are foaming rapids, fringed by

splendid trees, and pools from which great

fish leap continually in the sunlight.

We must have spent three hours watching

the waters and revolving plans to harness and

bridle them. So much power running to

and we must pad after them through the

full blaze of noon. The Governor of

Uganda and his officers have to return to

Lntebbe by the steamer, so it is here I bid

them good-bye and good luck, and with a

final look at Ripon Falls, gleaming and re-

sounding below, I climb the slopes of the

river bank and walk off into the forest.

The native path struck off north-east from

the Nile, and led into a hilly and densely-

wooded region. The elephant grass on each

side of the track rose fifteen feet high. In

the valleys great trees grew and arched above

our heads, laced and twined together with

curtains of flowering creepers. Here and

there a glade opened to the right or left, and

patches of vivid sunlight splashed into the

gloom. Around the crossings of little streams

butterflies danced in brilliant ballets. Many

kinds of birds flew about the trees. The

jungle was haunted by game utterly lost

in its dense entanglements. And I think

it a sensation all by itself to walk on your

own feet, and staff in hand, along these

mysterious paths, amid so beautiful, yet

sinister, surroundings, and realize that one is

CAPTAIN THOMSON, MR. MARSH, DR. GOLDIE, MR. ORMSKY, COLONEL WILSON, CAPTAIN DICKINSON, MR. CHURCHILL,

Pram a] MR. P1SHHOUKNE, R.E. [1'hoUtrrapli.

waste, such a coign of vantage unoccupied,

such a lever to control the natural forces of

Africa ungripped, cannot but vex and stimu-

late imagination. And what fun to make

the immemorial Nile begin its journey by-

diving through a turbine! But to our tale.

The porters had by now got far on their road,

really in the centre of Africa, and a long way

from Piccadilly or Pall Mall.

Our first march was about fourteen miles,

and as we had not started till the hot hours

of the day were upon us, it was enough and

to spare so far as I was concerned. Up and

down hill wandered our path, now plunged
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in the twilight of a forest valley, now winding

up the side of a scorched hill, and I had for

some time been hoping to see the camp

round every corner, when at last we reached

it. It consisted of two rows of green tents

and a large " banda," or rest-house, as big

as a large barn in England, standing in a

nice, trim clearing. These "bandas" are

a great feature of African travel; and the

is almost invariably caught from sleeping in

old shelters or on disused camping grounds.

The local chief was not long in making his

appearance with presents of various kinds.

A lanky, black-faced sheep, with a fat tail as

big as a pumpkin, was dragged forward, bleat-

ing, by two retainers. Others brought live

hens and earthenware jars of milk and baskets

of little round eggs. The chief was a tall,

hruin it]

BANDA, WITH K.SCORT OF KINGS AFRICAN RIFLKS.

dutiful chief through whose territory we were

passing had taken pains to make them on

the most elaborate scale. They are built of

bamboo framework, supported upon a central

row of Y-shaped tree stems, with a high-

pitched roof heavily thatched with elephant

grass, and walls of wattled reeds. The

floors are beautifully smooth and clean,

and strewn with fresh green rushes ; the

interior is often cunningly divided into

various apartments, and the main building is

connected with kitchens and offices of the

same unsubstantial texture by veranda-shaded

passages. In fact, they evidence a high degree

of social knowledge and taste in the natives,

who make them with almost incredible

rapidity from the vegetation of the surround-

ing jungle ; and the sensation of entering one

of these lofty, dim, cool, and spacious

interiors, and sinking into the soft rush-bed

of the floor, with something to drink which is,

at any rate, not tepid, well repays the severities

of a march under an Equatorial sun. The

" banda," however, is a luxury of which the

traveller should beware, for if it has stood

for more than a week it becomes the home

of innumerable insects, many of approved

malevolence and venom, and spirillum fever

intelligent - looking man, with the winning

smile and attractive manners characteristic of

the country, and made his salutations with

a fine air of dignity and friendship.

Life " on Safari" is rewarded by a sense of

completeness and self-satisfied detachment.

You have got to " do " so many miles a day,

and when you have " done " them your day's

work is over. 'l is a simple programme,

which leaves nothing more to be demanded

or desired. Very early in the morning, often

an hour before daybreak, the bugles of

the King's African Rifles sounded reveille.

Everyone dresses hurriedly by candle-light,

eats a dim breakfast while dawn approaches ;

tents collapse, and porters struggle off with

their burdens. Then the march begins.

The obvious thing is to walk. There is no

surer way of keeping well in Uganda than

to walk twelve or fourteen miles a day. But

if the traveller will not make the effort, there

are alternatives. There is the rickshaw,

which was described in the last chapterâ��

restful, but tedious ; and the litter, carried on

the heads of six porters of different sizes, and

shifted every now and then, with a dishearten-

ing jerk, to their shoulders and back again â��

this is quite as uncomfortable as it sounds.
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Ponies cannot, or at least do not, live in

Uganda, though an experiment was just

about to be made with them by the Chief of

the Police, who is convinced that with really

careful stable management, undertaken in

detail by the owner himself, they could be

made to flourish. Mules have a better

chance, though still not a good one. We

took one with us on the last spell of "Safari"

to Gondokoro, and were told it was sure to

die ; but we left it in apparently excellent

condition and spirits.

But the best of all methods of progression

in Central Africaâ��however astonishing it

may seem â��is the bicycle. In the dry

season the paths through the bush, smoothed

by the feet of natives, afford an excellent sur-

face. Even when the track is only two feet

wide, and when the densest jungle rises on

either side and almost meets above the head,

the bicycle skims along, swishing through the

grass and brushing the encroaching bushes,

at a fine pace; and although at every few

hundred yards sharp rocks, loose stones, a

water course, or a steep hill compel dis-

mounting, a good seven miles an hour can

usually be maintained. And think what

this means. From my own experience

I should suppose that with a bicycle twenty-

five to thirty miles a day could regularly be

covered in Uganda, and if only the porters

could keep up, all journeys could be

nearly trebled, and every white officer's

radius of action proportionately increased.

Nearly all the British officers I met already

possessed and used bicycles, and even the

native chiefs are beginning to acquire them.

But what is needed to make the plan effective

is a good system of stone, fumigated, insect-

proof rest-houses at stages of thirty miles on

all the main lines of communication. Such

a development would mean an enormous

saving in the health of white officials and a

valuable accession to their power. Had I

known myself before coming to Uganda

the advantages which this method presents,

I should have been able to travel far more

widely through the country by the simple

expedient of trebling the stages of my

journeys, and sending porters on a week in

advance to pitch camps and deposit food at

wide intervals. And then, instead of merely

journeying- from one Great Lake to the other,

I could, within the same limits of time, have

explored the fertile and populous plateau of

Toro, descended the beautiful valley of the

Semliki, and traversed the Albert Lake from

end to end, and skirted the slopes of

Ruenzori. If youth but knew . . . !

But the march, however performed, has its

termination ; and if, as is recommended, you

stop to breakfast and rest upon the way, the

new camp will be almost ready upon arrival.

During the heat of the day everyone retires

to his tent or to the more effective shelter of

the " banda," to read and sleep till the

evening. Then as the sun gets low we

emerge to smoke and talk, and there is,

I THE HEAT UK THE DAY EVERYONE RETIRES TO HIS TENT OR lO THE MOKE EFFECTIVE SHELTER OF THE UANDA.

From a Photograph.
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perhaps, just time for the energetic to pursue

an antelope, or shoot a few guinea fowl or

pigeons.

With the approach of twilight comes the

mosquito, strident voiced and fever-bearing ;

and the most thorough precautions have to

be taken against him and other insect dangers.

We dine in a large mosquito-house made

entirely of fine gauze, and about twelve feet

cubically. The bedding, which should if

possible be packed in tin boxes, is unrolled

during the day, and carefully protected by

mosquito-nets well tucked in, against all forms

of vermin. Everyone puts on mosquito-boots,

long, soft, leather leggings, reaching to the

hips. You are recommended not to sit on

cane-bottomed chairs without putting a news-

paper or a cushion on them, to wear a cap,

a scarf, and possibly gloves, and to carry

a swishing mosquito trap. Thus one moves,

comparatively secure, amid a chorus of

ferocious buzzings.

To these precautions are added others.

You must never walk barefoot on the floor,

no matter how clean it is, or an odious worm,

called a "jigger," will enter your foot to

raise a numerous family and a painful

swelling. On the other hand, be sure when

you put on boots or shoes that, however

hurried, you turn them upside down and

look inside, lest a scorpion, a small snake, or

a perfectly frightful kind of centipede may

be lying in ambush. Never throw your

clothes carelessly upon the ground, but put

them away at once in a tin box, and shut it

tight, or a perfect colony of fierce-biting

creatures will beset them. And, above all,

quinine ! To the permanent resident in

these strange countries no drug can be of

much avail ; for either its protection is

diminished with habit, or the doses have to

be increased to impossible limits. But the

traveller who is passing through on a

journey of only a few months may recur

with safety and with high advantage to that

admirable prophylactic. Opinions differ as

to how it should be taken. The Germans,^

with their love of exactness even in regard to

the most uncertain things, prescribe thirty

grains on each seventh day and eighth day

alternately. We followed a simpler plan of

taking a regular ten grains every day, from

the moment we left Port Said till we arrived

at Khartoum. No one in my party suffered

from fever even for a day during the whole

journey.

Our second day's march was about the

same in length and character, except that we

were nearer the river, and as the path led

through the twilight of the forest we saw

every now and then a gleam of broad waters

on our left. At frequent intervalsâ��five or

six times during the dayâ��long caravans of

native porters were met carrying the produce

of the fertile districts between Lake Chioga

and Mount Elgon into Jinja. Nothing

could better show the need of improved

communications than this incipient and

potential tradeâ��ready to begin and thrusting

forward along bush paths on the heads of

tottering men. For the rest, the country

near the river seemed the densest and most

impenetrable jungle, hiding in its recesses

alike its inhabitants and its game.

The third morning, however, brought us

among "shambas,"as the patches of native

cultivation are called ; and the road was

among plantations of bananas, millet, cotton,

castor oil, and chilies. Here in Usoga, as

throughout Uganda, the one staple crop is

the banana; and as this fruit, when once

planted, grows and propagates of its own

accord, requiring no thought or exertion, it

finds special favour with the improvident

natives, and sustains them year after year in

leisured abundance, till a sudden failure and

a fearful famine restore the harsh balances of

the world.

After a tramp of twelve miles, and while it

was still comparatively earlyâ��for we had

started before dawnâ��we reached Kakindu.

The track led out of the forest of banana

groves downwards into more open spaces and

blazing sunlight, and there before us was the

Nile. Already â��forty miles from its source,

near four thousand from its mouthâ��it was a

noble riverâ��nearly a third of a mile in breadth

of clear, deep water rolling forward majesti-

cally between banks of foliage and verdure.

The " Chioga flotilla," consisting of the small

steam launch, Victoria, a steel boat, and two

or three dug out canoes, scooped out of tree

trunks, awaited us ; and after the long, hot

business of embarking the baggage and

crowding the native servants in among it

was completed, we parted from our first

relay of escorts and porters, and drifted out

on the flood.

The next three days of our life were spent

on the water â�� first cruising down the

Victoria Nile till it flows into Chioga, and

then traversing the smooth, limpid expanses

of that lake. Every evening we landed at

camps prepared by the Busoga chiefs, pitched

our tents, lighted our fires, and erected our

mosquito-houses, while dusk drew on, and

thunderstormsâ��frequent at this season of

the yearâ��wheeled in vivid splendour about
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the dark horizon. All through the hot hours

of the day one lay at the bottom of massive

canoes, sheltered from the sun by an im-

provised roof of rushes and wet grass. From

time to time a strange bird, or, better still,

the rumour of a hippoâ��nose just peeping

above the water -enlivened the slow and

sultry passage of the hours ; and one great

rock, crowded with enormous crocodiles, all

of whomâ��a score at leastâ��leaped together

into the water at the first shot, afforded at

least one really striking spectacle.

As the Victoria Nile approaches Lake

Chioga, it broadens out into wide lagoons,

and the sloping banks of forest and jungle

give place to unbroken walls of papyrus reeds,

behind which the flat, surrounding country is

invisible, and above which only an isolated

triangular hill may here and there be descried

â��purple in the distance. The lake itself is
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about fifty miles long from east to west, and

eleven broad, but its area and perimeter are

greatly extended by a series of long arms,

or rather fingers, stretching out in every

direction, but especially to the north, and

affording access by water to very wide

and various districts. All these arms, and

even a great part of the centre of the lake, are

filled with reeds, grass, and water-lilies, for

Chioga is the first of the great sponges upon

which the Nile lavishes its waters. Although

a depth of about twelve feet can usually be

counted on, navigation is impeded by floating

weeds and water-plants ; and when the storms

have swept the northern shore, numerous

papyrus-tangled islands, complete with their

populations of birds and animals, are detached,

and swim erratically about the lake to block

accustomed channels and puzzle the pilot.

For one long day our little palpitating

launch, towing its flotilla of canoes, plashed

through this curious region, at times winding

through a glade in the papyrus forest scarcely

a dozen yards across, then presently emerging

into wide flood, stopping often to clear

bidden p-Â»cincts is impossible ; to land

for food or fuel would be dangerous, and

even to approach might draw a splutter of

musketry or a shower of spears from His

Majesty's yet unpersuaded subjects.

The Nile leaves the north-west corner of

the lake at Namasali and flows along a broad

channel above a mile in width, still enclosed

by solid papyrus walls and dotted with float-

ing islands. Another forty miles of steaming

and we reach Mruli. Mruli is a representa-

tive African village. Its importance is more

marked upon the maps than on the ground.

An imposing name in large black letters calls

up the idea of a populous and considerable

township. All that meets the eye, however,

are a score of funnel shaped grass huts, sur-

rounded by dismal swamps and labyrinths

of reeds, over which clouds of mosquitoes

danced feverishly. A long wattled pier had

been built from terra firma to navigable

water, but the channel by which it could

be approached had been wholly blocked by

a floating island, and this had to be towed

painfully out of the way before we could

Frvrn a)
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our propeller from tangles of accumulating

greenery. The middle of the lake unrolls

large expanses of placid water. The banks and

reeds recede into the distance, and the whole

universe becomes a vast encircling blue globe

of sky and water, rimmed round its middle by

a thin band of vivid green. Time vanishes,

and nothing is left but space and sunlight.

All this while we must carefully avoid the

northern, and particularly the north-western

shore, for the natives are altogether un-

administered, and nearly all the tribes are

hostile. To pursue the elephants which, of

course (so they say), abound in these for-

land. Here we were met by a fresh escort

of King's African Rifles, as spick and span

in uniform, as precise in their military bear-

ing, as if they were at Aldershot, by a mob

of fresh porters, and, lastly, by the only

friendly tribe from the northern bank of the

river ; and while tents were pitched, baggage

landed, and cooking-tires began to glow,

these four hundred wild spearmen, casting

aside their leopard skins, danced naked in the

dusk.



The Worm Hns Wife,

By J. J. BELL.

Stuff and nonsense ! little town.

00 L ! Dolt! Ass ! Ninny !

Noodle! Imbecile! Idiot!"

The lawyer paused, either for

want of breath or lack of

epithetsâ��possibly both.

" I'm exceedingly sorry,

Mr. Clamp," said the little man who stood

near the consulting table, his eyes on the

floor.

" Sorry ? Humbug !

Bosh ! Rubbish ! "

" Iâ��I did not understand that you wished

that particular item included in the "

" You never do understand anything !"

The little man

shuffled his

feet and sighed.

Then he said,

very mildly, " I

am almost posi-

tive, sir, you

told me not to

include it."

"Are you

quite positive ? "

"Wellâ��er-

no ; not quite,

sir. Yet "

"Pah!" ex-

claimed the

lawyer, impati-

ently. "What's

the use of a man

if he can't be

quite positive ?

Get away! Don't

be late to-mor-

row morning. I

have to catch the

ten-fifty train."

" I shall en-

deavour to be

here at "

" Fiddlesticks!

Be here at nine,

and never mind

your endeavours.

Upon my soul,

Humphry, you

irritate me."

"I exceedingly

regret "

" Oh, dash it, man ! Get away, get

away!"

With bowed head Mr. Humphry stole

from the private room. Outside, however,

he clenched his small fist and shook it at the

door.

" If I could only get another job," he said

to himself. He had said it every other day

for nearly twenty years, during which he had

been clerk to the old-established lawyer in the

II.

'outside he CLMCMSO his

THE

Although he was in his forty fitst year

Thomas Humphry had been married but six

weeks. His wife was five years younger,

several inches

taller, and twenty

per cent, heavier

than himself,

and was rather

a handsome

woman. The few

people who took

any real interest

in Thomas

hinted at his

having been

" run into it " ;

but, like most

gossips, they were

wrong. Thomas

had courted and

proposed in quite

the orthodox

fashion, though

how he had ever

emitted the all-

important decla-

ration was a thing

he could not pre-

cisely remember.

To young per-

sons marriage, as

a word, suggests

a considerable

amount of pleas-

ing excitement ;

to optimists of

middle age it

suggests peace

and comfort,

both mental anr1

physical. M'

SMALL FIST AND SHOOK IT AT

DOOR."
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really unhappy marriages are begun in youth.

At the spring called Romance are born two

great rivers, Joy and Misery, and who shall

say which is the greater ? We sneer at the

marriage of convenience, but it isn't such a

bad business when the convenience is mutual.

It had been so with Mr. and Mrs. Humphry.

Thomas, who had wanted a housekeeper,

began to rely on and worship his wife within

a week of the wedding. Kate, who had got

sick of singleness upon a meagre income,

grew motherly towards her husband within

the same space of time, and each began to

cleave to the other with all the other's faults

and weaknesses.

" How sharp you are, Kale!" said Thomas,

not long after their return from the modest

honeymoon trip.

" You're far too meek and mild, Thomas,"

said Kate, a few minutes later.

And they smiled at each other from their

respective creaky basket-work chairs.

Mr. Humphry entered the narrow hall of

his home and hung his hat with violence on

the peg he was beginning to regard as

his own.

" It's a good thing we didn't get those

antelope horns you wanted for hat-pegs,"

his wife remarked, appearing in the parlour

doorway, a good-humoured smile on her

comely countenance.

" So it is, Kate, so it is." He passed his

hand over his brow, and did his best to return

her smile.

"Tired, Thomas?"

"A littleâ��nothing to speak of. Awash '11

put me right.''

" Old beast been at it again, Thomas ? "

" Ohâ��well, nothing worse than usual."

" I don't suppose he could be worse than

usual. But we'll not talk about that just

now. Tea will be ready in two minutes."

" All right, Kate. I'll hurry up."

k was not until he had finished his first

pipe and laid down the evening paper that

she broached the subject which had been

bothering her ever since Thomas had gone

back to work after the honeymoon.

" Thomas," she said, quietly, without

pausing in her sewing, "why don't you put

a stop to Mr. Clamp's impertinences?"

It took the little man a moment or two to

realize the significance of her words, and

then the colour mounted to his face.

" Why don't you, Thomas?"

" It's only Clamp's way," he said at last.

" I don't really mind it much," he added,

feebly.

" You do mind it, my dear; and so do I,"

she returned, snipping a thread. " Nearly

every night I can see that you mind it. The

old beast!"

" Ah, well, it can't be helped. It's our

bread and butter, Kate. I can't afford to

quarrel with him. He pays me a fair

salaryâ��better than I'd get anywhere else."

Thomas sighed. " And, after all, it's all in

the day's work."

" No, it isn'tâ��or, at least, it shouldn't be.

No man has any right to bully those who

work for him. And as for the old beast

paying you a fair salary, I'm very sure he

wouldn't pay you a penny more than you

were worth. Why, he ought to have made

you a partner long ago ! "

" My dear ! " said Mr. Humphry, depre-

catingly.

" I know what I'm talking about," his wife

rejoined, briskly. " And I know the kind of

man Mr. Clamp is, though I've never seen

him, I'm most thankful to be able to say.

My poor father served such a man, and it

took years off his life. He did all the work

and got nothing but abuse ; and he never

realized until he was past work that his

employer had simply been snubbing him lest

he should get to know his own value. That's

the old beast's game ! I know ! "

" My dear ! " again murmured Thomas.

" I know," she went on, colouring a little

with her growing excitement, "and therefore

you must allow me to speak. The fact of

the matter, Thomas, is that if you set up on

your own account here Mr. Clamp would

lose half his clients. They would simply

flock to you."

Thomas shook his head. " When shall I

be able to set up on my own account ? " he

murmured.

"That's not the point, my dear. Hut

you know what I said is true. Half his

clients "

"No, no, Kate. Don't worry yourself.

Let well alone. I've stood it for eighteen

years, and "

" You're not going to stand it another

month. Listen, Thomas! The next time

he becomes offensive you'll just tell him that

you won't stand it, and that, if he doesn't

treat you with respect and give you a partner-

ship, you'll leave him. There! You'll do

thatâ��won't you ? "

"Great goodness !" gasped Mr. Humphry.

" He would think me madâ��and so I

would be. You don't know Clamp, Kate.

You "

" I know his kind- And though I'm a
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stranger here, I've heard about him in my

old home. He has no manners unless he

is receiving payment of an account. He

needs a lesson, andâ��and you're the man to

give it."

" Me ! " Thomas spoke with more feeling

than grammar.

His wife's eyes twinkled hopefully.

" Yes ; you, my dear ! "

There was a silence.

" Kate, you don't seem to be aware," said

"It's no use talking about it, Kate. I â��

I can't."

" But try ! "

Mr. Humphry gazed at his wife with a

mixture of awe and admiration.

" But it would be utter foolishness," he

said.

" Try it! "

"Oh, Lord, I can't."

" Yes, you can."

" Andâ��what if I got the sack ? "

KATE, YOU DON T SEEM TO BE AWAKE.

Thomas, slowly, "that you've married aâ��a

coward."

" I am not aware. The man who once

brought an old woman out of a burning

house is not a "

" 'Sh ! That's nothing to do with it.

Kate, I'm a wormâ��a miserable worm; and

that's all about it ! "

" We are all worms, according to many

good people," said Mrs. Humphry, trying to

thread her needle. "Tits! And the great

â��and only, so far as I can seeâ��advantage

of being worms is that we can turn.

Thomas, my dear, why on earth don't you

turn f"

Mrs. Humphry laughed. "I'd like to see

the old beast give you the sack, as you call

it, Thomas ! "

" No ; you wouldn't like it, Kate. No!

It's no use. I've been a wretched worm for

nearly twenty years, and I'll never be any-

thing else."

"You'll be Mr. Clamp's partner. 'Clamp

and Humphry.' I see the new brass plate

already. Looks well, dood gracious, I've

sewn up this sleeve ! Never mind ! I can

unpick my mistake in time. But you can

put yours right in two minutes. Speak out

at his first sign of insolence, Thomas.

Promise me you will."
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Thomas dropped his cold pipe and picked

it up again.

"I'll try, Kate," he said, heavily; "I'll

try."

And he did try. But a month went past

without his getting any further than trying.

At the end of that month he came home

one evening limper than ever.

" Clamp went completely off his onion

to-day," he said, shaking his head at the

crumpets which had given his wife consider-

able trouble that afternoon. " His language

was horrid. I've got to go to Perryburn to-

morrowâ�� by the way, I shall be late in

getting home, Kateâ��and if I don't pull off

the business satisfactorily I'll get the sack.

That's a fact! " He lay back in his chair

and groaned.

" You're just a little depressed, Thomas,"

said his wife, smiling and endeavouring to

eat one of her own crumpets without making

choking sounds. " It'll come all right,

dear."

Thomas groaned again. " You've married

a worm, Kate," he sighed. " You've married

a worm."

With an effort she laughed, saying, " We'll

wriggle through somehow, my dear. But

you're not to call yourself a worm again."

III.

Mr. Clamp was engaged in the pleasing

task of inditing a threatening epistle to an

unfortunate individual who owed one of his

clients the sum of three pounds twelve

shillings and elevenpence, when the office-

boy appeared with the announcement that

a lady wished to see him. Mr. Clamp

abhorred all women who were not clients;

and then he merely suffered them, and,

when possible, deputed Humphry to see

them. But to-day the clerk was absent.

" Who is she ? What's her business ? " he

snapped at the boy, who was new to the work.

Mr. Clamp's boys always were new.

" Her name "â��the boy smiledâ��" is Mrs.

Worm, sir, andâ��â��"

" What are you grinning at, idiot ? "

" Beg pardon, sir. It was the name, sir."

" Ninny ! What's her business ? "

" She said it was private, sir," said the

boy, now serious enough.

" Is she a lady ? "

" I think so, sir."

"Imbecile! Can't you be positive? Is

she a collector ? "

" I couldn't say, sir."

" Oh, get away, you useless noodle ! Tell

her 1 can't No, stay ! Show her in.

And you leave this office at the end of the

week."

Grunting wrathfully, Mr. Clamp laid aside

the unfinished letter, hoping his visitor might

chance to be a debtor seeking mercy. He

was in a rare mood for bullying.

The boy ushered in the lady, placed a

chair for her, and retired.

" Good morning," said the lady.

"Good morning, madam," returned the

lawyer, barely rising and bowing slightly.

She did not look like a distracted debtor,

nor did she carry the collector's usual supply

of pamphlets. On the other hand, he did

not recognise in her a possible wealthy client.

Probably some trifling advice was all that

would be required.

" I understand, madam," he began, " that

your name is "

"Oh, never mind that just now," she

said, quietly. " I was about to ask you

why you do not stand up when a lady enters

your room."

For several seconds the lawyer simply

gaped. Then his flabby, shaven face went

crimson.

" I beg your pardon ! " he stuttered. " But

what "

" Granted," said the lady, calmly. " But

you must try to remember in future."

The crimson gave place to the pallor of

rage.

" What is your business ? " he rasped, in

the tone that had made many men tremble.

" What d'you want ? Who are you ? "

" Pray do not excite yourself, sir."

His look then ought to have made her

quail, but she kept her steady grey eyes fixed

upon him, while a faint disconcerting smile

hovered about her lips.

" What are you driving at ? " he roughly

demanded. " You appear to have got in

here on false pretences, and if you cannot

justify your "

" Oh, fiddlesticks ! I came in to see what

you were really like, Mr. Clamp. I had

heard you were very terrible, but you're

merely rude and noisy."

" Youâ��you must be mad ! " He put out

his hand to ring the bell on his desk.

" Don't be a goose ! "

He gave the bell a savage blow.

" What a naughty temper ! "

The lawyer writhed in silence. He knew

not what to say. The office-boy appeared.

" Show thisâ��this lady out."

" Yes, sir." The boy looked expectantly

at the lady, who rewarded him with a smile,

but made no movement.
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*' Show this lady out."

The boy looked at the lady with growing

anxiety.

" You gaping idiot," roared Clamp, " don't

you hear what 1 say ? Show the lady out."

"Sheâ��she doesn't want to go, sir."

" Show the lady out, or I'll "

But here exasperation overcame the boy's

fear of his master.

" Do it yourself, you old fat-head ! " he

yelled, and bolted.

The lady had grown a trifle pale, but still

kept her eyes on the lawyer. He rose, sat

down, and rose again. He looked as if he

were going to explode.

" Wouldn't you like to open the window

and call for the police ? " she asked.

" If you weren't a woman "

" If I were a man you would probably use

very fierce and very silly language. But

you wouldn't do anything else. No ; you

wouldn't ! I am not the least afraid of you,

Mr. Clamp. But I believe you are afraid of

me. You think I am mad because I can

face you with all your foolish, noisy bluster.

You must really try to curb that temper of

yours and learn better manners. What a

bad example you have been showing that

poor boy who has just gone ! No wonder he

turned at last. Age and a good business are
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no excuse for your behaviour. There now ! "

Her hands shook a little, but she clasped

them on her lap.

Clamp threw himself into his chair.

"What the mischief do you want?" he

said, sulkily.

" Now, Mr. Clamp, you are forgetting

yourself already. But I must not be too

severe with you all at once. I will answer

your question. I want a partnership and

proper treatment for my husband."

" What ? Your husband ? Who is

he?"

" Mr. Thomas Humphry."

There was a dead silence for two seconds.

Then a roar burst from the lawyer.

" Soâ��so that's the meaning of your impu-

dent trick. If you weren't a woman "

"Humbug! Stuff and nonsense! Rubbish!

Bosh !" said Mrs. Humphry, adding, "That's

a quotation."

Clamp grabbed the arms of his chair.

His voice was hoarse as he said :â��

" Mr. Thomas Humphry leaves my service

a month from this date, madam. And

you may thank yourself â�� and he can

thank youâ��for that! A month from this

date."

"Quite so. He will leave your service a

month from this dateâ��unless you make it

worth his while to remain. I may say that

he knows nothing of my visit here to-day, and

I should not advise you to tell him. He is a

very mild man, but he can be roused, and

then he is terrible. He does not talkâ��he

actsâ��acts on my advice. He will certainly

leave you if he knows of our interview. And

I should be sorry to see an old manâ��well,

you are not really so oldâ��left alone with a

decaying business. You can't manage it

yourself, you know, and if Mr. Humphry

opens an office of his own, the best

customers â�� I mean clients â�� will flock to

him. It is only because you are getting old

that Mr. Humphry has put up with your

treatment. But his patience won't last for

ever."

" Of all the impudence " began Mr.

Clamp, and paused helplessly.

"Neither Mr. Humphry nor myself is

quite penniless. Mr. Clamp," she remarked,

in a casual tone. " You must not delude

yourself with the idea that you can beat us.

If you were married you would understand

the position better. I only ask you to do

what is fair. Abstain from bullying, and

show some practical appreciation of the

twenty years' service of Mr. Humphry."

Mr. Clamp's face now wore such an ex-

hausted look that she felt almost sorry for

him. And suddenly she felt exhausted

herself.

" Well," she said, rising, " I've said all I

came to sayâ��and perhaps a little more, Mr.

Clamp. I shall keep this interview entirely

to myself, unless you desire otherwise. A

note posted by five o'clock will reach Mr.

Humphry by the last post to-night. I expect

him home about nine. May I hope ? "

But the lawyer seemed bereft of speech.

His lips moved, possibly with thoughts he

dared not utter.

" And I think you should forgive that boy

of yours. I feel responsible in a way. I am

sure he will apologize if you give him a

chance. Try to give everyone a chance, Mr.

Clamp, and you won't be sorry."

She had been moving to the door as she

spoke, and with the last word disappeared.

Clamp rose slowly to his feet.

" Well, I'm hanged ! " he said, half aloud.

" What impudence â�� and what infernal

pluck !"

Mr. Thomas Humphry returned from his

mission that night, wearied and dejected.

"I failed to pull it off," he said. "Clamp

will be mad to-morrow. Halloa ! what's he

writing about?" He opened the letter on

his plate, read it, and fell back in his chair.

" Kate! " he said, huskily, handing it to her.

And Mrs. Humphry, who had a splitting

headache, gave a wild laugh and burst into

tears.



A Day in the Life of a London Reporter.

A Description of an Actual Experience by C. D. LESLIE.

REPORTER on a big

London daily leads, at any

rate upon the commence-

ment of his career, a life of

strenuous futility. He works

hard all day, but the "copy"

he produces, after it has been passed by his

chief, the news editor, has to undergo the

revision of those natural enemies of the

reporter, the sub editors ; it appears trimmed,

truncated, or mutilated out of recognition,

perhaps half a column of descriptive matter

reduced to a three-line paragraph. Not in-

frequently it never appears at all.

It has always been a marvel to me that no

reporter has ever yet been hanged for killing

a sub-editor; this either points to the fact

that reporters are more forgiving and long-

suffering than ordinary mortals, or sub-editors

tougher and more difficult to kill.

Yet the task of the gentlemen who, in the

reporters' room, go by the generic name of

" butchers " is no easy one. Space is limited,

and the telegrams of foreign correspondents

have the first claims on it, except when some

specially exciting event is happening at home.

There is a correspondent in every provincial

town, generally on the staff of a local paper,

and he loses no chance of forwarding any

news important enough in his opinion to

justify publication in London. The news

editor, via his staff, supplies them each

night with about four times as much copy

as they can find space for. In this em-

barrassment of riches the sub-editors wallow

â��cutting here and suppressing there, trying

to squeeze a quart of news into a pint of

space. It is a task unfinished even after the

paper goes to press, for the earlier or

provincial editions vary more or less com-

pared with the London edition ; the latter

goes to press three or four hours later, and

what news arrives during that period is

squeezed in by the simple expedient of

sacrificing other matter.

With this exordium follows the actual

record of a day's work I recently did when

employed by a London daily.

If a reporter works long hours he is at

least spared the added discomfort of rising

early and bolting his breakfast in a hurry;

when on late duty he is not expected to

appear before noon, and, as a matter of fact,

Vol. xxxvi.

he doesn't. On this particular day, which

happened to be a Sunday, it was twelve

before I arrived at the office, and I had half

an hour to read the Referee and chat with

fellow-reporters before my assignment came

by the hands of the assistant news editor.

" Go and see the Duchess of Mainland," ran

my instructionsâ��"she's spending the week-

end at Northwood, fifteen miles from London

â��and ask her if she can give us any further

news about the Dowson - Moore Antarctic

Expedition. She's helped to finance it, and

will know if anybody does." A cutting from

a Sunday paper giving all the known details

of the expedition was handed me, and I

gathered that the explorers in question, after

having been given up for dead, had tele-

graphed from some outlandish port that

they were very much alive.

A reporter has no fixed hours for mealsâ��

he eats when he canâ��and I took the pre-

caution of making a good lunch before I

caught my train at Baker Street. When I

reached my destination I learned to my

disgust the house I was bound for was five

miles away. Had I kept in the train and

gone on to the next station the distance would

have been halved. I waited three-quarters of

an hour at the station. This is one of the

innumerable occasions when a reporter wastes

time ; not being omniscient, he cannot always

know the quickest way to his destination.

At last I was on the road and drew near

to my goal. Everyone knew the Duchess,

evidently the local notability, and presently I

reached the house and saw, to my exceeding

joy, the house-party having tea on the lawn.

I counted the interview as good as gained,

but, alas ! my satisfaction was premature, for

the butler, affably bland, came back with the

message that the Duchess would like to

know the object of my visit.

" It's about the Dowson-Moore Antarctic

Expedition. Her Grace "

The butler interrupted me. He smiled

more blandly than ever.

" I fancy, sir, you've come to the wrong

Duchess."

"The wrong Duchess?" I echoed, ruefully.

" The present Duchess, sir, lives in Berk-

shire, but I fancy she's in Ireland at present.

This Duchess is the widow of the late

Duke."
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FANCY, SIR, YOU'VE COME TO THE WRONG DUCHESS,"

" And she knows nothing about the

expedition ? "

" Nothing, sir; I heard her say so at

lunch to-day. It's the other Duchess who is

interested in it."

There is no help for it. I must return,

my mission unfulfilled. It is a hot, tiring

walk. I just catch a train, but it is past six

before I am back in London and drinking a

much-needed cup of tea. There follows a

desperate endeavour by means of the tele-

phone to find somebody likely to add to our

meagre information concerning the expe-

dition. But it is the holiday season, everybody

is out of town. As a last resort I set out for

St. John's Wood, in hopes of running to earth

an important official of the Royal Geograph-

ical Society. It ought, by the way, to be

compulsory for all celebrities living in

London to be on the telephoneâ��reporters'

work would be much lessened if this were

the case. When I find the house it is bril-

liantly lighted up, but the man who opens to

me is not a butler, but a caretaker in his

shirt-sleeves. The celebrity is out of town.

By ten I am back and report my failure.

The paper will have to do without any

special interview regarding the Antarctic

Expedition ; and I sit down, light a cigarette,

and rest.

A man arrives, a labourer, and reports a

boy drowned in the Thames. The reporter

in charge sends a junior to verify the story in

case it is worth a paragraph. The news editor

returns from dinner, looks in, and goes to

commune with the night editor. All is peace

Suddenly the news editor enters in a

hurry. " The Rev. Mr. Smith, of St. John's,

Greenwich," he says, "has dropped down dead

after preaching the sermon. We've got the

report, but we want the text he discoursed

from and a few lines from his sermon to

round up the story. Go and get it and tele-

phone it to the office."

It is, of course, a piece of ill luck that I

happen to be the only reporter present avail-

able, but that is all in the day's work, and I

set out for Cannon Street. Now be it noted

it is Sunday night, and when I get to Green-

wich the last train for town is starting, and

with the cheery prospect of having to spend

the night in this unknown suburb I start for

the church, and, thanks to contradictory

directions given me, it is half-past eleven

before I find it.

The church stands in a quiet, badly-lighted

street, and I cannot see the names of the

churchwardens on the notice-board. More-

over, nearly everybody in the neighbourhood

has obviously gone to bed. I feel inclined
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to despair. For twelve hours, with very brief

intervals for refreshments, I have been rush-

ing about, and the result has been absolutely

nil. In desperation I seek a house where the

light over the door suggests someone is still

up.

" Were you at St. John's to-night ? " I asked

the man who answered my knock.

He was not, he tells me, but he has heard

of the vicar's sudden death, and when I state

my errand is sympathetic. He has a vague

idea the vicar's house is a little up the street,

and this a lady who joins him confirms.

It is, of course, impossible to intrude on

the bereaved household, and I ask desperately

for the address of somebody who was likely

to have been at the church, but presently a

second lady joins the conference on the door-

step and declares positively that a curate

lives at the house in question, and not the

vicar.

Everybody here has gone to bed, but I

ring and ring, and presently a gentleman

risen from bed opens to me, and my luck

has turnedâ��he is the curate of St. John's,

and instead of killing me he gives me the

text and sends me on my way rejoicing.

My instructions are to telephone, and it is

highly necessary that the news goes to the

printers at once, for it is now midnight and

the country edition has already gone to

press, but all-night public telephones are

hard to find. I try the police-station, but

the inspector in charge will not help me.

As a rule the police are helpful, but I

have struck upon a particularly unamiable

inspector, and I wander forth in despair.

Somebody tells me that somewhere -

I believe at Deptfordâ��there is a telephone

open all night, and I board a tram which

takes me in that direction. I confide my

troubles to the conductor, who informs me

that near by is a tramway station which

possesses a telephone, and that perhaps I

may be allowed to use it. I attempt to.

The manager is courtesy itself and very sorry

to disoblige me, but he is a servant of the

County Council, and he fears they would

disapprove. Were it only a private company,

as in the old days, the telephone would be at

my service.

But though it is now half-past twelve, and

every railway station closed long ago, the

trams have not ceased, and I learn to my joy

that I can get to Charing Cross, and for the

first time in my life blessing the County

Council I enter one of their luxurious and

brilliantly - lighted cars. There are still

crowds about and nobody even looks sleepy ;

I have a vague idea I am, but am not sure

The knowledge that I shall get home some

time that night, instead of sleeping in my
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clothes in a strange bed, cheers me wonder-

fully. The tram, running along the empty

streets with the speed of a motor-car, crosses

Westminster Bridge by one o'clock, and from

the Embankment at Charing Cross I speedily

reach my goal.

Under the piles of the bridge there lies

' HE GOT THERE SOONER THAN HE EXPECTED, HE SAVS. NOT

IRREVERENTLY.'

some staging, and this is utilized by the

homeless wanderers who frequent the Em-

bankment. They sit side by side spiritless,

abject, awaiting the coming of the next day.

I count some forty men, most of them in

the prime of life, thus mutely expressing

their utter penury almost within the shadow

of the Cecil and Savoy. Truly the contrasts

of modern life in a great city are ironic.

Even the hive of industry I left earlier in

the evening is almost deserted. In the base-

ment the presses sing their nightly song, but

most of the offices are dark and silent, and

the big room where most of the day staff,

as apart from the reporters, work is sparsely

inhabited. But the night editor

is at his desk in his shirt-

sleeves, grave, imperturbable,

reposeful, for the rush of work

is over, and to him I explain

my errand.

Silently he hears me, silently

picks up a copy of the paper

already printed, opens it, glances

at the brief report of the vicar's

death, and cuts it out. " Add

the text to that," he says.

I do so. The time is now

1.15 a.m., and for three hours I

have been hunting the text. For

the first time I read it. The vicar

had been ailing for some time,

and the text of his last sermon

was taken from the forty-second

Psalm: " My soul thirsteth for

God, for the living God. When

shall I come and appear before

God ? "

The coincidence strikes the

editor when I lay the storyâ��

" rounded off," as my chief desired

before him.

" He got there sooner than

he expected," he says, not irre-

verently, but as one stating a fact,

and sends the copy to the printer.

At one-thirty my day's work is

over, but I am seven miles from

my bed and " Shanks's mare " is

the only means of progression

available. But at three I am in

it, and nothing but an earthquake

â��and even that might have failed

â��would have got me out.

There are short cuts to eminence

in Fleet Street. Money or brains

of superior quality will start you high up the

tree, but for the average man who wishes

to become a magnate in the daily news-

paper world the way lies only through a

reportership in the first place. The test

is severe and many fall by the way, and

no one without the journalistic instinct

should attempt it.



By ARTHUR MORRISON.

JF the relics of Cunning Murrell,

the wise man of Essex, I have

seen many, and I own some.

His books of conjuration and

geomancy, scores of his written

horoscopes ; and of his actual

implements of magic I have seen the famous

glass by which he or anybody else was

enabled to see through a brick wall. This

amazing instrument gained him vast con-

sideration and authority among the unlearned

of Essex up to and beyond the middle of the

nineteenth century; but matter-of-fact ex-

amination, at a time when Cunning Murrell

was altogether too dead to prevent it, robbed

the wonder of all its mystery. For indeed,

it was nothing but a simple arrangement of

mirrors in a wooden case, such as a school-

boy might make for himself with a little

patience and the ruins of a shaving-glass,

^ut it served its turn well, and it was by this

and other such aids that Murrell became, and

remained to his life's end, something like

absolute sovereign of .all Essex outside the

great houses.

But there was another instrument, or talk

of it at least, of far stranger purport. There

was talk of it still, twenty years and more

after its reputed possessor was gathered to his

fathers and his twenty - one children in

Hadleigh Churchyard. This was said to be

nothing less than a strange disc of dull

copper, by aid whereof Cunning Murrell

could distinguish the true man from the liar.

For the liar might stare at it till his eyes were

sore, yet never could he see in it anything

but its mere material selfâ��a round plate of

common dull copper; while it was the

peculiar virtue of an honest man's eyes to

perceive on the dim surface somethingâ��

something of which only Cunning Murrell

had the secret ; something which the gazer

must declare to him as proof and test of his

truth. But of what that something was

nobody could tell a word; for indeed it

would seem that nobody had ever seen it.

And yet belief in its existence was wide as

Essex ; though there has been a suspicion

that the whole report was the invention of

that squinting humorist, Dan Fisk. For he

had a deal to do with the only tale of the

charm I know.

Copyright, 1908,

In those days Hadleigh Fair occurred

once a year, on Midsummer Day. Rochford

Market was held once a week, on Thursday.

On Rochford Market night the neighbour-

ing roads carried many convivial home-goers

by horse, dog-cart, wagon, and foot ; on

Hadleigh Fair night there was far greater

conviviality and many more convivials. But

when Hadleigh Fair fell on the same day as

Rochford Market (as needs it must in some

years) then the resulting jollity was as the

square of Hadleigh hilarity plus the cube of

Rochford revelry, involved to the nth power,

and a great deal more involved than that,

too, if you can believe it.

It was on one of these days of joyous

coincidence that Abel Pennyfather gave Joe

Barstow and Elijah Weeley a lift to Rochford

Market in his cart, and so gave occasion for

this appeal to Murrell's talisman.

Hadleigh Fair grew active at seven in the

morning ; so that there had been seven hours

of it ere Abel Pennyfather's cart set out at

two in the afternoon. Seven hours of Had-

leigh Fair and its overwhelming gooseberry-

pie ! For it was the gooseberry-pie, crown

and symbol of Hadleigh Fair, that made the

anniversary formidable. It was the property

of this potent confection to cause many with

whom it disagreed to fall asleep in ditches,

and others to penetrate into the wrong houses

on all-fours. An extraordinary unsteadiness

of the legs, widely prevalent on fair day, had

been distinctly traced to gooseberry-pie by

many expert victims, and a certain waviness

of outline in Hadleigh scenery could be

attributed to nothing else.

So that after several hours of Hadleigh

Fair, and a long monotony of gooseberry-pie,

it struck Joe Barstow and Elijah Weeley that

a visit to Rochford Market would make a

welcome change. Abel Pennyfather's cart

offered the opportunity, and that opportunity,

embodied and made visible in the tailboard,

Joe Barstow seized with both hands ; after

which, with no difficulty beyond the tem-

porary delay caused by Elijah Weeley's

mistaken attempt to haul himself aboard by

Joe's leg, the journey began.

Of the events of that journey, the " faites

and gestes" of Joe and Elijah at Rochford

Market, who shall tell? Pass rather to the

by Arthur Morrison.
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return of Abel Pennyfather, light laden and

heedless, driving his white mare, as of old

drove the son of Jehoshaphat, the son of

Nimshi, pounding the road to Hadleigh in

the cool of the evening, and destined to

make near such a stir at the Castle Inn as

did his forerunner at Jezreel. For at that

same Castle Inn he descended from his

perch, dropped the tailboard, and proceeded

in due order to tug at the two sleeping

figures within. With the natural protest of

grunts and gasps the sleepers presently

emerged, and were presented erect to society

â��in the persons of Reuben Turner and

young Sim Cloyse.

"What's this?" cried Abel Pennyfather,

staring aghast. " Tis witchcraft, an' nothin'

else! They was Joe Barstow an' 'Lijah

Weeley when they got in ; an' that I'll swear

'pon oath !"

Friends gathered to inspect the phenome-

non, and agreed that Reuben Turner and

Sim Cloyse were certainly Reuben and Sim

now, whoever they may have been earlier in

the day. And, although Abel protested with

increasing vehemence that they were indis-

putably Joe and Elijah when he put them in

the cart at Rochford, Reuben and Sim

declared, with equal confidence, that they had

never been anybody but themselves all day.

Wherein the neighbours were disposed to

agree with them, arguing that a man who

had been someone else would probably

be the first to know it and the last to

be mistaken about it. But the greater the

majority against him the more positive Abel

Pennyfather grew ; and the discussion waxed

prodigiously for a time till there arrived Job-

son of Wickford, very angry, and many miles

out of his way home, driving his own horse

in the shafts of Abel Pennyfather's cart, with

Joe Barstow and Elijah Weeley in it; neither

ot them, strictly speaking, awake, after the

fatigues of the day.

" Couldn't you see they'd putt the 'osses to

the wrong carts ?" shouted Jobson to the

amazed Pennyfather. " I've a-been chasing

yow arl the way from Rochford ! "

" Glory be ! " gasped Abel, " an' so they

hev. Now that comes o' jtandin' they two

carts side by side on sich a troublesome con-

fusin' day. I putt them chaps in behind in

my cart and I walked round they two carts

twice, careful and absent-minded as I be,

afore I stopped agin my oad white mare.

' Com8 up, oad gal,' says I, an' I took the
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reins off her an' got up an' druv home with-

out another thought."

"No," retorted Jobson of Wickford, still

very angry. " I count a thought ain't a treat

you often hev. Can't you help with the

harness now I hev found 'ee ? "

But the most of the intelligence present

was in a state of suspension, not to say

paralysis, in face of the novelty of the adven-

ture ; soaring, at any rate, in regions far from

any matter of Jobson's harness. The one

or two most distinguished for presence of

mind were turning their faculties toward the

rousing and hauling forth of Joe Barstow

and Elijah VVeeley, when another object was

perceived in the cart.

" Why," said one, " here be a gallon jar.

Is it yourn, Master Jobson ? "

" No," snapped Jobson, wrenching at a

buckle, " 'taren't. More mistakes, I countâ��

I've a-been cartin' a wuthless load as don't

belong to me."

" Is't yours, Abel ? " pursued the inquirer.

" No, that it ben't," replied Abel Penny-

father, not yet capable of sagacious reflection.

It was an answer which he

never ceased to regret for the

rest of his life; for as Joe

and Elijah rose, cramped and

blinking, Dan Fisk, having

removed the cork and tempo-

rarily substituted his nose,

cried aloud, " Why, 'tis rum,

surely!"

At the words Joe Barstow

and Elijah Weeley were sud-

denly wide awake, ready,

prudent, and unanimous. A

hand of each fell simul-

taneously on the jar as Dan

restored the cork, and the

vessel was drawn to a loving

embrace between them. It

was a touching action, and

signified to the dullest intelli-

gence that the gallon jar was

homeless no longer.

"Thankee, Joe," said

Elijah, "I'll take that jar

now."

"Never mind," replied Joe;

" I count I can carry it my-

self."

" I wouldn't dream of it,"

protested Elijah, politely.

" My house is only jist round

the corner."

" I ain't goin' there," re-

torted Joe, not so politely.

" No need, me bein' goin' to take it myself.''

" Take what yourself ? "

" My rum."

" Your rum ? Oh, well, you can take it

where you like, any as you've got. This

here's mine."

" Yours ? Why, Joe Barstow, you ben't

awake yet; you're dreaming."

" I count I'm awake enough to know my

own property. You let go."

" 'Taren't likely I'd make a mistake about

my own freehold jar o' rum, is it, neighbours?"

protested Elijah, maintaining his grip. " Joe,

you're dreaming, I tell 'ee."

"If I'm a-dreamin' " retorted Joe, doggedly,

" then I'm a-dreamin' this 'ere's my jar, an'

the dream's comin' true. An' if a man

haven't a right to the furnitude of his own

dreams, who hev, eh ? That's law and logic

too, I count."

" If you come to speak of the law," inter-

posed Abel Fennyfather, hoping to repair his

early error, " the jar bein' found in my cart,

an' me that absent-minded, I'm none so

THANKEE, JOE,' SAID ELIJAH, ' l*LL TAKE THAT JAR NOW.'"
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" No, you ain't," interrupted Joe,

promptly; " but I am. Elijah an' me both

know better than that. His mistake's sayin'

it's his, an' not knowin' where he bought

it."

" Bought it ? " repeated Elijah, plainly a

little startled. " Who says I dunno where I

bought it ? I bought itâ��I bought it "â��he

glanced wildly about him for a momentâ��

" bought it at the Red Cow."

" You may have bought a gallon o' rum at

the Red Cow. I ain't denyin' itâ��you look

as though you had, I count; but you den't

bring it home in this here jar. I got this â��

got this hereâ��got it from a friendâ��off the

price of a pig he owed me for."

And now Dan Fisk interposed, as sports-

man and humorist, watchful to allow no fun

to evaporate unprofitably, and eager to tend,

stimulate, and inflame it and to improve its

flavour. So, with his beaming red face and

his coruscating squint, he faced each dis-

putant in turn, representing the scandal of a

public row, and the advantages of a private

investigation by friends of both parties in the

Castle Inn parlour.

Whereupon Joe and Elijah, with the jar

of rum between them and dividing them,

physically and morally, Abel Pennyfather and

Jol'son of Wickford, Dan Fisk, and several

more, turned into the Castle parlour, where

Dan Fisk opened proceedings by snatching

the jar and standing it in the middle of the

table.

"There be the article in dispute," he pro-

claimed, " and here be we all a-gathered

round it to see fair. Joe Barstow an' 'Lijah

Weeley be the disputatious claimants, an'

to one o' they two 'tis alleged that jar

belongs."

"Hem !" coughed Pennyfather, tentatively.

" 'Twould seem so, at fust sight, as you

might say; though bein'found in my cart,

an' me "

" Joe Barstow and 'Lijah Weeley be the

candidates," proceeded Dan, ignoring Abel,

" both on 'em havin' bought this here jar o'

rum, as they distinctly tell us 'emselves, or as

distinctly as sarcumstances allow. 'Lijah

Weeley, he bought it off a red cow, and Joe

Barstow, he took it off a friendly pig."

" Took it off a friend," grunted Joe,

doggedly suspicious.

"The pig were a friend o' Joe's," pursued

Dan, " an' as to the red cow, no doubt "

" 1 said at the Red Cow," interrupted

Elijah, sulkilyâ��" Red Cow Inn."

"OhoI" exclaimed Dan, turning on him

suddenly, "that be't, eh? Red Cow Inn?

An* where be the Red Cow Inn at Roch-

ford, eh ? "

" Eh ? Rochford ? "

" Ah, I don't call to mind any Red Cow at

Rochford. What Red Cow ? "

Elijah Weeley stared blankly. " Maybe

I'm thinkin' o' somewhere else," he said,

rubbing his ear with his palm. "There's a

Red Cow at Burnham, sure/e."

" Ah, but you haven't been near Burnham

to-day, you know. I'm beginning to doubt

your remembrance o' that rum."

"'Taren't his, I tell 'ee," growled Joe

Barstow. " I took it off a friend for a pig."

"Tell us the friend's name!" cried Dan,

pouncing on Joe with a raised forefinger.

"Out with his nameâ��quick ! "

Joe stared as blankly as Elijah. " Him ?"

he said, slowly. " Ohâ��that there chapâ��you

know; the one asâ��well, maybe not him,

exactly, so to say, but a relation of his.

That's the chap."

" O' course that's the chap â�� I've been

a-thinkin' o' that chap, myself"â��Dan pur-

sued, with a wider grin. " But what's his

name ? These here genelmen o' the jury are

that unfriendly suspicious, they won't swallow

the pig story without the chap's name. What

is it ? "

Joe Barstow stared and sweated in an

agony of mental travail. " Bill! " he burst

out at length.

" His name's Bill," repeated Dan, solemnly,

turning to the company with an airy gesture

and a bow of the gravest importance. "Joe's

friend be the celebrated person o' the name

o' Bill. A party with sich a name as that

wouldn't bother to hev another, I suppose,

Joe, would he ? "

" I dunno," said Joe, sulkily. " That

jar's mine, howsomever ; I do remember

that."

" 'Tis a comfort to know it, for a good

memory's a great blessin'. Havin' that par-

tikler blessin' by you, no doubt you remem-

ber the pig's birthday ? Because 'tis the

recollection o' this here honourable jury that

your last litter o' pigs were all sold to Sam

Prentice here in Hadleigh."

"That jar o' rum's mine, I tell ee,"

repeated Joe, fiercely dogged.

" An' you aren't no more sartin about the

pig than 'Lijah Weeley about the cow ? "

" I'm sartin 'tis my rum," growled Joe.

And Elijah Weeley, gathering courage, broke

in again.

" Touchin' the Red Cow," he said, " that

be a pardonable mistake anybody might

make, fair day an' all, after a nap. But
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'taren't no mistake when I say, in round

numbers, that rum's mine."

" S'posin' that's so," queried Dan, " how

would you treat all your friends here in regard

to that rum ? "

Elijah Weeley glanced at the crowd about

him with some uneasiness. "Oh ! " he said,

airily, "I'd give a friend a glass, o' course."

"I'd give all my friends two glasses," ex-

claimed Joe, bidding like a politician, but

with the wildest miscalculation of the jar's

capacity.

" Well, well," said Elijah. " When I said

a glass I was a-puttin' of it figurative, as you

might say. I'd do the han'some thing,

sure/v."

"Then this here trouble's settled," pro-

claimed Dan Fisk. " Takin' it as the jar

belongs to either one o' you, and you're both

ekally horspitableâ��well, here's all your mutual

friends, an' we've on'y got to order in the

glasses and the water, an' the dispute passes

away harmonious along o' the rum."

The rivals received this amiable proposal

with uneasy indignation, and joined forces

against it instantly.

" Certainly not! " said Elijah.

" Not me ! " said Joe.

Vol. xxxvL-35.

" Why not ? " demanded Dan.

" 'Twouldn't be proper," said Elijah.

" Course not," agreed Joe.

" If I stood drinks round out o' my jar,"

explained Elijah, " Joe Barstow 'ud go an' say

it was his treat."

" An' if I treated my friends out o' my

jar," pursued Joe, " 'Lijah Weeley 'ud go arl

over Essex a-bragging as he'd stood drinks

roundâ��a thing he never did in his life."

With that the proceedings fell into riotous

confusion and a conflict of a hundred sug-

gestions, from which in a little while Dan

Fisk once more emerged triumphant.

" There's nothin' for it, neighbours," he

announced, " but Cunning Murrell. Cunning

Murrell an' his copper charm'll settle this.

Noliody here can tell whether Joe or 'Lijah

is tellin' truth, least of all Joe and 'Lijah

'emselves, after such a busy fair-day. We'll

take 'em now to look at Master Murrell's

copper charm, an' see which be the truth-

teller."

The suggestion was received with general

favour, except, oddly enough, by the claim-

ants themselves, who began, with uneasy

alarm and much labour, to invent the

beginnings of objections and excuses. But
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they and their objections were swept away

together by the enthusiasm of the majority,

whoâ��feeling by now some proprietary

interest in the rumâ��were quite willing to

add the further interest of a performance of

Murrell's necromancy, at no expense to

themselves. Wherefore, the whole company,

with Dan Fisk and the jar at their head,

emerged into the street, now dark, and turned

into the lane where stood Cunning Murrell's

cottage.

The way was shortâ��eighty yards, perhaps

â��though long enough to produce a change

in the demeanour of the company, which,

starting hilarious, tailed out and quieted, and

at last halted before Murrell's door in re-

spectful silence. For that was the manner

of all toward the witch-finder, and indeed a

large part of the grin had vanished even from

Dan Fisk's face as he clicked the latch.

Murrell himself opened the door, and

stood, small and grey and severe, on the

threshold, demanding the meaning of the

visit. The little room behind him, lighted

by a solitary candle and hung thick with

bunches of dried herbs, was a fitting back-

groundâ��the most mysterious chamber in the

little world of South Essex.

Dan Fisk posed the jar on his knee and

explained the dispute, though now with

something short of his native facetiousness.

Cunning Murrell heard him through, and

then said, sharply : " So now you come to ask

o' my curis arts which o' they men be say in'

truth ? With a copper charm you hear of? "

" Aye, Master Murrell, sir; as 'tis said,

sir."

The old man gazed for a moment hard

and sharp in Dan Fisk's face. Then he

said, " Come you two in," and turned into

the room.

There was a scuffling of feet, and Murrell

turned again. " Not all o' that rabble," he

said. " Tis Joe Barstow an' Elijah Weeley I

want, an' Dan Fisk. Give me that jar."

Joe and Elijah lumbered sheepishly in,

" ELIJAH TOOK A SUAI.L DISC OF COPPER, CONVEX ON ITS BRIGHTER SIDE, ANU HELD IT

NEAR THE CANDLE,"
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each propelled by a hand of Dan. Cunning

Murrell took something from a drawer in a

dark corner, and, without looking at it,

extended it behind him as he shut the

drawer.

" Take you the charm first, Elijah Weeley,"

he said. "Take it in your hand an' carry it

to the light."

Elijah took a small disc of copper, convex

on its brighter side, and held it near the

candle on the mantelpiece. Murrell stood

apart, gazing on the floor, with his hand

across his forehead.

" Look you on the metal very close, Elijah

Weeley," he said. " D'ye see anything?"

" Oh, aye, yes, Master Murrell, sir,"

answered Elijah, his face within an inch of

the object, and his eyes protruding half the

distance. "Aye, Master Murrell. Stands to

reason I can see itâ��'tis natural I should."

"And why natural ? "

"Why, Master Murrell? Why, 'cos 'tis

my rum, you see."

" Oh, that be your reason, eh ? Well, an'

what is't you see ? "

" What is't, Master Murrell, sir ? "

" Aye, what is it ? "

" Oh, it's aâ��aâ��what you might call a

sort o' peculiar kind o' thing, so to say. Very

peculiar."

" Ah, I make no doubt o' that," the old

man replied, with ungenial meaning in his

voice. " Describe that peculiar thing, Elijah

Weeley," he added, still gazing on the

floor.

" That, sirâ��that, Master Murrell, is easier

said than done, as you might say, not mean-

in' no harm, sir. But stands to reason I

can see it, Master Murrell, consekens o'

that bein' my rum. That's argyment, now,

ain't it ? "

" Aye, 'tis argyment, but not information.

If you can see it, Elijah Weeley, tell me

what 'tis you see. Is it like a horse, for

instance ? "

" Well, sir, as to that, Master Murrell, 'tis

most likely you'd be right, sir, ben't it?"

"Aye, it is, Elijah Weeley. Go on."

" Why, sir, that bein' so, sir, Master

Murrell, sir, you be right, an' most wonderful

scientific, sartin to say, an' now I come to

look at it 'tis most powerful like a hossâ��

quite wonderful; more like than most real

hosses, as you might say.".

" Wonderful, Elijah Weeley, wonderful.

Give Joe Barstow the charm. Can you see

a hoss, Joe Barstow?"

" Aye, yes, Master Murrell, sartenly,"

answered that politician, eagerly, almost

before he had snatched the charm. "Two

on 'em !" he proceeded, bidding higher

again. "Two on 'em, with saddles!"

"With saddles?" exclaimed Murrell,

raising his eyes and reaching Joe in a stride.

" Saddles ? What's this you're looking at, Joe

Barstow ? "

" Lookin' at? Why, the charm, Master

. Murrell, sir ! The charm ! "

"The charm? That? Why, 'tis the lid

o' my darter's copper kettle, put by for a

new rim an' handle ! I must ha' took it by

mistake. An' you saw hosses in it! Two

hosses with saddles ! 'Twould seem to me

this here kettle-lid be as good a charm as any

with the likes o' you, Joe Barstow an' Elijah

Weeley. It tell plain enough that you be liars

both ! An' 'tis a kettle-lid ! Hosses and

saddles ! Oh, 'tis shameful to reflect on the

depravity of the age! To think that two

grown men should walk about the face of

this earth with lies that any kettle-lid can

contradict!"

Terrible in his righteous wrath, the old

man shook his head in the cowed faces of

Joe and Elijah, seized the jar of rum, pushed

it into a cupboard and locked the door on it.

" After what I've larned of you, I misdoubt

much how you came by that jar," he said,

"an' 'twould be abettin' your wickedness to

let it out o' my charge; an' so I do my duty,

in face of the wickedness o' these times.

Take them two out with you, Dan Fisk ; I

want no such characters as them in my

house ! "

This was certainly the last occasion on

which anybody had the temerity to inquire

for the copper charm. And it was months

ere the jar was seen again ; when it was

observed to be a jar of rum no longer, for

Cunning Murrell was using it to carry horse

medicine, a thing in which he drove a thriving

trade.



The Comic Side of Crime,

Written and Illustrated by HARRY FURNISS.

has been a

matter so

customary to

look upon

crime as

tragedy and

criminals as

tragedians,

that to aver

that comedy

is more fre-

quently to be

found in crime

than tragedy

seems at iirst

view paradoxi-

cal. Yet such

is the case.

Very few people indeed ever see a crime

committed or are aware they ever see

a criminal in real life. They read about

both in newspapers and in books. In

novels, of course, there are tragedies with

a vengeance, and the pen-portrait of the

criminal leaves nothing to the imagination of

those morbidly inclined.

In the newspapers one continu-

ally comes across incidents of

comedy and crime. Old-timersâ��

comedians of a sortâ��are frequently

in the dock, and laughter in court

is not unknown when a criminal is

tried for his life. But the gene-

rality of readers of newspapers

rather frown at such innovations,

and peruse, by way of antidote to

such misplaced frivolity, the list

of sentences the joker in the dock

has already experienced, and nod

assent to the judge's reprimand

that " The court is not a theatre."

There is, however, no laughter

in a theatre when melodrama holds

the audience. The criminal in a

play is never a comedian; the

comedian is his friend or the

friend of his unfortunate victim.

"Comic Relief" he is called; he

is introduced into the play not to

modify but rather to intensify the

seriousness of the tragedian, the

villainy of the plot, and, further, to

cut comedy out of the scenes into which

crime enters. It is from melodramas and

novels, to say nothing of shilling shockers

and penny dreadfuls, that the public has

derived the idea that crime is tragedy.

The swindler and thief must be a good

comedian: tragedy does not pay. It is

better to please people you are robbing than

to frighten them. To rush into a shop and

molest the baker, then make off with his bread

or his till, is not half so pleasant as to play a

practical joke upon him with the same result.

The reason why Cockneys are such smart

thieves is that they have a keen sense of

humour. The street arab picks your pocket

while he grins at you. It is only stupid

thieves who are serious. Poor Oliver Twist's

seriousness was the cause of his arrest. The

humour of the Artful Dodger and Charley

Bates saved them.

There is a well-known story of a little

London urchin who ran into a baker's shop

and, placing a halfpenny on the counter,

asked nervously and timorously: " Mister,

'ave you a 'alfpenny buster (bun) ? "

the 'Aurrann nusTER-
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" Yes, my little man; here is one

quite hot."

"Thanks, mister; would you

mind a-shovin' it down my back ?"

" Down your back, my little man !

Why down your back ? "

"'Cos, sir, I'm only a little 'un,

and if those chaps outside know

I've a buster they'll take it, and I

am so 'ungry, I am."

" Dear me ; how wrong of them !

Come round here, my little chap.

Thereâ��there, it is down your back."

The boy ran off. In an instant

another enteredâ��a bigger boy.

" I say, mister, 'as a little boy just

been in 'ere ? "

" Yes."

" And did 'e buy a 'alfpenny

buster ? "

" Yes."

" And did 'e arsk you to shove

it down 'is back, as us big fellows

would take it ?"

" Yes."

" Yah ! Where's your watch and chain ?

'E's got 'em ; 'e's just round the corner."

Out rushed the baker. In a trice the big

boy collared the till and bolted.

The shopman never saw the comic side of

it all.

The pathetic story, also, is often replete

with comedy. When or where I read or

heard of the following incident, I forget;

it was many years ago.

A poor little boy, looking half starved, and

poorly clad, was playing a violin in the gutter

one wet Saturday evening. He crawled along

until he came in front of a butcher's shop.

" Move on there, Paganini," cried the

pompous proprietor at his door.

" Oh ! sir. Please, sir ; I am so 'ungry,

sir, I 'ave a-been playin' and playin', and not

a crumb to eat all day, and I'm cold and wet

and 'ungry. It's not meself I'm a-thinkin' of,

sir, neither, but those at 'ome. There ain't

nuthin' in the 'ouse, an' to-morrow is Sunday.

Do guv us a piece of meat, there's a kind

gentleman."

" Have you any money?"

" Not a stiver, sir; earned nothin' all day.

I am too cold to play any more, and there

ain't no one about. Wouldâ��would you, kind

sir," plaintively, "take this violin? It's a good

'un, I know, for me father is a violin-mender,

an' would you keep it till I can pay, and give

us a few scraps o' meatâ��anything to take

'ome ? I can't face my parents with empty

'ands."

PAGANINI REDIVIVU&

Moved to pity, the butcher took the violin,

gave the boy some meat, and when he had

gone hung the violin on the hook from which

he had removed the joint.

Shortly afterwards a stranger entered,

humming a tune, well-brushed hat on one

side, dark, curly hair, black moustache,

astrakhan collar and cuffs to his long over-

coat, huge scarf-pin, and silver knob to his

cane.

" Good evening, butcher," he said. " I'm

rather late to call, but the fact is, we have

been moving in all day. Taken No. 8,

Crochet Terrace, you know. Egad ! forgot

we had nothing in the houseâ��pure forgetful-

ness. People of my artistic nature are all

alikeâ��mind before matter. However, I see

you are yourself a musician"â��tapping the

violin hanging on the hook with his cane.

" Me ? Oh, no, sir," replied the butcher.

"That is not mine. A boy left it in pawnâ��

a poor street musicianâ��and I gave him some

meat for Sunday. He'll come and redeem

it, for he had an honest face."

" How interesting," said the stranger,

taking down the violin and examining it. "A

poor boy in the streets, indeed ! Well, he

can afford a good violin ; egad, he can ! I'll

give you twenty guineas for this at first

sight."

" Twenty guineas !" gasped the butcher.

" I only gave him eighteenpennorth of

meat on it; but there, it ain't mine, so back

it goes."
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"You are right, butcher," said the affable

stranger. "Of course, it is yours in trust,

but tell the boy when he comes, and send

round to me, Signor Bowie; you will have

your commission."

In the meantime the signor ordered in a

good stock of meat, and opened an account

with the butcher.

Shortly after he left in rushed an infuriated

man with the meat the butcher had given the

boy in one hand and a stick in the other.

" Here, take your precious meat and give

me that violin ! I've given it to that precious

brat, I have. Do you know, I wouldn't part

with that violin for

five hundred pounds?

And the brat knew

it, too."

"Then you starve,"

said the butcher,

taking down the

instrument.

" Yes ; die rather

than part with it."

" I've taken a

fancy to it," said the

butcher, coolly â�� "a

great fancy. I'm a

bit of a judge and

thought it a good

one. I'll give you

fifty guineas for it,

and risk it"

"It's worth ten

times that," growled

the man ; " but there,

beggars can't bar-

gain. Here, give us

the money." He got

it and departed.

Signor Bowie's meat returned just after.

"There ain't no one at No. 8," said his

messenger.

The butcher went himself. " No one !"

No one had moved into any house in the

neighbourhood that day. He brooded over

this fact all Sunday. The last act of the

comedy was played on Monday, when he

discovered from an expert that the value of

the violin was exactly eighteenpence !

For a generation or two awestruck yokels

have delighted in representations of crime, as

performed in canvas theatres and travelling

booths, and of all the blood-curdling plays

in the repertoire of these " penny gaffs " none

is more popular than "The Murder in the

Red Barn." The title alone is sufficient to

make the blood run cold, particularly when

one is assured that the drama is true to life

THE HEROINF IN THE MURDER IN THE RED BARN.'

and a faithful representation of the real

murder of Maria Marten in the real barn.

I recollect being in a provincial town one

Saturday evening, and having nothing parti-

cular to do I was attracted by an advertise-

ment of the play outside a canvas theatre

pitched in a miserable no-man's-land down

by a dark and sluggish river. It was a miser-

ably foggy night, just one " to fit the crime,"

or rather to put one in a proper state of

mind to take the play on its morbid

merits. Certainly there was no crowd; a few

stragglers onlyâ��students of human nature,

like myself, perhapsâ��approached the temple

of the drama. At the door sat

a comfortable, middle-aged lady,

rather stout, and wearing spec-

tacles. She laid aside her

knitting to give me twopence

change out of the sixpence I laid

down for a stall.

Judging from the

deserted appearance

of the theatre, the

fourpence I paid

covered all the front

forms of the stalls,

or pit, where I sat.

A few boys and girls

were scattered in

couples up in the

corners behind me,

and three men com-

posed the orchestra.

One sat in front of a

remnant of a piano;

another was dozing,

with a violin in his

hand ; the third was

blowing through the

wrong end of an old battered cornet, which

emitted no noise, and was evidently clogged,

for he had just been playing it outside the

theatre and had been a target for some boys

pelting him with turf.

To slow music the curtain rose. Two

countrymen entered, and thus the play

began. They had not been talking long of

the Red Hamâ��which, by the way, formed

the background â�� before the villain of the

play enteredâ��a huge, fat creature, with long,

black, matted hair, tremendous eyebrows, a

red nose, and a gin-sodden voice. All the

business up to this time was impressively

serious. A tragedy was brewing, and there

was no comic relief, except the orchestra.

The actors performed for all they were

worth, and aj last the moment came for the

heroine to ^ pear. The villain went off to
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fetch her. Cries

" off " announced

the fact that he

had caught her.

My eyes were

attracted to the

O.P. side, where I

saw the old stout

lady who had taken

my fourpence at

the door undo her

scanty hair at the

back and let it

down. Then she

took lier spectacles

offâ��screaming all

the timeâ��and put

them deliberately

in a case and then into her pocket. The

villain of the play meantime was standing

beside her, shouting: " You are mine ! Ah !

fair wife, once in my embrace and m â��

m " Then he dragged her, still crying:

" Help ! Help ! Unhand me, monster. I

am but a little village maiden."

At this sentiment I so far forgot myself as

to laugh aloud.

The villain stopped, left the " maiden"

(probably his mother) leaning against the

door of the red barn, and came forward to

the footlights with his eyes fixed on me.

" Beg pardon, sir, but you haven't a bit o'

baccy about you, 'ave you ?" he said, quite

affably.

" Sorry, I don't smoke a pipe," I said, " but

will you accept these few cigars ?" which I

handed to him over the piano.

The tragedy then proceeded.

Well, it strikes me that this ridiculous

scene is really much more like the real thing

than what we see in pictures or read in print.

One reads of beautiful village maidens done

to death, but they are often drunken old

hangers-on at alehouses.

Then the romantic rush and bustle and

sudden death is more often a mawkish, dull,

uninteresting episode, such as I saw in that

booth â�� perhaps even comicâ��but ending,

alas ! in some cases possibly by accident, in

a death. Then romance enters and the deed

is "reconstructed," as the French say, and

endowed with artistic and romantic merit.

Seldom is it that the victims in sordid

murder cases are as prepossessing as the

culprits. The old lady (Miss Hacker) who

was done to death in Euston Square years

ago, and was found in a coal-cellar under the

street, was a painted-up old fright, with false

hair and gaudy, cheap attire. The heroine

of the Moat Farm mystery was not much

better. Even the murderers themselves

have, as a rule, a humorous expression, very

unlike the villain on the stage or in books.

Whatever the upshot of crimes may be, the

principal players are often comedians, and

everything but the fatal act may be, and

often is, supremely comic.

I must return to this famous drama of the

murder in the Red Barn to point out the

absurdity of the stage representations of

the kind. William Corder, who murdered

Maria Marten in the Red Barn, was about as

unlike a stage villain in melodrama as the

old lady I saw play Maria was like the un-

fortunate woman whom Corder murdered.

To be true to the story the old lady I saw

assume the part ought to have come on in

her husband's clothes. I fancy the figure as

something comic. The real Maria Marten

was a young country girl, engaged to be

married to the son of a wealthy farmerâ��

William Corder. He obtained a marriage

licence, and, wishing to keep the marriage a

secret, called for Maria in a gig, induced her

to disguise herself in a suit of his own

clothes, and drove her off unobserved to the

Red Barn on his father's estate. There he

murdered her and buried the body, and

married another girl.

For a year the disappearance of Maria

Marten remained a mystery, but in a year's

time her distracted mother dreamed three

times that her daughter had been murdered

and buried in the Red Barn, and actually

pointed to the spot where, under a quantity

of corn, Corder had artfully concealed her

after the murder. Buried deep in the ground

they found the remains of her daughter.

Corder, now a married man, was, with his

wife, carrying on a school for young ladies
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at the addressâ��Grove House, Ealing Lane,

Brentford ! He had obtained his wife by

advertising, a few weeks after he had murdered

Maria Marten. The comic side of the tragedy

is surely the wording of that advertisement:â��

" Should this meet the eye of any agreeable

lady who feels desirous of meeting with a

sociable, tender, kind, and sympathetic com-

panion, she will find this advertisement worthy

of notice."

The story of Maria, the labourer's daughter,

the son of the rich farmer, the discovery of

the murder by dreams, and the cold-blooded

murderer's selection

of the Red Barn,

accounts for the

simple story being

still so popular with

country folk. The

men's clothes and

the advertisement

are forgotten.

Sometimes the

madman in his

criminality may be

bordering on the

comic. There is a

well-known instance

of an artist, who eventually ended his days

in Broadmoor, being called upon one day by

a brother artist who, not getting a reply when

he knocked at the studio door, peered in

through the glass partition and saw a row of

sketches of artists all hanging dead from the

gallows, with the name under each victim, his

own being among them. As he gazed at this

startling display he felt something scraping

at his feet, and looking down was surprised

to see an open razor, which projected from

under the door, being rapidly moved from

side to sideâ��" to cut off his toes." He beat

a hasty retreat.

But there are crimes even much less

serious than cutting the toes off your friend

that are replete with comedy. The ingenious

swindler, for instance, must have a keen sense

of humour, or he would not be successful.

Indeed, if the victims of criminals were to

show more ready wit, they would scare more

offenders, and save themselves far more

effectually than by screaming and fruitless

attempts to attack the scoundrels.

Vanity, I venture to say, has much to do

with crime. Authorities are ever seeking for

a " motive " in crime. Men have been done

to death for a few shillings. That motive is

"greed," but many crimes are simply the

acts of conceit. Egotism is a disease, and

accounts in one way or the other for two

classes of people who find themselves in the

grip of the law.

One has only to watch the basest criminals

when doomed to death to see how this

conceit â�� sometimes comic â�� asserts itself.

Mrs. Manning, the notorious murderess,

insisted upon being attired in black satin when

she was to be hanged. Black satin was the

favourite garb of society ladies at that period.

After this murderess's appeal no one would

wear it, and the merchants lost heavily.

Rush, one of the most notorious murderers

in the annals of crime, who shot Mr. Jermy

and his son Isaac,

and others, in Nor-

folk, was a farmer.

He was a ferocious,

cold-blooded

scoundrel.

According to his

portrait, Rush was

a common sort of

man, without

humour. Yet his

disguise when " on

the job" was far

funnier than any

other criminal ever

adopted^enough to frighten people out of

their wits without the aid of his gun.

As a contrast to criminals who are so vain

as to dress for the part and act to the vulgar

crowd at their execution, one cannot do

better than select the most ludicrous figure

that surely ever stood on the gallowsâ��the

great " Fighting Fitzgerald."

It is necessary to point out that Captain

George Robert Fitzgeraldâ��to give him his

correct nameâ��was of good family, a member

of the great house of Fitzgerald, and a direct

descendant of Esmond Fitzgerald. He was

educated at Eton and Trinity College,

Dublin, joined the cavalry, and rose to the

rank of captain, at the end of the eighteenth

century. He was well off. A great man in

society, both in London and Dublin, a world-

famed duellist, but of the worst typeâ��a bully.

. Yet there was no doubt of his wonderful

recordâ��twenty duels, only once scratched

himself, and yet he accounted for eighteen

opponents either killed or wounded. A

braggadocio and a coward, he no doubt

forced on these duels in which he had such

a charmed existence.

At last the secret came outâ��he wore a coat

of mail under his shirt!

After this discovery he returned in dis-

grace to the F>rnera'd Isle and joined a set of

blackguards outlaws, and thieves. Attacks
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on persons and murder followed, and " Fight-

ing Fitzgerald," the aristocratic duellist, the

talk of the town, at last stood on the gallows.

Now for the comic figure.

" He was dressed in a ragged coat of the

Castledown Hunt, a dirty flannel waistcoat

and drawers, both

of which were

without buttons,

brown worsted or

yarn stockings, a

pair of coarse

shoes withou t

buckles, and an

old round hat tied

round with a pack-

thread band. He

fixed the rope

round his own

neck, first laying

it bare by taking

off his cravat and

unbuttoning his

collar."

Leaving this

somewhat grue-

some side of the

subject, we may

now go on to

lighter crimes.

There are, for

example, many

stories of the

comic side of

diamond rob-

beries, from their

robbery in the

rough by Kaffirs and the

diamond buyer) to the theft of family jewels

of the greatest antiquity. I have not come

across anywhere in print one of the best

stories I ever heard about the ingenuity of

the Kaffir. In spite of every precaution, the

Kaffir outwits the overseers and searchers.

Although he is stripped and searched every

time he leaves and enters the claims, and goes

through all sorts of gymnastics and swallows

all sorts of physic, he goes on robbing.

When a Kaffir makes enoughâ��honestly it

is supposed, of courseâ��he buys some cattle,

and departs to find a wife and settle down.

One of these men said good-bye merrily,

shouldered his gun and, whistling, sauntered

off, driving his cattle in front of him. Now,

it was well known that he had robbed the

mines, but no reason could be found for

detaining him. The overseers saw him depart

with great misgivings, and, after some time,

as the dust raised by the tramp of his oxen

Vol. xxxvi.â��3Â§.

I.D.B." (illicit

vanished over the horizon, one of the over-

seers cried: " Well, Fll risk it. Send after

that fellow ; Fll have him back and we will

search him once more."

Mounted police were dispatched with

authority to bring him back. When they

stopped the Kaffir

he became frantic

with indignation,

swore that he was

honest and free,

and that they

were only jealous

of his beasts. " If

I have to return,"

he shouted in his

frenzy, " you shall

not have them,"

and raising his

gun he shot them

there and then.

He was brought

back and searched,

but nothing what-

ever was dis-

covered, yet it was

known he had

stolen many dia-

monds. There

was nothing to do

but to set him

free, and to re-

compense him by

giving him live

cattle in place of

those he had

killed. These he

indignantly declined to accept. He would go

with those he had killed. His manner and

curious resolve roused suspicions. He was

detained until the cattle he had shot were cut

open. Embedded in them were found the

diamonds! He had fired them into the

beasts from the barrel of his gun !

That was a good old comedy bishop who

one fine day entered a large jeweller's estab-

lishment in Regent Street to make an

extensive purchase of valuable presents. He

selected them with great care as regards their

artistic value, but quite regardless of cost.

The proprietor and his assistants buzzed

round his lordship. The selected valuables

were packed in separate parcels at his sug-

gestion, neatly tied and sealed, and he had

just taken a seat in the private office of the

proprietor, and was feeling in his pocket for

his cheque-book, when two men, who had

been peering in at the glass door leading into

the street, walked up the shop and stood

FIGHTING FITZGERALD.
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behind the bishop. They were plainly

dressed, sharp looking men, and thus bluntly

addressed the jeweller :â��

" What has this man been ordering ? "

The bishop looked up, saw the men,

turned pale, clutched the sides of the chair,

dropped his glasses, and looked as if he

would bolt. Before he could stir, however,

the handcuffs were on his wrists.

" Bishop, indeed ! " said one of the men,

" He was a colonel yesterday. Here, ' bishop,'

come along to Vine Street. ' Bishop,' indeed !

Ha! ha ! Well, that's a good 'un ! " And

turning to the astonished jeweller he con-

tinued : "Just copped him in time, sir;

lucky for you. Oh, by the way, you might

get one of your assistants to bring round

these parcels he has selected. We must

enter them at the police-station ; we have a

cab at the door. We have been tracking the

bishop all the morning."

Without a word the " bishop " followed the

detectives into the cab ; and. all three got in,

as the assistant came out with the valuables.

" Here," said one of the detectives through

the window ; " place those in hereâ��they will

be saferâ��and you get on the top with the

driver."

It was not far to Vine Street, but, as usual,

the traffic was congested in Oxford Circus,

and the cab had to halt occasionally. It

was, however, soon at the police-station. The

assistant jumped off the driver's seat and

opened the door.

The cab was empty !

This true story I related, or recalled rather

â��for it was reported in the papers when it

occurred years agoâ��to some acquaintances.

THE BARHEK ANl> TÂ»E OIGGEH,

It may be, of course, a coincidence, but it

provided a scene in the next year's autumn

drama at Drury I>ane, together with another

story I related at the same time, which in the

drama was comic, but in reality I think is one

of the most tragic stories I ever heard.

A man at the diamond diggings is alone

in his tent with his valuable "find." He has

had luck and is only waiting for the morning

to leave the camp, a rich man.

Another man enters, points a pistol at him,

and demands the diamonds or the man's life.

The lucky digger raises his head from the

book he is reading, and, taking the lighted

dip out of the candlestick, says :â��

" Here is your reply. This barrel is full

up to the brim with gunpowder. See, I stick

this lighted candle into it. Now, which of

us will remain here the longest ? "

The intruder flew.

To me that man who stuck his lighted

candle into an open barrel of gunpowder is

the pluckiest man I ever heard of.

Perhaps there is one exception. It is a

similar old story, but perhaps little knownâ��

till the next Drury Lane drama appears.

Scene: A barber's shop near a diamond

mining camp.

A thickly-bearded, devil-may-care, strong

brute of a fellow swaggers in and calls to the

timid, poor little barber :â��

" Say, shave !" Here he flings his money

on the marble slab on one side and his six-

shooter on the other. "There's five dollars

for you if you give me a clean shave ; but,

by Heaven ! if you draw a drop of blood

I'll blow your brains out. So take yer choice !"

The barber shaves the desperado and

draws no blood ; it

is a tough job, but

he does it.

" You're a plucky

little beggar, you

are," remarks the

shaved one, with

some admiration,

" for I am a man

of my word. Here

are your five

dollars; but, by

Heaven! if you had

cut me you were

a dead 'un."

" Oh, dear no ! "

replies the barber,

pocketing the

dollars. "You

see, I should have

noticed the blood
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first, and then I would have cut your

throat ! "

The story of the " bishop " and his con-

federates, related earlier in this chapter,

recalls to mind other clever thieves who with

a sense of humour prey upon those without

any.

I think the following storyâ��I forget really

where I heard it, or read it, many years

agoâ��was in connection with the eccentric

Duke of Brunswick, who in the middle of the

nineteenth century was well known to have a

mania for collecting diamonds and other

precious stones.

The Duke was a painted, made-up old

voluptuary, who shunned society and pub-

licity of all kinds. He lived in different

places, but his principal home was in Paris,

there, and no one seemed to notice him. At

a table some distance away sat a rather seedy-

looking youth with pale face, long hair, and

delicate white hands. With one hand he

toyed with his spoon, sugar, and absinthe ;

with the other he raised his cigarette to his

mouth, and then passed his fingers through

his dark hair. Occasionally he sighed heavily

as though some sorrow weighed upon his

mind, but he did not turn his face.

The Duke was attracted by this figure and

kept his eyes upon the youth. Presently

something interested the Duke. He

rose and walked near to where the seedy

youth sat. Then he started, looked round

to his companions, and beckoning to one,

asked him to invite the lonely young man to

join their table.

where he secluded himself in a funny old

mansion, more like a huge safe than anything

else, with thick walls, doors barred and bolted

like a prison, and wires laid and attached

to revolvers and alarms, so that the approach

of any intruder would be at once made

known. His one idea was that he would be

robbed, that the eye of every criminal was

upon him. No one saw this Aladdin's cave

but the Duke himself. He gloated in secret

over his gems, particularly his wonderful

diamonds. His chief safe was built behind

iron doors at the head of his bed, secured by

iron locks of special and ingenious manufac-

ture, over which hung a handsome curtain.

The Duke paid fabulous prices for rare

stones, of which he was an excellent judge.

It so happened that he was in some provin-

cial town with a companion or two incognito,

in search of rare gems, and went into a cafe

for some refreshment. Few others were

When the youth languidly sat down, and

once more drew his left hand through his

long curls, it was evident what had attracted

the Duke. On the third finger the stranger

wore a huge diamond ringâ��a single stone of

great brilliancy.

It was not long before the Prince led up

to the topic of the ringâ��a ring, by the way,

extraordinarily out of keeping with its wearer.

" Touring these parts ? " asked the Duke.

" Yes, professionally, sir ; I am a singer

in the opera at present performing in this

town."

" All celebrated singers, no doubt ? " put

in the Prince.

" Oh, dear no; a fourth rate travelling

little company. It would not pay good com-

panies to come to such a poor town as this."

" We are not rich here, certainly," said the

Duke, laughing ; " but I see, judging by the

ring you wear, our entertainers are."



284

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

"This ring?" said the young vocalist,

languidly. " Oh, that is merely glass, value

two francs fifty. It was given me on the eve

of my departure from Paris by my fiancee.

She is a poor but charming young lady, and

we bought it together. Two francs fifty."

" Will you allow me to examine it ? " said

the Duke, politely, putting out his hand for

the ring as he spoke.

" Certainly, with pleasure," said the young

man, handing the ring to the Duke.

" Wonderful how they make it for the

money, is it not ? Though it is only glass,

there is some skill in the way it is made."

" Only glass, young man!" said the

astonished Duke, after examining the jewel

" Are you serious ? " asked the young man,

with a look of bewilderment.

"Quite," replied the Duke, calmly. "I

back the opinion of my expert here. Can

you not send for the young lady and ask

her permission ? "

" She is in Paris. I have no moneyâ��she

has no money for the journey."

" Oh, here are a hundred francs for you;

send for her."

In due course the young lady arrived,

excited and delighted. She was accompanied

by her old father and mother. The Prince

repeated his offer. The blushing girl

accepted.

"It seems robbery," she said, "for I assure

" IN HUE COUNSE THE YOUNG l.ADV ARRIVED.

carefully. " I shall back my opinion by

offering you two thousand five hundred francs

for it at first sight."

"Two thousand five hundred francs!

Why, that's a fortune ! " said the young man,

excitedly. " Yet, sir, if you offered me ten

times thatâ��aye, twenty times that! â�� I would

not part with it, for it is a love-token from

my Emile, and is therefore more to poor me

than any money you can offer."

The Duke had handed the ring to the man

on his right, who was an expert in diamonds,

and he whispered something to the Duke.

"Think, young man," said the Duke,

laughing. " I do offer you twenty times

more ! You could then marry this young

lady, and buy another glass ring."

you, sir, it is only glass. I called at the shop

before I left Paris, and they showed me

hundreds of others, two francs fifty each.

They said they had not a real diamond in

the shop."

" They have not, possibly, now, mademoi-

selle, but they had when you bought this.

Here is the money, all in gold too."

The girl clapped her hands with glee and

threw her arms round her lover. " Now we

can get married and be happy for ever," she

exclaimed.

Then a pretty little incident happened.

" To show you," she said, " what I paid

for that rintr I have brought with me the

little box I bought it in. See the price on

the back ? yyould you like to have it ? "
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" Yes, thanks. I place the ring in it, and

close it so."

The Duke, laughing, pocketed the box and

departed.

The happy singer and his lady-love and

the overjoyed parents caught the train back

to Paris. Their departure was a pretty

picture, enjoyed as much by the lucky Duke

as anyone.

That night the Duke gave a dinner at the

hotel to a few friends to celebrate his great

find. After dinner he produced the box with

the ring in it, and, after telling its romantic

story and of the incident of the day, he

handed it to his expert to pass down the

table for his guests to inspect.

The expert opened the box and looked at

the ring. His face turned pale, he jumped

up and cried " Mon Dieu ! It's glass ! "

Here is a somewhat similar story, full of

comedy.

Some foreigners of distinction arrived in

Paris and hired rooms in the most fashion-

able quarter. The principal visitor sent for

one of the best-known diamond merchants

and jewellers.

The distinguished man, who was alone in

his spacious reception-room, informed the

merchant that he was anxious to make

purchases of the finest and largest diamond

ornaments money could buy for his wife's

person.

In a few hours the jeweller returned with

a large bag full of the most valuable assort-

ment of gems and artistic designs of the

goldsmith's art, fit for a queen.

" One thing I must ask," said the princely

purchaser, " is absolute secrecy. My

wife must not know I am buying these

jewels. I have just made a huge fortune, and

this is to be her surpriseâ��but it must be a

surpriseâ��you understand ; if she comes in,

you hide these."

The jeweller bowed.

The selection was going on when a female

voice called down the stairs : " Frederick, are

you there ; where are you ? "

" My wife's voice ! "

The sounds came nearer, as though the

lady was descending the stairs to the room

where the two men were.

" Here," hurriedly whispered the husband,

" hide those jewels. That's right, tumble

them into the bag. Now, where can we

place them ? She must not see the bag, or

her suspicions will be aroused."

The men looked about the large apart-

ment. A cabinet stood at one end. It was

locked. They rushed to a side table at the

other end ; that also was locked. A hand-

somely-carved little secretaire stood close

to the door against the wall; it opened.

Capital! Into that the jeweller shot his

precious bag, and the husband slammed

down the lid. It was the work of a few

moments. The voice was on the landing.

The husband rushed out, saying to the

jeweller: " She must not see you ; wait till I

return," then slammed the door of the room

and departed.

The jeweller heard him say : " Ah, my love,

is that you ? Come along here. I haveâ��

mâ��m- " Then the voice died away.

The merchant sat and waited; half an

hour went â�� an hour â�� an hour and a

quarter. He got impatient. He would ring

and summon a servant, and send a polite

message to the gentleman, reminding him

there was someone still waiting to see him

in the reception - room. He could find

no bell. He opened the door and looked

out; he could see no one. He called ;

no one answered. He returned to his

chair and sat down to think. " These

foreign swells are a forgetful lot apparently.

I'll take back my property and call again."

He went to the secretaire ; it was locked !

He tried the lid ; it would not open. He

got excited, and grasping a poker he smashed

the lid. The secretaire was empty! He

thrust in his arm ; it went right through the

back of it. He thrust in the poker; it went

farther, and seemed to touch the sides of

masonry much deeper than the article of

furniture. He tried to pull away the secre-

taire ; it was fixed fast to the wall. He

rushed out of the room and looked at the

back of the masonry.

That was the end of the comic scene.

There was a large hole in the wall right

through to the secretaire, from which the

paper had recently been burst open from the

inside. It was through this that the bag of

precious jewels had been thrust as the fond

" wife" came downstairs and was joined by

her rich and generous husband.

The " surprise" was arranged for the

jeweller.

( To be continued.)



By E. BLAND.

T may be that it was a form of

madness. Or it may be that

he really was what is called

haunted. Or it mayâ��though

I don't pretend to understand

howâ��have been the develop-

ment, through intense suffering, of a sixth

sense in a very nervous, highly-strung nature.

Something certainly led him where They

were. And to him they were all one.

He told me the first part of the story, and

the last part of it I saw with my own eyes.

I.

Haldane and I were friends even in our

schooldays. What first brought us together

was our common hatred of Visger. He came

from our part of the country, and his people

knew our people at home, so he was put on

to us when he came. He was the most in-

tolerable person, boy and man, that I have

ever known. He would not tell a lie. And

that is all right, of course. But he didn't

stop at that. If he were asked whether any

other chap had done anythingâ��been out of

bounds, or up to any sort of larkâ��he would

always say : " I don't know, sir, but I believe

so." He never did knowâ��we took care of

that. But what he believed was always right.

I remember Haldane twisting his arm to

make him say how he knew about that

cherry-tree business, and he only said : " I

didn't knowâ��I just felt sure. And I was

right, you see." What can you do with a

boy like that ?

We grew up to be men. At least, Haldane

and I did. Visger grew up to be a prig.

He was a vegetarian and a teetotaller, and an

all-wooler and a Christian Scientist, and all

the things that prigs areâ��but he wasn't a

common prig. He knew all sorts of things

that he oughtn't to have known, that he

couldn't have known in any ordinary decent

way. It wasn't that he found things out.

He just knew them. Once when I was very

unhappy he came into my roomsâ��we were

all in our last year at Oxfordâ��and talked

about things I hardly knew myself. That

was really why I went to India that winter.

It was bad enough to be unhappy without

having that beast knowing all about it.

I was away over a year. Coming back I

thought a lot about how jolly it would be to

see old Haldane again. If I thought about

Visger at all I wished he was dead. But I

didn't think about him much.

I did want to see Haldane. He was

always such a jolly chapâ��gay and kindly

and simple, honourable, upright, and full of

practical sympathies. I longed to see him,

to see the smile in his jolly blue eyes looking

out from the net of wrinkles that laughing

had made round them, to hear his jolly laugh,

and feel the good grip of his big hand. I

went straight from the docks to his chambers

in Gray's Inn, and I found him cold, pale,

anaemic, with dull eyes and a limp hand, and

pale lips that smiled without mirth and

uttered a welcome without gladness.

He was surrounded by a litter of dis-

ordered furniture and personal effects half

packed. Some big boxes stood corded, and

there were cases of books filled and waiting

for the enclosing boards to be nailed on.

" Yes, I'm moving," he said. " I can't

stand these rooms. There's something rum

about them â�� something devilish rum. I

clear out to-morrow."

The autumn dusk was filling the corners

with shadows. " You got the furs," I said,

just for something to say, for I saw the big

case that had held them lying corded among

the others.

"Furs?" he said. "Oh, yes. Thanks,

awfully. Yes. I forgot about the furs."

He laughed, out of politeness, I suppose, for

there was no joke about the furs. They were

many and fineâ��the best I could get for
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money, and I had seen them packed and sent

off when my heart was very sore. He stood

looking at me, and saying nothing.

"Come out and have a bit of dinner," I

said, as cheerfully as I could.

"Too busy," he answered, after the slightest

possible pause and a glance round the room.

"Look hereâ��I'm awfully glad to see you. If

you'd just slip over and order in dinnerâ��I'd

go myselfâ��onlyâ��well, you see how it is."

I went. And when I came back he had

cleared a space near the fire and moved his

big gate table into it. We dined there by

candlelight. I tried to be amusing. He, I

am sure, tried to be

amused. We did not

succeed, either of us.

And his haggard eyes

watched me all the

time, save in those

fleeting moments when,

without turning his

head, he glanced back

over his shoulder into

the shadows that

crowded round the little

lighted place where we

sat.

When we had dined,

and the man had come

and taken away the

dishes, I looked at him

very steadily, so that he

stopped in a pointless

anecdote and looked

interrogation at me.

" Well ? " I said.

" You're not listen-

ing," he said, petulantly.

" What's the matter?"

" That's what you'd

better tell me," I said.

He was silentâ��gave

one of those furtive

glances at the shadows,

and stooped to stir the

fire toâ��I knew itâ��a

blaze that must light

every corner of the

room.

" You're all to pieces,"

I said, cheerfully.

" What have you been

up toâ��whisky, bridge,

Stock Exchange? If

you won't tell me you'll

have to tell your doctor.

Why, my dear chap,

you're a wreck."

a comfortable friend to have

about the place," he said, and smiled a

mechanical smile not at all pleasant to see.

" I'm the friend you want, I think," said 1.

" Do you suppose I'm blind? Something's

gone wrong and you've taken to something

â��morphia, perhaps. And you've brooded

over the thing till you've lost all sense of

proportion. Out with it, old chap. Bet

you half a dollar it's not so bad as you

think it."

" If I could tell youâ��or tell anyone," he

said, slowly, "it wouldn't be so bad as it is.

If I could tell anyone I'd tell you. And

1 You'rt
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even as it is, I've told you more than I've

told anyone else."

I could get nothing more out of him. But

he pressed me to stayâ��would have given me

his bed and made himself a shake-down, he

said. But I had engaged my room at the

Victoria, and I was expecting letters. So I

left him, quite late, and he stood on the

stairs holding a candle over the banisters to

light me down.

When I went back next morning he was

gone. Men were moving his furniture into

a long van with Somebody's Pantechnicon

painted on it in big letters.

He had left no address with the porter,

and had driven off in a hansom with two

portmanteaux â�� to Waterloo, the porter

thought.

Well, a man has a right to the monopoly

of his own troubles if he chooses to have it.

And my letters had taught me that I had

troubles of my own to keep me busy.

II.

It was more than a year later that I saw

Haldane again. I had got rooms in the

Albany by this time, and he turned up there

one morning, very early indeedâ��before

breakfast, in fact. And if he had looked

ghastly before, he now looked almost ghostly.

His face looked as though it had worn thin,

like an oyster-shell that has for years been

cast up twice a day by the sea on a shore all

pebbly. His hands were thin as a bird's claws,

and they trembled like caught butterflies.

I welcomed him with enthusiastic cordiality

and pressed breakfast on him. This time, I

decided, I would ask no questions. For I

saw that none were needed. He would tell

me. He intended to tell me. He had come

here to tell me, and for nothing else.

I lit the spirit-lampâ��I made coffee and

small talk for him, and I ate and drank and

waited for him to begin. And it was like

this that he began.

" I am going," he said, " to kill myselfâ��

oh, don't be alarmed"â��I suppose I had said

or looked somethingâ��" I sha'n't do it here,

or now. I shall do it when I have toâ��when

I can't bear it any longer. And I want

someone to know why. I don't want to feel

that I'm the only soul that does know. And

I can trust you, can't I ? "

I murmured something reassuring.

" I should like you, if you don't mind, to

give me your word that you won't tell anyone

at all what I'm going to tell you, as long

as I'm alive. Afterwardsâ��you can tell whom

vou please."

I gave him my word.

He sat silent, looking at the fire. Then

he shrugged his shoulders.

" It's extraordinary how difficult it is to

say it," he said, and smiled. " The fact is

â��you know that beast George Visger ? "

" Yes," I said. " I haven't seen him since

I came back. Someone told me he'd gone

to some island or other to preach vegetarian-

ism to the cannibals. Anyhow, he's out of

the way, bad luck to him."

" Yes," said Haldane, " he's out of the

way. But he's not preaching anything. In

point of fact, he's dead."

" Dead ? " was all I could think of to say.

" Yes," said he ; " it's not generally known,

but he is."

" What did he die of ? " I asked, not that

I cared. The bare fact was good enough

for me.

" You know what an interfering chap he

always was. Always knew everything. Heart-

to-heart talks, and have everything open and

above-board. Well, he interfered between me

and someone elseâ��told her a pack of lies."

" Lies ? "

" Well, the things were true, but he made

lies of them the way he told themâ��you

know." I did. I nodded. " And she

threw me over. And she died. And we

weren't even friends. I couldn't see herâ��

beforeâ��I couldn't even Oh, my God !

But I went to the funeral. He was there.

They'd asked him. And then I came back

to my rooms. And I was sitting there,

thinking. And he came up."

" He would do. It's just what he would

do. The beast. I hope you kicked him

out ? "

" No. I didn't. I listened to what he'd

got to say. He came to say no doubt it was

all for the best. And he hadn't known the

things he told her. He'd only guessed. He'd

guessed right, curse him â��like he used to at

school â�� you remember? What right had he

to guess right ? And he said it was all for

the best, because besides that there was

madness in my family. He'd found that out

too "

" And is there ? "

" If there is I didn't know it. And that

was why it was all for the best. So then I

said, ' There wasn't any madness in my family

before; but there is now,' and I got hold of

his throat. I am not sure whether I meant

to kill him. I ought to have meant to kill

him. Anyhow I did kill him. What did

you say ? "

I had said nothing. It is not easy to
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think at once of the tactful and suitable

thing to say when your old friend tells you

that he is a murderer.

" When I could get my hands out of his

throatâ��it was as difficult as it is to drop the

handles of a galvanic batteryâ��he was there

in a lump on the hearthrug. And I saw what

rid of but the manâ��no weapon, no blood.

And I got rid of him all right."

"How?"

He smiled cunningly.

"No, no," he said; "that's where I draw

the line. It's not that I doubt your word,

but if you talked in your sleep, or had a fever

HE WAS THERE IN A LUMP ON THE HEARTHRUG.

I'd done. How is it that murderers ever get

found out ? "

"They're careless sometimes, I suppose,"

I found myself saying. " They lose their

nerve."

" I didn't," he said. " I never was calmer.

I sat down in the big chair and looked at

him and thought it all out. He was just

off to that island â�� I knew that. He'd

said good-bye to everyone. He'd told me

that. There was no blood to get rid of

â��or only just a touch at the corner of his

slack mouth. He wasn't going to travel in

his own name because of interviewers. Mr.

Somebody Something's luggage would be

unclaimed and his cabin empty. No one

would guess that Mr. Somebody Something

was Sir George Visger, Baronet. It was all

as plain as plain. There was nothing to get

Vol. xxxvi.â��37

or anything ? No, no. As long as you don't

know where the body is, don't you see, I'm

all right. Even if you could prove that I've

said all this, which you can'tâ��it's only thji

wanderings of my poor unhinged brain. See?"

I saw. And I was very sorry for him.

And I did not believe that he had killed

Visger. He was not the sort of man who

kills people. So I said :â��

" Yes, old chap. I see. Now, look here.

Let you and me go away togetherâ��travel a

bit and see the world, and forget all about

that beastly chap."

His eyes lighted up at that.

"Why," he said, "you understand! You

don't hate me and shrink from me. I wish

I'd told you beforeâ��you knowâ��when you

came and I was packing up my sticks. Hut

it's too late now."
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"Too late? Not a bit of it," I said.

" Come, we'll pack right away and be off

to-nightâ��out into the unknown, don't you

know."

" That's where Tin going," he said. " You

wait. When you've heard what's been happen-

ing to me you won't be so keen to go

into the unknown with me."

" But you've told me what's been happen-

ing to you," I said. And the more I thought

about what he had told me the less I

believed it.

"No," he said, slowly, "no; I've told you

what happened to him. What happened to

me is quite different. Did I tell you what

his last words were ? Just when I was

coming at him â�� before I'd got his throat, you

knowâ��he said, ' Look out ! You'll never be

able to get rid of the body. Besides, anger's

sinful.' You know that way he had, like a

tract on its hind legs ? So afterwards I got

thinking of that. But I didn't think of it for

a year, because I did get rid of his body all

right. And then I was sitting in that com-

fortable chair, and I thought, ' Halloa, it

must be about a year now since that '

and I pulled out my pocket-book and went

to the window to look at a little almanac I

carry aboutâ��it was getting duskâ��and sure

enough it was a year to the day. And then

I remembered what he'd said, and I said to

myself, ' Not much trouble about getting rid

of your body, you brute.' And then I

looked at the hearthrug, and Ah !" he

screamed, suddenly and very loud, " I can't

tell youâ��no, I can't!"

My man opened the doorâ��he wore a

smooth face over his wriggling curiosity.

" Did you call, sir?"

" Yes," I lied. " I want you to take a

note to the bank and wait for an answer."

When he was got rid of, Haldane said :

" Where was I ? "

"You were just telling me what happened

after you looked at the almanac. What

was it?"

" Nothing much," he said, laughing softly ;

" oh, nothing muchâ��only that I glanced at

the floor; and there he was, the man I'd

killed a year befbre. Don't try to explain,

or 1 shall lose my temper. The door was

shut. The windows were shut. He hadn't

been there a minute before. And he was

there then. That's all."

Hallucination was one of the words I

stumbled among.

" Exactly what I thought," he said, trium-

phantly ; " butâ��I touched it. It was quite

real. Heavy, you know, and harder than live

people are, somehow, to the touchâ��more

like a stone thing covered with kid the hands

were, and the arms like a marble statue in a

blue serge suit. Don't you hate men who

wear blue serge suits ? "

" There are hallucinations of touch, too,"

I found myself saying.

." Exactly what I thought," said Haldane,

more triumphant than ever ; " but there are

limits, you knowâ��limits. So then I thought

someone had got him outâ��the real him â��

and stuck him there to frighten me while

my back was turned, and I went to the place

where I'd hidden him, and he was thereâ��

.ahâ��just as I'd left him. Onlyâ��it was a

year ago. There are two of him there now."

' " My dear chap," I said, " this is simply

comic."

" Yes," said he, " it is amusing. I find it

so myself. Especially in the night when 1

wake up and think of it. I hope I sha'n't

die in the dark, Winston. That's one of the

reasons why I think I shall have to kill

myself. I could be sure then of not dying

in the dark."

" Is that all ? " I asked, feeling sure that

it must be.

" No," said Haldane at once ; " that's not

all. He's come back to me again. In a

railway carriage it was. I'd been asleep.

When I woke up there he was, lying on the

seat opposite me. Looked just the same

Felt just the same. I pitched him out on

the line in Red Hill Tunnel. And if I see

him again I'm going out myself. I can't

stand it. It's too much. I'd sooner go.

Whatever the next world's like there aren't

things like that. We leave them here, in

graves and boxes, and . . . You think I'm

mad, but I'm not. You can't help meâ��no

one can help me. He knew, you see. He

said I shouldn't be able to get rid of the

body. And I can't get rid of it. I

can't; I can't. He knew. He always did

know things that he couldn't know. But I'll

cut his game short. After all I've got the

ace of trumps, and I play it on his next

trick. I give you my word of honour,

Winston, that I'm not mad."

" My dear old man," I said, " I don't

think you're mad. But I do think your

nerves are very much upset. Mine are a bit,

too. Do you know why I went to India ?

It was because of you and her. I couldn't

stay and see it, though I wished for your

happiness and all that, you know I did.

And when I came back sheâ��and you

I-et's see it out together," I said. " You

won't keep fancying things if you've got me



IN THE DARK.

291

to talk to. And I always said you weren't

half a bad old duffer."

" She liked you," he said.

" Oh, yes," I said, " she liked me."

III.

That was how we came to go abroad

together. I was full of hope for him. He'd

always been such a splendid chapâ��so sane

and strong. 1 couldn't believe that he was

gone madâ��gone for ever, I mean, so that

he'd never come right again. Perhaps my

own trouble made it easy for me to see

things not quite straight. Anyhow, I took

him away to recover his mind's health,

exactly as I should have taken him away to

get strong after a fever. And the madness

seemed to pass away, and in a month or two

we were pretty jolly, and I thought I had

cured him. And I was very glad because of

that old friendliness of ours, and because she

had loved him and liked me.

We never spoke of Visger. I thought he

had forgotten all about him. I thought I

understood how his mind, overstrained by

sorrow and anger, had fixed on the man he

hated and woven a nightmare web of horror

round that detestable personality. And I

had got the whip-hand of my own trouble.

And we were as jolly as sandboysâ��soberish

sandboysâ��together all those months.

And we came to Bruges at last in our

travels, and Bruges was very full, because of

the exhibition. We could only get one room

and one bed, so we tossed for the bed, and

the one who lost the toss was to make the

best of the night in the arm-chair. And the

bed-clothes we were to share equitably.

We spent the evening at a cafe chantant

and finished at a beer hall, and it was late

and we were sleepy when we got back to the

Big Vine. I took our key from its nail in the

concierge's room and we went up. We

talked for a bit, I remember, about the town

and the belfry and the Venetian aspect of the

canals by moonlight, and then Haldane got

into bed and I made a chrysalis of myself

with my share of the blankets, and fitted the

tight roll into the arm-chair. I was not at all

comfortable, but I was compensatingly tired,

and I was nearly asleep when Haldane roused

me up to tell me about his will.

" I've left everything to you, old man," he

said. " I know I can trust you to see to

everything."

"Quite so," said I; "and, if you don't

mind, we'll talk about it in the morning."

He tried to go on about it, and about

what a friend I'd been, and all that; but I

shut him up and told him to go to sleep.

But no. He wasn't comfortable, he said ;

and he'd got a thirst like a liine-kiln. And

he'd noticed that there was no water-bottle in

the room. " And the water in the jug's like

pale soup," he said.

"Oh, all right," said I. "Light your

candle and go and get some water, then, in

Heaven's name, and let me get to sleep ! "

But he said, " No--you light it. I don't

want to get out of bed in the dark. I might

â��I might step on something, mightn't Iâ��

or walk into something that wasn't there

when I got into bed ? "

" Rot," I said ; " walk into your grand-

mother !" But I lit the candle all the same.

He sat up in bed, looking at meâ��very pale

â��with his hair all tumbled from the pillow

and his eyes blinking and shining.

"That's better," he said. And then, "I

sayâ��look here. Ohâ��yesâ��I see. It's all

right. Queer how they mark the sheets here.

Blest if I didn't think it was blood, just for

the minute."

The sheet was marked, not at the corner,

as sheets are marked at home, but right in

the middle where it turns down, with big red

cross-stitches.

" Yes, I see," I said ; " it is a queer place

to mark it."

" It's queer letters to have on it," he

said. " G. V."

" Grande Vigne," I said. " What letters

do you expect them to mark things with ?

Hurry up."

"You come too," he said. "Yes, it does

stand for Grand Vigne, of course. I wish

you'd come down too, Winston."

" I'll go down," I said, and turned with the

candle in my hand.

He was out of bed and close to me in a

flash. " No," said he, " I don't want to stay

alone in the dark."

He said it just as a frightened child might

have done.

"All right, then, come along," I said.

And we went. I tried to make some joke, I

remember, about the length of his hair and

the cut of his pyjamasâ��but I was sick with

disappointment. For it was almost quite

plain to me, even then, that all my time and

trouble' had been thrown away, and that he

wasn't cured after all.

We went down as quietly as we could, and

got a carafe of water from ftie long bare

dining-table in the salle a manger. He got

hold of my arm at first, and then he got the

candle away from me and went very slowly,

shading the light with his, hand and looking
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"he looked over his shoulder every now and then.

very carefully -all about, ;is though he ex-

pected to see something that he wanted very

desperately not to see. And, of course, I

knew what that something was. I didn't like

the way he was going on. I can't at all

express how deeply I didn't like it. And he

looked over his shoulder every now and

then, just as he did that first evening after

I came back from India.

The thing got on my nerves so that I could

hardly find the way back to our room. And

when we got there I give you my word I

more than half expected to see what he

expected to seeâ��that, or something like it,

on the hearthrug. But, of course, there was

nothing.

I blew out the light and tightened my

blankets round meâ��I'd been trailing them

^Uei me in our expedition. And I was

feeling for my chair when Hal-

dane spoke.

"You've got all the blankets,"

he said.

" No, I haven't," said I ;

"only what I've always had."

" I can't find mine, then,"

he said, and I could hear his

teeth chattering. " And I'm

cold. I'm For God's

sake, light the candle! Light

it ! Light it ! Something

horrible "

And I couldn't find the

matches.

" Light the candle â�� light

the candle ! " he said, and his

voice broke, as a boy's does

sometimes in chapel. " If you

don't he'll come to me. It is

so easy to come at anyone in

the dark. Oh, Winston, light

the candle, for the love of

God ! I can't die in the dark."

" I am lighting it," I said,

savagely, and I was feeling for

the matches on the marble-

topped chest of drawers, on

the mantelpiece â�� everywhere

but on the round centre-

table where I had put them.

" You're not going to die.

Don't be a fool," I said. " It's

all right. I'll get a light in a

second."

He said, " It's cold. It's

cold. It's cold," like that,

three times. And then he

screamed aloud, like a woman,

like a child, like a hare when

the dogs have got it. I had heard him

scream like that once before.

" What is it ? " I cried, hardly less aloud.

" For God's sake hold your noise ! What

is it?"

There was an empty silence. Then, very

slowly :â��

" It's Visger," he said. And he spoke

thickly, as through some stifling veil.

" Nonsense. Where ? " I asked, and my

hand closed on the matches as he spoke.

" Here !" he screamed, sharply, as though

he had torn the veil away, " here ! Beside

me. In the bed."

I got the candle alight. I got across to

him.

He was crushed in a heap at the edge of

the bed. Stretched on the bed beyond him

was a dead man, very white and cold.
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Haldane had died in the dark.

It was all so simple.

We had come to the wrong room. The

man the room belonged to was there, on the

bed he had engaged and paid for before he

died of heart disease, earlier in the day. A

French commis voyageur representing soap

and perfumery : his name, Felix Leblanc.

a police inspector with me when I opened

the boxes that came to me by Haldane's will.

One of them was the big box, metal-lined, in

which I had sent him the skins from Indiaâ��

for a wedding present, God help us all !

It was closely soldered.

Inside were the skins of beasts. Noâ��the

bodies of two men. One was identified after

some trouble as that of a hawker of pens in

Later, in England, I made cautious in-

quiries. The body of a man had been found

in the Red Hill Tunnelâ��a haberdasher

named Simmons, who had drunk spirits

of salts, owing to the depression of trade.

The bottle was clutched in his dead hand.

For reasons that I had I took care to have

City officesâ��subject to fits. He had died in

one, it seemed. The other body was Visger's,

right enough. Explain it as you like.

I offered you, if you remember, a choice of

explanations before I began this story. I

have not yet found the explanation that can

satisfy me.



FOUR WORLDS IN THE DEPTHS OF SPACE.

The Sun's enormous disc, the Earth infinitely smaller, attended by its minute satellite, the Moon, and, at about fifty million

miles from the Earth, the planet Marsâ��such as these four stars would appear to the eyes of an inhabitant of Jupiter,

showing in striking contrast their relative proportions.

WORLDS: THE DUST OF THE INFINITE.

By CAMILLE FLAMMARION.

The eminent French astronomer here takes us with him on a voyage through the immensity of celestial

space. In his company we scale, one after the other, thousands of starsâ��steps of a staircase without end

stretching out on all sides round our planet and its satellite, the moon.

| HE silent solitudes of the moon,

distant as they are from us in

terms of terrestrial measure-

ment, are but the mere suburbs

of our planet compared to the

limitless immensity that lies

beyond. Let us explore these regions together.

Not far from hereâ��not far, that is to

say, astronomically speakingâ��at an average

distance of something under fifty million

miles, we come to a most interesting world.

So many resemblances to our own abode

do we discover at once, that we would

be almost justified were we to jump to the

conclusion that this world is placed where it

is in order to enable us to adopt a juster

conception of the Universe, and thus enter

into more intimate relations with that

bountiful Nature in whose bosom exist not

only all the worlds, but all the beings

inhabiting them. To this world we have

^aiven the name of Mars.

On setting foot in Mars we are certainly in

a foreign country, yet we very early realize

that our new surroundings are by no means

so unfamiliar as we at first imagined. Here,

as in our world, we perceive lands and seas,

as well as the alternations of seasons with all

their innumerable variations. On our own

Earth courageous explorers have in vain

attempted to reach one or other of the Poles,

which have so far baffled every effort; yet

we have no difficulty in observing the Poles

of Mars, the meteorology of which is quite

familiar to us. In winter we see them don

caps of snow, the size of which we can accu-

rately measure. All the modifications of

these snow-caps we are able to follow in

detail until the caps almost totally disappear

in the following summer. At times clouds,

usually of the lightest consistence, may be

perceived floating in the atmosphere. The

climate of the planet appears to be most plea-

sant, fine weather being practically perpetual.
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As I have already said, the state of things

in Mars is not too unfamiliar. The planet

revolves upon its axis, much as does the

Earth, in 24hrs. 37mm. 22'65sec. However,

though the general conditions of life are

similar to those in force on the Earth, life in

Mars has nearly twice the duration it has

here, since the Martian year counts six

hundred and sixty-eight days.

What, however, strikes us more than any-

thing else while we are journeying to Mars

are the rectilinear canals which form a sort of

geometrically constructed web all over the

continents. What are these canals ? This is

a question which astronomers have been ask-

ing one another for nearly thirty years now,

ever since the day, in fact, when the enig-

matic lines were observed for the first time

by Schiaparelli, the Director of the Milan

Observatory. The nature of the lines has

been, and still is, the subject of a thousand

different theories. " They are rivers," say

some. "Such an explanation is out of the

question," is the immediate objection.

" These watercourses all originate either in

a sea or a lake, and terminate in another

sea or lake ; moreover their width does not

increase as they progress." "The canals are

the colossal enterprise of the Martian en-

gineers," is yet another explanation often put

forward. Other astronomers again close all

discussion by laying it down that the canals

have no real existence, but are merely the

products of an optical illusion.

And yet these furrows, or whatever they

are, assuredly do exist, whether as water-

courses or as vast prairie lands periodically

flooded with water.

Before any exact definition can be given

of these dark tracings, however, much

still remains to be accomplished. Thus

much may be declared with certaintyâ��

the circulatory system of the waters on

the surface of Mars is very different to

that obtaining on the Earth. In Mars

the periodical inundations caused each sum-

mer by the melting of the snows appear

to be distributed to great distances by this

network of canals, which, assuming our hypo-

thesis to be correct, constitute the most

ingeniously contrived hydrographical system

conceivable. Nor is such an hypothesis by

any means incredible. At the same time,

we must never lose sight of the fact that, even

in the most favourable circumstances, at the

epochs â�� that is to say, when Mars approaches

most nearly to the Earth, and is only distant

some forty millions of miles or soâ��the best

astronomical instruments we possess, with a

magnifying power of three thousand, can only

bring the planet within an apparent distance

of about twelve thousand five hundred miles.

Suppose, now, we were abie to mount

in a balloon to such an altitude above the

city of London, for instance, that our

eyesight would reach the horizon at a

distance of several thousand miles. In these

circumstances, imagine us directing our gaze

towards, let us say, St. Petersburg. Our

imagination, inspired by reminiscences of

what we had read from time to time in books

and newspapers, would, no doubt, persuade

us we saw very many things ; but our eyes

would assuredly actually distinguish very few

indeed. Now, the two cities I have named

are distant from one another less than one

thousand seven hundred miles â��in other

words, about one-eighth of the distance that

intervenes between our eyes and the apparent

image of Mars seen through a telescope in

the most favourable conditions. Let us,

then, be under no delusion as to our ac-

quaintance with Martian affairs ; but, at the

same time, there is no reason to lose courage.

Have we not already a most curious geo-

graphical map of the planet ?

It was but yesterdayâ��in 1877, to be

exactâ��that we discovered the existence of

the two small moonsâ��no larger than the city

of Parisâ��which revolve so rapidly round

Mars.

And yet when Mars lights his ruddy

beacon in the dusky night, and shines and

glitters amid the infinitude of the stars;

when, our eye at the telescope, we leap at a

bound across the space intervening between

us and the planet; when we observe how

what was merely a luminous point has in-

creased in size until it displays before our

eyes its shores and its seas, its Polar capes

and its enigmatical canals ; when from this

Earth of ours we view those radiant dawns

and sunsets in skies almost continuously pure

and serene; when we see vast countries

overspread with winter's chilly mantle, and

other countries in the very act of throwing

off their icy coverings under the genial

influence of an ardent sun shining through a

summer twice the length of oursâ��when

we observe all this, how, I ask, is it possible to

prevent ourselves fancying, in presence of a

spectacle so similar to the spectacle we are

familiar with on our own Earth, that in

Mars there must also be sentient beingsâ��

beings who, like us, can contemplate these

natural phenomena ? In their evening

reveries these beings may often cast admir-

ing glances at a magnificent star, the brightest
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in all their firmamentâ��a star as brilliant,

as splendid, as Venus appears to us Earth-

dwellers.

That star isâ��the Earth !

It may well be that the Martian poets

chant that beauteous star as if it were some

propitious divinity, saluting it as a place of

sojourn more delicious than tongue can

describe. The Martian astronomers, again,

favoured by the limpidity of their atmo-

sphere, may very possibly be far more

advanced in their study of our globe. They

may be acquainted with every phase of our

meteorology, and know all the hidden secrets

of the white deserts that surround the terres-

trial Poles.

And what of life in Mars ! Life !

We find it here disseminated everywhere

in innumerable germs and under innumer-

able forms. Its sovereignty is universal.

It imposes its rule on all living things,

from man down to the infinitely little.

When we observe this Life perpetuating

itself even in parasites, to its own detriment,

when there is not a corner of our globeâ��

solid, liquid, or gaseousâ��that has not its

appropriate inhabitants, on what grounds do

we dare exclude this Life from the planet

Mars ? Why should this earth so analogous

to our ownâ��why should all these fine

countries remain deserted ?

But why should we so obstinately endeavour

to people all the other planets with human

beings precisely organized as we are ? Surely

it is not very difficult to imagine something

much better!

What beings organized like us would do on

Jupiter, for instance, it is impossible to even

guess. In order that we may be in a better

position to judge, let us have a peep at this

giant of our system, far beyond Mars, as it

rolls through space at a distance of about

four hundred and seventy-two million miles

from the Earth.

In the course of our voyage to Jupiter we

may be not a little astonished to collide

every now and then with minute planetary

bodies, which form a veritable archipelago of

worlds between Mars and Jupiter. The

largest of these celestial fragments measures

no more than a few hundred miles in extent;

many are far smaller. We will pass rapidly

through this swarm of Lilliputian worlds,

halting only when we reach Jupiter itself.

At once we perceive that the actual appear-

ance of this planet is quite in keeping with

its magnificently brilliant appearance. The

splendid and colossal sphere, eleven times

the diameter of the terrestrial globe, one

thousand two hundred times as voluminous,

and three hundred and ten times as heavy,

revolves on its own axis at the prodigious

velocity of nine hours fifty minutes at the

Equator. This velocity, however, is not

identical at every latitude, but steadily

decreases as the Poles are approachedâ��a

proof that the surface of the planet is not yet

entirely solidified. Here the sun shines for

less than five hours a day, and the night is

still further shortened by the dawn and the

twilight.

Since Jupiter occupies more than the

equivalent of twelve terrestrial years in per-

forming its journey round the sun, the Jovian

year contains no less than ten thousand four

hundred and fifty-five days ! Here, indeed,

is something radically different from the

conditions prevailing on Mars and the Earth.

In this gigantic world we can distinguish

neither continents nor seas; it is entirely

enveloped in a dense, impenetrable atmo-

spherical envelope. What lies beneath these

banked-up masses of cloud ? Is there a

liquid ocean ? Is there a still burning kernel?

There was a time when Jupiter blazed as the

sun does to-day, the centre of its own system

of seven worlds. It is supposed now to be

a sun that has lost its former splendourâ��a

sun that has not yet quite cooled and is in

an intermediary stage midway between the

solar and the terrestrial phases of planetary

existence.

What we first notice on the surface of this

tumultuous globe are wide bands, like ocean

currents, which glide along side by side at

varying rates of speed.

The most enigmatic formation of this

immense planet is, however, the celebrated

red patch, of dimensions more vast than the

entire Earth, which for nearly a quarter of a

century now has maintained itself in Jupiter's

temperate zone. It is difficult to suppose

that this red patch can be the result of any

merely atmospherical perturbation. Its per

manence seems to forbid any such sup-

position. Can it be a continent in process of

formationâ��a first essay of the agitated

globular mass in the direction of solidifica-

tion ? Such an hypothesis, if not the pro-

bable explanation, is at least justifiable.

Possibly Life is there already, manifesting

itself under very rudimentary forms.

Before leaving this planet we must not fail

to admire its magnificent train of seven

satellites. Two of these moons were dis-

covered quite recently, in 1905, by Mr.

Perrine, of the Lick Observatory, not by direct

observation, but by means of photography.
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A FAIRYL1KE SPECTACLE.

Among the magnificent features of the celestial vault there are n ine more strange antl maivellous than Saturn's rings, which,

on any fine starlit night, may be seen enveloping the colossal planet.

We will now traverse a distance almost

equal to that which separates Jupiter from

the Earth to reach Saturn, gravitating in the

heavens at about eight hundred and eighty-

eight million miles from the sun.

Vol. xxxvi.â��38.

Our very first reflection at sight of this

marvel of our system is to ask ourselves

whether it is possible that the planet, bound

by a triple girdle of rings and surrounded by

ten satellites, can really belong to the same
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family of worlds as the Earth, Mars, Jupiter,

and the rest, so much does it differ from

these.

The mere existence of the astonishing

assemblage of rings seems such an anomaly

in the eyes of citizens of the Earth that, prior

to the discovery of this appendix, astronomers

drew Saturn's ring without seeing it, fully

persuaded that it consisted of two very

peculiar satellites.

In order to admire in its full grandeur this

magnificent arch, composed of an infinity of

cosmic corpusclesâ��veritable dust of worlds

â��we must transport ourselves to the equa-

torial zone of Saturn, and contemplate the

heavens on some fine starlit night.

What a fairy-like scene we here have before

our eyes ! The planet is illuminated by a

superb ring-light, in addition to the radiance

of various moonsâ��for of the satellites there

are several always above the horizon at the

same moment.

During the night the rings surround Saturn

with a crown of light ; in the daytime their

shadow spreads over the equatorial regions,

which are thus, in fact, deprived of the direct

rays of the sun.

Assuredly the inhabitants of this extra-

ordinary world would have far better grounds

than we have were they to consider them-

selves to be the masters of the Universe. If

they observe the other planets of our system,

they may well suppose that no life can pos-

sibly exist on globes so different from theirs.

Seen from such a distance our planet is

but a minute point of light, only visible once

every six months, and then for but a few

brief instants, either in the evening after sun-

set, or shortly before dawn. Go but a very

little farther through space, and the liarth

has become absolutely indistinguishable !

Let us now continue our celestial travels.

In the far distance we perceive the dim out-

line of still another world.

The new world is Uranus, about one

thousand ' seven hundred and eighty-six

million miles distant from the sun. But

we have no time to loiter here.

In like manner we shall fly, without halt-

ing, past Neptune, which, more than two

thousand five hundred million miles away,

is on the very frontier line of the solar

system as we at present understand it.

We will now at last boldly enter upon the

regions of the Infinite! Ghastly, dis-

hevelled, slow-moving, there glides before

our eyes a comet aimlessly wandering through

the night that has neither beginning nor

end. It is the bearer of tidings to the worlds

of the Solar Republic from the uttermost

immensity of the skies ! A little farther on

we encounter a second comet, still more

ghastly than the first, still smaller. They

alone break the awful solitude of the great,

silent space separating us from the nearest star.

Possibly we may be able to discover also,

had we leisure to make the search, debris of

ruined stars the very names of which have

long been ruled out of Life's great ledger,

the only remaining vestiges of defunct worlds

ever rolling on through the eternal night. In

this desert, however, we will tarry no longer

than is absolutely necessary. In the far

distance a new sun illumining new skies

attracts our attention. It is. the star Alpha,

one of the constellation known to us as the

Centaur. Let us hasten to reach it.

This star, the nearest of any, blazes and

flames at a distance from the Earth two

hundred and seventy-five thousand times as

great as that separating the Earth from its

own Sun. In other words, the distance

between Alpha and the Earth is twenty-five

billion miles.

As we approach nearer to this system we

perceive that it differs vastly from ours.

Instead of its possessing a single sun

analogous to that which lights us, it has two

twin suns, one gravitating round the other at

a distance of one thousand eight hundred

and seventy-five million miles, each complete

revolution occupying eighty - four years.

There is no doubt that round each of these

flaming torches there circle tributary planets,

which derive from the double rays the source

of their fertility and their life. These planets

are illumined by two different suns, which

are at one epoch united in the same sky, at

others separated and alternative.

What extraordinary alternations of seasons

must result from this curious combination of

suns ! What variations of climate ! How

strange must be Nature's manifestations in

these distant worlds, plunged in a double

solar radiance !

Nor is this system the only specimen of

its kind amid the multitude of stars that

compose our universe. And not only are

there double suns, in couples, bound by the

same destiny, cradled by the same attractive

force ; there are also triple and even quadruple

suns, many of which are coloured in vivid

hues.

Let us fix our attention for a moment now

on the star Gamma, in the constellation of

Andromeda. Gamma is composed of an

orange tinted star uniied to one of emerald-

green, the latter having a small dark - blue
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IF CERTAIN STARS COUI.D SEE THE EARTH.

So enormous is the distance of certain stars that rays of light occupy several years, even several centuries, in making the

journey to Earth. If, then, the inhabitants of some of these stars have perfected methods for seeing us, they see us to-day as

we were several centuries ago, and are now observing at the surface of the Earth some episode from ancient history, such

as the chariot-races of Ancient Rome so strikingly shown in the illustration above.

companion. What a peculiar play of light such

an association of differently coloured suns

must give birth to ! What imagination could

guess at the extraordinary forms of existence

which may succeed one another on planets

bathed in these diversely-coloured rays?

The celestial motions are eminently calcu-

lated to demonstrate to us the brevity of
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TIME AND

To convey some conception of the enormous intersidereal spaces we must employ the notion of time. The time occupied hy Castor and

colossal dial, the whole page of modern earthly history is turned ! In France, for example, the same eye would view the struggles of the

Napoleon's rise and fall, the German

terrestrial events which appear so important

to our ephemeral eyes. On some bright star-

lit night contemplate for an instant the

different constellations of the Zodiac â�� the

Pleiades, which resemble an archipelago

set in the midst of the Infinite ; the red

star of the Bull, Aldebaran, the Twins,

Castor and Pollux. Then take a telescope

and focus it on Castor. You will be admir-

ing not one but two contiguous stars glitter-
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Pollux, fbT instance, in gravitating once round one another is 347 terrestrial years. While the great hand of Time is going once round this

League, all the long series of events in the reigns of Louis XIV. and his successor, the capture of the Bastille, the execution of Louis XVL,

invasion, and â��the Exhibition of 1900!

ing like diamonds. They are, in fact, two

suns gravitating round one another, each

revolution occupying three hundred and

forty-seven years.

Two years ago thele two stars were

relatively to each other in the same posi-

tion they occupied in 1559. The interval

between the two dates formed the complete

sidereal year of this system.

Should we now direct our steps towards
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the constellation of Perseus, we shall find a

most curious star, named Algol. Here we

have a system diametrically opposite to that

of Castor. A dark star is revolving with

prodigious velocity, in two days, twenty hours,

forty-eight minutes, arid two seconds, round

a most effulgent star, with the result that,

when viewed from the Earth, the latter under-

goes notable variations in brilliancy, its

satellite, which circulates in the precise plane

of our visual rays, eclipsing it partially every

two days.

Let us fly still farther into the Infinite,

where even greater marvels await us. We

speed past many a sunlit shore, through many

a night-enwrapped desert, in our passage from

sun to sun, from system to system. Ever

on the horizon new beacons spring into view,

beckoning us on farther and farther.

There is Sirius, the grandest star of our

sky, floating in space at a distance from the

Earth of fifty-seven thousand five hundred

billion miles. Viewed from such a distance,

the mighty Sun which illumines the Earth and

gives us life would be reduced to the size of a

minute star, barely visible to the naked eye !

Give a brief glance as we pass at some

of those distant suns, the light of which

occupies ten, twenty, fifty, a hundred yearsâ��

in certain cases even thousands and millions

of yearsâ��to reach us.

There are rays of light arriving on the

Earth to-day which have been journeying

since the epoch when Europe was still one

immense forest, the haunt of wild beasts

and impenetrable by man, who himself had

scarcely yet risen above the level of the

brute. Other rays had already set out on

their journey in the days when Hesiod,

Homer's contemporary, maintained that the

distance between Heaven and Hell had

been measured by Vulcan's anvil, which, he

declared, had taken nine days and nine nights

to fall from Heaven to the Earth, and an

rqual number of days and nights to fall from

the Earth to the abode of the damned.

Never, in fact, do we really see the stars as

they actually are at the moment we are look-

ing at them. Instead, we see them as they

were at the moment when they emitted the

rays of light which are reaching us now. The

histories of all the worlds are thus eternally

travelling through Space!

Every star, let me add, is a sun shining

with its own light, and thousands, and in

some cases millions, of times more lumin-

ous than our globe. Yet, so numerous,

so closely packed are the stars on celestial

maps, as well as the photographs of the

heavens, that to our eyes they appear truly

like star-dust.

In the uttermost depths of space we dis-

cover great compact masses of stars and

nebulae which would transport us still farther

into still other immensities.

Now we have traversed entirely the sidereal

Universe, are we at the end of our journey?

Whatever be the exact number of the stars,

this number is not infinite, as some teachers

would have us believe. A number cannot be

infinite, or it would cease to be a number.

Now, in thought, we can always add one

star to all those which exist. But to the

infinite it is not possible to add anything.

Therefore the number of stars is limited.

What is infinite, however, is Space.

Space, indeed, cannot be otherwise than

infinite. Let us fly in imagination to such

a distance from the Earth that light can

only bridge it, in spite of its speed of one

hundred and eighty-seven thousand five

hundred miles a second, in several million

years. Now let us imagine a distance twice

as great, or four times, or ten times, or a

hundred times as great. Whatever be the

point at which we decide to stop, let us

picture to ourselves that a barrier of some

kind is set there. Does not our thought

immediately leap over the imaginary fence?

The fact of the matter is that we are quite

incapable of conceiving space as anything

but limitless.

In the midst of this infinite space the

sidereal Universe forms but one organized

system, of which the stars are the atoms. The

number of still brilliant stars of this system

exceeds several hundred millions ; the number

of dead stars must be yet more considerable.

There is nothing, however, to prove to

us that this Universe exists alone in the

Infinite. Another Universe, comprising

an equal number of stars, may exist at a

.million times the parallax of the limit of our

Universe, considered here as the one-

thousandth second of the Arc. There may

be a third Universe at some other distance,

and yet a fourth at another, and a hundred,

and even a thousand, millions of Universes,

either similar or not to ours and to each

other. Moreover, the Universes may be

separated from one another by absolutely

empty spaces in which there is no ether, and

may thus be quite invisible to each other.

Our humanity and its entire history

resembles but a minute ant-heap, and our

most immense astronomic journeyings can

never carry us beyond the mere threshold of

the Infinite I



:kiddlbwiocs

COMEDY.

9V

OOOD actor without a good

play," said Leonard Kiddle-

wick, " is likeâ��now what is

he like ? He is like an

astronomer without a tele-

scope, a ship without a com-

pass, a pneumatic tyre without a pump, a "

" A dramatic author without a theatre,"

suggested Archie Penfold, with disconcerting

promptitude. He knew perfectly well that

those impromptus delivered so airily and so

aptly by Mr. Kiddlewick had been carefully

prepared for the occasion. They might even

have been used by him in the course of the

dialogue incidental to the first or conversa-

tional act of the very play on which the chat

in the smoking-room of the Log-Rollers

Club had turned. " A dramatic author with-

out a theatre ; that's the best of all your

similes, isn't it ? "

"I was going to suggest a balloon without

gas," said a pale youth with a tie red

enough to unnerve an adult negro. His

name was Josceline Joyce, the uttering of

which was enough to take the spirit out of

any stranger inadvertently introduced to him.

" That's not so bad as some of your best,

J. J.," said Mr. Penfold, with the air of an

epicure at a sale of vintage clarets. " It's

not so bad considering that Kiddle's comedy

is under discussion."

" Pardon me," said Kiddlewick. " I

wasn't anxious to discuss my play. All that

I said was that it would be ridiculous to

assume that actors are so blind to their

own interests as to refuse to spend an hour

on the chanceâ��I only say the chance, nund

â��of finding a play waiting for themâ��a

possible gold-mine waiting for them. Why,

it stands to reason "

" Oh, sainted Aunt Tabitha ! The fellow

is beginning to talk of reason in the same

breath as he talks of the stage !" cried

Penfold. " Are we not going to have some

snooker to day ? Who is on for snooker ? "

Three or four of the men who w ere smoking

in lounge chairs in an irregular crescent in

front of the fire in the smoking-room of the

Log - Rollers Club responded to Penfold's

call and went off with him to the billiard-

room for the usual afternoon's snooker pool,

so that Leonard Kiddlew:ick was left alone.

There are a good many literary men in the

Log-Rollers; but very few writers of plays,

and still fewer whose plays have been pro-

duced ; so when, some months before,

Kiddlewick, who was a very confiding mem-

ber, mentioned to his brethren that he had

made up his mind to write a play, he became

the recipient from several of his best friends of

a good deal of advice. It was of the deterrent

tone of that adopted by the people in the

Alpine region through which there passed

when the shades of night were falling fast

the youth who bore mid snow and ice the

banner with the strange device, Excelsior !

The consensus of opinion among the Log-

Rollers was overwhelming in the direction

of " Don't."

"A play is easily written," said the
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dramatic critic. " All the hard work begins

after it is written."

Kiddlewick, being completely ignorant on

this point, fancied that he knew better than

to believe such a statement.

He sent his comedy, in the first instance,

to a great actor who had the reputation for

considering every play submitted to him and

of returning promptly all that he could not

use. It appeared to Leonard Kiddlewick

that this gentleman's promptness had never

had full justice done to it. He got back his

typed copy within twenty-four hours, "with a

note from the great actor-manager's acting-

manager to the effect that the piece, though

undoubtedly interesting, was scarcely suitable

to the requirements of the theatre named at

the top of the note-paper.

But if this particular actor-manager was

over-prompt for the taste of the author, the

next to whom he sent the play could certainly

not be said to err in the same direction. He

kept the play for two months, and, when

Leonard wrote to him for the third time

respecting it, sent an apologetic note (type-

written) stating that he was greatly interested

in the piece, and hoped to be able to come

to a decision respecting its suitability for

production in the course of a few days.

This was good news, and for several

days the author felt cheerful ; but when the

days became weeks and no further communi-

cation came to him from the theatre he began

to feel anxious. At the end of a month he

ventured to write to the actor-manager

respecting it, and by the next post he got

a letter from the actor-manager's assistant-

acting-manager regretting that the actor-

manager had no recollection whatever of

receiving any play from Mr. Kiddlewick, and

suggesting the probability of his having made

a mistake as to the theatre to which it had

been sent.

This was not exactly cheering to the author,

and on receiving the letter he at once went

to the theatre, feeling that a personal inter-

view with the head of the establishment was

necessary to restore the status quo ante at the

very least.

He was fortunate enough to find the

acting-manager in the vestibule.

He mentioned his name to that official,

but Leonard could see in a moment that this

conveyed nothing to him. It was clear that

the disappearance, or the non-appearance, of

the play was not the burning topic at the

theatre that day. The acting-manager said

that he had no recollection of having received

any piece of the name of Mr. Kiddlewick's,

L

\

but he would have exhaustive inquiries made

and let Mr. Kiddlewick know the result

without delay.

He was not in the best of humour when

he reached the club and received his letters

from the hall porter, among them being a

large square envelope containing the copy of

the play which he had sent to the theatre,

and about the disappearance of which there

was all the mystery !

Within the cover there was a note from

the acting-manager to the effect that the

actor-manager had been greatly interested in

the play, but regretted that he did not con-

sider it suitable to his requirements.

It may be mentioned that the next morn-

ing the author received a letter from the

acting manager stating that he had caused

every inquiry to be made, but neither the

actor-manager nor anyone else at the theatre

had ever seen Mr. Kiddlewick's play, so that

he felt sure it was impossible that it could

ever have reached the theatre.

On the second morning after the recovery

of the play he also received a letter from the

assistant-acting-manager informing him that

the actor-manager was greatly interested to

hear that he, Mr. Kiddlewick, had written a

play, and if he would kindly send it on to

the theatre he would be very pleased to

read it.

On the evening of the same day he received

the MS. of a one-act play to which no name

was attached, and enclosed was a letter from

the acting-manager, stating that the actor-

manager had been greatly interested in read-

ing his play, and regretted that he was

compelled to return it herewith as it was not

quite suitable to the requirements of the

theatre.

Mr. Kiddlewick was about to make his

offer to one of the producers of that form of

entertainment known as musical comedy, in

view of the imminent collapse of his latest

adventure, when he came upon his friend the

dramatic critic, who said to him :â��

" By the way, Kiddlewick, weren't you

going to write a play, or something in that

line ? "

" I wrote a play six months agoâ��at least,

I hope it is a play, though it may only be, as

you suggest, something in that line," replied

Kiddlewick. " At any rate, I hope it if

more like a play than some of the stuff which

is being played just now."

" You haven't got it taken by anyone yet,

of course ? "

" Well, never exactly takenâ��never formally

accepted, but "
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" Oh, I know. You mean that the 'script

has always been found after half-a-dozen

letters to the management â�� found and

returned to you. Never mind. Is there a

good woman's part in the thing? "

" She isn't quite what people would call a

good woman, but "

"You know what I meanâ��an effective

part to be played by a female. Is that plain

enough for you ? Is it a woman's play ? "

" It depends upon the woman. I believe

that a good actress could carry off the whole

thing on her shoulders. There's one scene

in the second actâ��would you care to

read it?"

" I ? Read it ? What do you take me

for ? I have enough of plays sufficiently

cooked without hankering after one that is

raw. I'll give you a letter to Edith Arnold ;

she has been bothering me for the past

two months to get her something new and

original, with a part that she can score offâ��

something with five changes of dress in itâ��

six, if possible. You could easily arrange to

send her off the stage now and again to

change her frock or put on a new coat, I

suppose ? "

" I'm not quite sure. I can't say on the

spur of the moment; butâ��oh, I don't see

that there should be much difficulty in pro-

viding her with chances for an unlimited

supply of dressesâ��she wouldn't expect me

to provide the dresses, you know. But I

should tell you before going any farther that

I've made up my mind not to submit my play

to anyone. I'll read it to all comers, but

it will not leave my possession."

The critic smiled.

" It's as well to be on the safe side," he

said. " Well, I'll give you a letter to the

womanâ��-that's all that I can do; you will

have to do the rest, and the rest means a

good deal, my friend Kiddlewickâ��a little

lying, a little supper or two, plenty of cheek,

and unlimited flattery. If you are discreet

in the exercise of these natural gifts of

yours you may prevail upon her to let you

read an act to her."

" It's very good of you, I'm sure," said

Kiddlewick. " I can't ask you to do more

for me than to give me the introduction to

Miss Arnold."

The visit which Mr. Leonard Kiddlewick

paid to Miss Edith Arnold's flat to present

the letter with which his friend provided him

formed one of the most eventful incidents in

his life. So far as his literary career is con-

cerned it might appropriately be termed

epoch-making ; for it marked his return to a

Vol. xxxvuâ��39.

branch of literary work by which he was able

to make a very decent living, and his aban-

donment of an ambition to occupy a position

which he was quite unqualified to fill.

Being mindful of the importance attached

to what the Frenchman called " l'audace,

l'audace, toujours l'audace "â��translated col-

loquially by his friend whose letter he had

in his pocket, " unlimited cheek "â��Leonard

Kiddlewick put his play into his overcoat

pocket when he set out the next morning for

the actress's flat, which was one of a lately

erected block in Oxford Street. After think-

ing over the matter he had come to the

conclusion that he should not lose the

opportunity of being face to face with Miss

Arnold ; he should endeavour to press upon

her to let him read at least the great act of

his play in her presence. He had lost

all confidence in the appreciation of their

business responsibilities by " the profession,"

and so he was pretty certain that, if Miss

Arnold were persuaded to make an appoint-

ment with him for the reading of his play,

she would write to him, or most likely

telegraph, to assure him that an unlooked-for

occurrence would prevent her from keeping

her engagement, and that would mean the

end of his chances with Miss Arnold.

" I shall have begun to read it to her

before she has invented an excuse for putting

me off," he said to his reflection in the

uncracked portion of the mirror at his

lodgings, as he put his imitation pearl pin in

his tie before setting out on his enterprise.

" By the Lord Harry, I'll not leave her until

she has heard the whole of the act! I'll do

myself justice, even though she may think

me the cheekiest bounder that ever lived.

One may be a cheeky bounder and yet a

good dramatic author ; in fact "

He continued his train of thought while

getting into a hansom and giving the address

of Bargrove Mansions to the driver. He

thought it a good stroke to travel by hansom

upon this occasion. It was almost certain

that the actress's flat faced the street, and it

was almost certain that she would be sitting

at a window watching the flowing stream of

people beneath, and thinking that if they

only knew they were passing the flat of

Edith Arnold, the great actress, they would

quickly look up.

He looked up when the hansom pulled in

at the courtyard entrance to the mansions,

but as fully forty windows faced"Oxford

Street, and he did not know which of them

belonged to Miss Arnold, he had, of course,

no chance of seeing whether or not she
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received in a reasonable spirit the impression

which he meant to convey to her by arriving

in a hansom. He could only hope for the

best.

He found from the address-board that

Miss Edith Arnold's flat was on the first

floor, but still he thought it well to make

even this trifling ascent in the lift; he did

not wish to come breathless into the presence

of the lady. In spite of his usually large

stock of self-possession he felt a sudden

qualm of nervousness when he had rung the

bell of Miss Arnold's door; but it was really

this very nervousness which enabled him to

tell the maid who opened the door that he

had an appointment with Miss Arnoldâ��the

maid had said that Miss Arnold was out. It

was not until he had been shown into a very

modernly furnished sitting-room â�� he saw

that its two windows gave upon Oxford

Streetâ��that it occurred to him that he had

in his momentary nervousness made a false

statement to the maid. He had really no

appointment with Miss Arnold. What was

in his mind was the fact that he had some

business with Miss Arnold.

However, there he was, actually in her

sitting-room, awaiting her return, and the

reflection that his position represented an

advance far beyond any that he had achieved

in the course of his previous attempts to

bring his play under the notice of anyone

connected with the stage rather more than

neutralized whatever compunction he may

have had reason to feel for his inaccu-

racy of statement. He had in his hand the

letter of introduction given to him by the

dramatic critic, and he had in his pocket

the play which he meant to read to Miss

Arnold. In after years Miss Arnold would

be inclined to be lenient to his act of ter-

giversation which gave her the chance of her

life, and himâ��well, he had heard that ten

per cent, on the gross receipts represented

the lowest terms on which any dramatist of

the day would do business.

He began to be pretty well satisfied with

himself, when the maid re entered the room

with a bundle of sticks and the back numbers

of several mutilated Referees, and forthwith

flung herself into the grate and began to

build up the materials for a fire in the least

scientific manner that he had ever seen. The

Referee is not an inflammable organ at any

time, and it was unusually shy in meeting the

advances of the wood with the matches.

She must have used up half a box before a

flame appeared, and then it was only the

paper that caught fire. It seemed to the

visitor that in her hurry the maid had caught

up a bundle of asbestos in mistake for fire-

lightersâ�� asbestos dipped in a solution of

nitro glycerineâ��for a rapid series of short

staccato explosions sent little spirts into the

room, and when the maid pulled herself up

to her feet by the help of the mantelpiece,

on whose white woodwork she left four black

finger-prints, which would have made her

identification certain under the Bertillon

system, a whole cloud of smoke clung to her.

But she was an optimist. She flung half a

scuttleful of coals on the flaming paper and

the spluttering sticks, and joyously left the

room.

For some minutes the visitor was left

hoping that the incipient fire had been

effectively put out; but the old Referees died

hard, and by some curious freak of chance

the spluttering sticks gave evidence of a

volcanic activity, and the result was that the

coals heated and the smoke, which before had

been sporadic, now rolled in one thick volume

into the room.

The waiting dramatist felt that it was his

duty to ring the bell to apprise the maid of

the result of her work, but though not want-

ing in courageâ��as has been suggestedâ��still,

this quality with him was strictly of a pro-

fessional type ; he could face anythingâ��even

a popular actress â�� in his endeavour to

become a dramatist; but it was quite another

matter ringing a bell in the actress's parlour

to summon the actress's maid. He thought

that it might be possible for him to turn the

rolling clouds of smoke in the way they

should go without the aid of the servant;

so he went to the grate and tried to feel

with the poker if the little trap-door leading

to the chimney, technically known as the

" register," was open.

He achieved his aim most disastrously ;

he found that he was able to thrust the

poker up to the hilt into the space above,

but in doing so the same implement set free

about a sackful of soot, which poured down

and was borne into the room with the smoke

from below, but there was still a sufficient

quantity left behind effectually to dam the

register.

So did Mr. Kiddlewick.

He could stand the strain no longer. He

gasped and groped through the clouds for the

electric bell, the result being a whole series

of Bertillon impressions on the white wall,

beginning in well-defined bunches of four

near the fireplace, and then gradually becom-

ing blurred, and suggesting the track of the

pterodactyl through the marble halls of the
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" SHE FLUNG HALF A SCUTTLSPUL OF COALS ON THK KI.AMIM. PAPER ANU litt SPLUTTERING STICKS, AND

JOYOL'SLY LEFT THE ROOM."

Royal Geological Society. At last, however,

he found the missing button, and pressed it

twice to indicate urgency.

He waited and gasped, and then rang

three times.

There was no response. It was impossible

that there could be any, this being the hour

which Miss Arnold's maid had reserved for

the forging of another link in the chain of her

flirtation with the lift man.

And still the smoke, more highly carbonized

than ever, rolled into the room, and Leonard

Kiddlewick's gasping broadened into a sneeze,

with an answering echo from the open piano

which stood in the farthest angle of the room.

He was about to hasten to throw open the

door, when he heard a sound that suggested

that he was not alone in the apartment. He

waited. It came again. Someone was asleep

â��and snoringâ��behind the screen which

blocked out the greater part of a small

sofa. It came again and again.

To do him justice, not once did the un-

chivalrous thought come to him that Edith

Arnold was asleep on the sofa behind the

screen. He had imagination. The thought

that came to him was that a housebreaker

had effected an entry into the flat, and having

been foiled in his attempt to get away with

her well-known and almost priceless jewelsâ��

they had already been stolen three times in

slack seasons, in an attempt to attract people

to her theatreâ��the ruffian had come upon a

decanter and had drunk himself into uncon-

sciousness. Several cases of a like nature

had recently been recorded, and â�� yes, it

was undoubtedly the stertorous snore of the

habitual housebreaker.

The dramatist, with smarting eyes, but

great presence of mind, crossed the room

once more to the fireplace, but just as he

was in the act of picking up the poker there

came from behind the screen the most

horrible snore he had ever heardâ��the snore

of a burglar just awaking from a dreadful

dreamâ��the snore that breaks down with a

crash the barrier between the region of the

nightmare and the simple life. In the start

that he gave he kinked the fender, and down

clanged the paker and the tongs and the

shovel on to the tilsd hearth.

The next instant there was a snarl and a
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grow], in the same tone of voice as the snore,

followed by the fall of some soft but heavy

body from the sofa to the floor, and Mr.

Kiddlewick found himself facing, not a

burglar, but a bulldog. At that moment

there came to him a dim recollection of

million diameters (measuring across the

ellipse made by her legs). With the smoke

swirling around her she looked like a demon.

That was why he wetted his lips and made

the sound as of kissingâ��the sound that one

makes when coaxing a canary.

'HE WETTED HIS L1KS AND MADE THE SOUND AS Of KISSING.

having been face to face with this animal

before. It all came back to him in a flash.

The creature was Miss Edith Arnold's prize

animal La Tosca, the daughter of the cham-

pion bulldog of the world and the mother of

two champions and another that was kept

out of the championship only on account of a

single black hair. He had seen the portrait

of l^a Tosca in many papers, but now that

he was facing the original heâ��well, he had

no mind to prolong the luxury.

There she stood between him and the

door, sneering at him. Her eyes were far

too prominent to be thought beautiful by

the uninitiated, and her features generally

were too irregular to be pleasing, while the

droop of her jowl and the way she had of

drawing up about eight inches of black skin

over her tusks could never suggest that she

was endeavouring to ingratiate herself upon

a stranger. He saw in a moment that it

would be wise to make friends with the

horrible bow-legged thing that stood there,

like a loathsome microbe magnified by a

But clearly the thing before him was no

canary, and resented being treated as one.

She displayed her gums to an extent he had

believed impossible for any animal to reach

without overdoing it, and her snarl was like

the sound that is made by the round pebbles

of a beach in the relapse of a wave ; all the

time she had her protuberant eyes focused

upon his face, and she was approaching him

cautiously and with a hideous leering fasti-

diousness, such as one may see upon a

Gillray caricature of a fat gourmand sitting

down to a smoking joint.

The visitor was never for a moment in

doubt as to the intentions of the creature.

Whatever her faults may have been she was

never otherwise than frankness itself, and it

was because he saw it all so clearly that he

retreated before her, still making (paradoxi-

cally) the friendliest advances to her with his

lips. His retrograde movement, however,
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prevented his seeing where he was going,

and, backing into a small table supporting a

pot of maidenhair fern and three photo-

graphs in silver frames of Miss Edith Arnold

in costume, he overturned the lot with the

crash as of a falling houseâ��a greenhouse by

preference. He made a wild grab for the

fabric with one hand, and at that second

the bulldog made her spring. She missed

his arm, but her tusks grazed his flesh and

she fell back with a good mouthful of cloth

sleevesâ��Melton cloth overcoat sleeve and

tweed morning-coat sleeve, both lined.

He made a rush for the screen. It was a

four-fold screen, and,

although he had only

had a glance at it,

his ingenuity had sug-

gested to him a plan

to avert by its aid the

complete annihilation

that threatened him,

if he failed to tempor-

ize with the animal

until help arrived from

without. He flung

himself into the folds

of the screen and

wrapped them around

him, so that they en-

closed him in a sort of

shaky cupboard. He

held the two ends

togetherâ��keeping his

hands as high up

as possibleâ��and just

managed to close them

before the animal

rushed up.

When she found the

folding doors slammed

in her face, so to

speak, and realized that

she was shut out, her

rage was terrific. She

hurled herself at the

entrance to this im-

provised cupboard and

tried to reach his

fingers, but they were

too high up for her.

Then she did her

best to worm her way

between the two ends

that he had brought

together ; but he man-

aged to hold them

close with his feet as

well as his hands, and

so foiled her. For a couple of minutes she

fought fiercely for an opening in the

legitimate way, and then a new plan occurred

to herâ��and him. She forsook her unsuc-

cessful tactics and forthwith began to gnaw

at the light framework of the screen. He

saw in a moment that she could tear it off in

strips, and he determined to try his plan of

escape. The screen was far from the door,

but it was only a few yards from one of the

windows. Giving a sudden twist, he worked

the opening round to the window, and then

overturned the screen on the dog, at the same

time making a spring for a chair at the

SHE HURLED HERSELF AT THE ENTRANCE TO THIS IMPROVISED CUPBOARD AND TRIED

TO REACH HIS FINGERS."
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window with one hand outstretched

for the hasp of the casement.

He succeeded in reaching the

chair, but unfortunately he missed

the hasp of the window and his arm

went through the pane and the glass

crashed into the street below; almost

before he heard the sound, however,

he had sprung upon the sill, flung

open the window, and got out upon

the ledge. It was narrow enough,

but still sufficient for him to stand

HE VF.r.LEn OUT, NO fire! no fire

upon, with care. He took great care;

but to his horror he saw all Oxford Street

rushing to him from both sides of the

mansions. Everyone seemed rushing to

him, and there was the cry of " Fire ! Fire !

Fire ! " from a thousand throats. Everyone

was looking up to his window, and then,

giving a furtive glance behind him, he per-

ceived that volumes of smoke were issuing

from the open casement. He realized the

appalling truth; the crash of the glass on the

pavement had first called the attention of

the Oxford Street crowd to the fact that some-

thing unusual was happening, and then the

falling of the screen and the struggles of the

huge animal among its folds had fanned all

the smoke already in the room, with a plen-

tiful auxiliary from the fireplace, through the

gap in the glass, so that even before he had

got out upon the ledge the alarm had been

raised.

Of course, he yelled out " No fire! Nc

fire ! " His protestations had, however, no

chance of being heard above the shouts ol

the crowd. He could hear the people

shouting encouragingly to him, telling him

to hold on for a few minutes, when the fire-

escape would be sure to rescue him ; and an

ingenious person yelled for one of the buses

to drive on to the pavement so as to give



KIDDLEWICK'S COMEDY.

3"

the " poor young feller " a chance of jumping

for its roof. The whole scene was like

a dreadful dream to Leonard Kiddlewick.

He stood there as helpless as a man in a

nightmare, and saw the surging crowds parted

by the police as the fire escape was wheeled

up, and amid ringing cheers a gallant fellow

in a leather helmet, and with an axe and

things in his belt, mounted the machine,

caught him in his stalwart arms, and bore

him safely to the pavement.

He staggered into a public-house two doors

awayâ��no one seemed to think anything more

about himâ��even the staff of the public-

house were too busy looking after the fire to

have a moment to spare to him.

" Here they come!" cried a barman,

standing on a bench near the window. " Here

they comeâ��two steamers and a hose car."

Leonard Kiddlewick felt extremely ill. He

heard the jangle of the fire-engine bells and

the imperative orders of the police, who had

already set about the business of diverting

the traffic of Oxford Street into side streets.

They were forming a cordon in front of the

mansions.

And he had done it all!

He did not know if there was any fixed

scale for apportioning the liability incidental

to such an occurrence as was convulsing the

western end of Oxford Street; there was

possibly a recognised rate on which the

charges were defrayed ; but, however this

might be, he could not doubt that he would

be held accountable for the larger portion of

the cost.

Yes, provided that the charge of giving a

false alarm of fire was brought home to him ;

but in the meantime

The whole staff of the public-house were

standing on chairs and benches, holding on

by each other's shoulders, while they strained

their eyes to see over the frosted-glass design

of vineyard trophies. He only was left on

the floor. He felt that the best thing he

could do was to abandon a position of such

chilling isolation. Quite unostentatiously he

left the public-house by the side exit. In

the narrow side street where he found him-

self almost every man was bareheaded â��a

good many were in their shirt-sleeves, having

left their work to look after the fire. Thus

it was that the fact of his being hatless and

dishevelled did not attract attention. He

was hurrying southward, when he saw on

the opposite side of the street a shop, in the

window of which were displayed a second-

hand motorist's overall and a leather

cap. He secured this disguise for four

shillings, assumed it before leaving the

premises, thus concealing his defective

sleeveâ��to be more exact, sleevesâ��and so

he walked on to Charing Cross and took a

bus to his lodgings. With the motorist's

garb he seemed to become endowed with

something of the promptness of action of

the ideal motorist. The original wearer,

if he had been still alive, might actually have

taken a leaf out of his book, for the moment

he entered his room he put on a tweed suit

and knickerbockers, packed a Gladstone bag,

and went from the nearest underground station

to Victoria. Thence he booked to East-

bourne, and the moment he arrived at that

charming seaside resort he wrote a note to his

friend the dramatic critic, telling him that on

second thoughts he had come to the con-

clusion that there was no part in his play

that was worthy of the position which Miss

Edith Arnold had attained, and so he would

not have to avail himself of his letter of

introduction to that lady. He was staying

with some friends at Eastbourne, he added,

and found it quite a delightful placeâ��only

an hour and a half from Victoria by the

fast trains, and an excellent band playing

daily in a pavilion by the sea. He added

that it was strange that more people did not

avail themselves of having a day in the pure

air blown up the Channel with the Atlantic

brine in every breath.

He posted this letter, and in the evening

papers which arrived an hour later he read

a singularly circumstantial account of a false

alarm of fire which had disorganized the traffic

in Oxford Street for fifty minutes that morning.

He returned to London at the end of the

week, and he heard nothing more about the

alarm of fire ; but he made up his mind that

in future he would devote himself to pure

literature and make no further attempt to get

the ear of an actorâ��or actressâ��-with a view

to the production of his comedy.

" What about that play of yours, Kiddie ? "

inquired his friend Penfold one day in the

early spring. " Do you never mean to carry

out your threat of going to some manager to

read it to him ? "

" If any manager wants to hear it read, he

must come to me," said Kiddlewick, firmly.

"Talking of stage things, have you seen

the latest postcard of Edith Arnold with her

bulldog?" said Josceline Joyce. " It's called

' Beauty and the Beast.' I got one from the

country this morning. Here it is. Care to

see it ? "

" No," said Kiddlewick, vehemently, " I do

not care to see it."



VI.-IN AMERICA.

|HEN came my first real ex-

perience of ocean travelling,

and it was interesting and

instructive to contrast the

comfort and luxury with which

this somewhat monotonous

and stormy transit was accomplished in

December by means of that splendidly-

equipped steamer, the Campania, compared

with the experiences of other people a few

years earlier. The genius of Charles Dickens

will be remembered in his very vivid record

of the impressions in-

spired by his first voyage

across the Atlantic as

described in his "Ameri-

can Notes," and his

experiences had some-

what frightened me.

On my arrival in New

York, almost before I

landed, I was bombarded

by an army of irrepres-

sible and imaginative

interviewers, and when I

arrived at my hotel a

score or more of them

stood in a row shooting

me mercilessly with

questions, while I, an

unwilling target, took

refuge behind the table.

How did I like the

country which had only

harboured me five

minutes before, and what were my impres-

sions of that vast body of land and people ?

Shortly, however, I was genuinely con-

vinced of the extraordinary hospitality and

kindness of the inhabitants of this new coun-

MR. E.
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try, which I was visiting for the first time.

Although personally an entire stranger to

the United States, and unknown to anyone,

so far as I was aware, I found on the mantel-

piece of my sitting-room invitations galore

and notifications of election as honorary

member of about twelve different clubs in

New York. I cannot but reflect here upon

the striking contrast in the treatment

shown to strangers in America with that

which generally exists in our own country

and on the Continent.

Not content with wel-

coming me to their most

exclusive clubs, the

citizens went out of their

way to show me marked

consideration, and, not

satisfied by the hospi-

tality they showered upon

me while in their own

city, they took active steps

to see that I was equally

well-provided for in cities

subsequently visited.

About a month prior

to my departure from

England, with that

customary thoughtfulness

^ and generosity which

always characterized

Irving, who was then in

America and knew I

was a stranger in a

strange land, he invited

me to dine at Delmonico's on the Sunday

after my arrival, to meet some of the leading

citizens in New York. At this dinner, in

responding to the toast of my health, I

happened to refer to the Kinsmen of America

J. PHELPS.

by Elliott Â£ Fry.

Copyright, 1908, hy John Hare.
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and England, and eight or ten members who

belonged to the brother club instantly stood

up in their places as if answering the roll-

callâ��a silent act of camaraderie and kinship

which made a profound impression upon me

at the time.

Among those present at the Irving dinner

were Mr. Phelps (late Ambassador to Eng-

land), General Horace Porter (afterwards

United States Ambassador to France),

Lawrence Hutton, Richard Harding Davis,

Mr. Smalley, Mr. Elderkin, and Mr. J. A.

Mitchell (the Burnand of America). The

evening was marked with the greatest cor-

diality, and distinguished by many eloquent

speeches typical of the American people. I

sat between my host and General Porter, the

latter being most enthusi-

astic in his eulogy of the

brotherly relations existing

between England and the

United States.

I mention this as I was

much struck by the fact

that during the subsequent

week, when the bombshell

of President Cleveland's

Message with regard to the

Monroe doctrine on the

Venezuelan question fell

upon the world, General

Porter was one of the most

fiery antagonists of England

and appeared to have en-

tirely reversed his opinion

as to the importance of

"letting brotherly love

continue."

I shall not readily forget that memorable

week. Irving was to make his final appear-

ance in New York, at the Knickerbocker

Theatre, on the Saturday night, and I was

to follow him at the same theatre on the

Monday. On the preceding Tuesday, two

days after our dinner, the President's

Message appeared. A state of panic prevailed

in New York, and spread also, I believe, to

England, for the horizon was dark with war

clouds. Irving and I felt so sure that war

was imminent that we actually discussed the

probability of our having to leave the United

States before its declaration. The attitude,

however, of the Americans to individual

Englishmen, although the Yellow Press was

teeming with abuse of our country, was most

kind and sympathetic. This revealed to

me a trait in the American character which

inspired me with the greatest admiration.

It is quite impossible to describe the state

Vol. xxxvi.â��40.
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of feverish excitement which prevailed in New

York during that eventful week. The sensa-

tional papers endeavoured to incite rather

than allay the bellicose feelings of the people.

Anti-British speeches were made in every

direction, and in the excited condition of the

community I dreaded the scene that might

occur on the occasion of Irving's last appear-

ance, which was to take place on the Saturday

night of that week.

I was, of course, present. Irving played

" Waterloo," and the usual English patriotic

airs identified with that little masterpiece

were performed during the evening. I

was quite prepared to see the audience rise

en masse and tear the seats from their

surroundings. But, no ! The innate courtesy

of the nation and the

respect invariably extended

to our greatest English

actor reigned supreme, and

they received Irving with

the same enthusiasm as

when the sky was clear and

unclouded.

I could not help reflect-

ing on this, and wondering

what sort of reception an

Englishman would have

received under similar cir-

cumstances in certain coun-

tries nearer home. Indeed,

good taste and courtesy

seem to be characteristic

qualities of the American

people, as is also in a

marked degree their extra-

ordinary sang fioid.

While on the subject of American good

manners, I must remark here how much

impressed I was by their attitude of respect

towards women, which is one of exceptional

and pleasing courtesy.

To return to my more personal experi-

ences, immediately after the Presidential

Message was hurled like a thunderbolt from

the White House, Irving sent me an invita-

tion to dine at the anniversary dinner of the

Cloister Club, whose president had asked

him to convey the invitation to me, though

I was personally unknown to its members.

Irving, being himself unable to go, strongly

advised my attendance as a politic and

diplomatic step, and accordinglyâ��while not

unnaturally a little fearful â�� I went. It

was at this dinner that I had the honour

of meeting President Roosevelt, then Chief

Commissioner of Police in New York, who

was my fellow - guest on that occasion.
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A party of over a hundred sat down to

dinner. The chairman, in welcoming me as

an Englishman, forbade that politics should

be alluded to, and made a most graceful and

charming speech. In replying, 1 said that,

owing to the kindness of everyone, I had

never felt myself a stranger from the day

of landing; but " amongst kinsmen and

brothers. God forbid," I added, " that we

children of the same mother should ever

cease to regard each other as kinsmen and

brothers." This remark was received with

the utmost enthusiasm, and at the conclusion

of my little speech the whole assembly rose

and sang " God save the Queen" ! My

emotion may be imagined at hearing the

National Anthem sung at such a crisisâ��in

fact, on the very day that the papers were

teeming with war. It was a splendid and

great hearted thing to have done, and in

keeping with the attitude I experienced

generally.

I cannot, however, forget that the evening

did not terminate without the occurrence of

another exciting incident, and one not so

pleasant. At the end of the proceedings,

when the chairman had vacated his seat, Mr.

Roosevelt also left the table, and I could see

him through the open door being helped into

his great - coat prior to his departure. At

this moment up rose a well-known American

orator (Mr. Wise, I believe), who ignored

the chairman's directions that politics should

not be discussed, owing to my presence as

an English guest. He made a remarkable

speech, in which he pointed out the crime of

journalists who, with their irresponsible pens,

stirred up the angry passions of war and

bellicose feelings of mankind, instead of

subduing them when their country was at a

crisis. He proceeded to say that he himself,

having fought in the Civil War, realized the

horrors of the battlefield, and finished by

declaring that "all that territory south of the

Isthmus of Panama was not worth one drop

of Anglo-Saxon blood " !

This oration caught the ear of Mr. Roose-

velt, who in a towering passion tore off his

overcoat, returned to his chair next to mine,

and, having declared that the speaker had

violated the rule laid down by the chairman,

stated that he was no longer bound to con-

form to it. He then proceeded to make a most

impassioned patriotic speech, in the course of

which he " thanked God that he had not a

drop of Anglo-Saxon blood in his veins." Mr.

Roosevelt, probably anticipating my emotions

of dismay and discomfort, every now and

again paused in his denunciations, bowing in

an apologetic way to assure me that no per-

sonal affront was intended. I need hardly

say, however, that as the only Englishman

present I felt extremely uncomfortable, and

was very glad to make my exit.

Mr. Roosevelt has since shown, during his

able and brilliantly diplomatic career as

President of the United States, a policy of

tolerance and good feeling towards this

country which has clearly exhibited a better

understanding and sympathy with Great

Britain, and long since banished from my

mind any unpleasant reminiscences of that

eventful evening and my first meeting with

that remarkable and powerful statesman.

On a subsequent visit to the States I

remember arriving at another exciting time.

It was the week of the Presidential election,

when McKinley and Bryan were struggling

for leadership, and the issues at stake were

enormous. The election of the former

meant fortune to the great commercial mag-

nates, to whom the success of the latter spelt

ruin. I was invited to be present at one of

the largest New York clubs to witness the

announcement of the result of the ballot, as

wired from the different States. Unlike our

General Election for Parliamentary candi-

dates, which extends over a fortnight, this

momentous struggle for the Presidency

(representing the votes of millions of people

spread over a vast continent) takes place in

one day, and the result is known simul-

taneously in all the great cities of America.

In the centre of the club-room was fixed a

large blackboard, on which, by some system

of electricity, the number of votes obtained

by the Democratic or Republican candidate

was exhibited.

The room was full of millionaires, to many

of whom the issue at stake meant financial

life or death, and to all the result was one of

immense importance. But a spirit of apathy

seemed to hang over them. Perhaps it was

that highest art which conceals art, and " Les

Affaires sont les Affaires " might have been the

title of the drama that was played that night.

As result after result was recorded, the cool

call of " Another cocktail, Charles !" and

silent expectoration were the only apparent

evidences of emotion exhibited. It was

strange to compare this apparently callous

attitude with the enthusiastic demonstration

of Englishmen on the success of the candi-

date representing the party they favoured.

Two days after the triumph of McKinley

and the defeat of the silver issue, poor men

became rich and rich men were Croesuses.

That, too, was truly a wonderful week, in
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which, had luck ever favoured my experience

on the Stock Exchange, 1 might myself have

emerged a semi millionaire. But, no; I

seemed destined to remain an actor-

manager !

To revert to my own professional career, I

opened at the Knickerbocker Theatre, in

New York, with "The Notorious Mrs.

Ebbsmith," by Pinero, Miss Julia Neilson

and Fred Terry taking the places of Mrs.

Patrick Campbell and Forbes - Robertson,

who had supported me in London. For

some reason or other the play was not

appreciated so much as it might have been

Passing briefly on, the same generous

recognition which had been shown to my

work and the same social hospitality accom-

panied me wherever we went. Friends greeted

me in every city, and I was the recipient of

innumerable marks of kindness which I can

never forget. It would be invidious for me

to particularize, but I feel bound to record

the lively feelings of gratitude inspired more

especially by the City of Boston. To my

mind this city contains the finest theatrical

audience in the English-speaking world.

Critical without being blase, and enthusiastic

but discriminating, it was a real delight to

KNICKERBOCKER THEATRE, NEW YORK.
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in New York. It ran for three weeks to

gradually decreasing business, and, wishing

to try my luck in another play identified with

my name, I proposed to my manager, Mr.

Abbey, that I should produce " A Pair of

Spectacles" for my fourth and last week.

He was very averse to this, as the play had

been tried before, but without success. I,

however, insisted, and after much difficulty

surmounted his objections.

It was an instantaneous success. The

business grew by leaps and bounds, and we

finished by playing to the utmost capacity of

the theatre.

appear before so cultured and appreciative an

assembly.

As an instance of the many kindnesses

experienced in Boston, I might give one

example. Of the many clubs of which I

enjoyed the privilege of being an honorary

member, the Union Club, modelled on

English lines, was perhaps my particular

favourite. In taking my dinner at the un-

comfortable and inconvenient hour of four

(my custom always of an afternoon) I was

struck by the fact that my simple dinner was

always exquisitely cooked. In remarking this

to my son, I was told the reason was that the
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chef had orders not to leave the club in order

that he could minister to my comfort and

convenience. I was anxious to make some

return for this hospitality, and inquired how

I might best reward the servants. It was

strictly against the rules for anyone to receive

('RESIDENT CROVER CLEVELAND.
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a gratuity, but I was informed that " passes "

to the theatre where I was playing would be

very acceptable. There were seventy servants

in the club, but they were

told off* in detachments

and seats allotted to

them in order of their

position. On the last

evening of my engage-

ment, on entering my

dressing - room at the

theatre on Saturday night,

I found to my surprise a

superb trophy of flowers,

six feet in height, con-

sisting chiefly of exotic

flowers (carnations and

roses) from Florida, for it

was then midwinter and

the ground was thick with

snow. Thinking this

tribute was intended for

the ladies of the company,

I told my dresser to take

them from my room to

theirs, but he informed

me that a card was con-

cealed within the garland, which was

evidently meant for me. It was inscribed,

" From the servants of the Union Club."

I was naturally much touched by this. Page â�� a delightful writer and charming

JUDGE NELSON PAGE.
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Every New Year's Day since I have

received a cable of good wishes from the

members of the Union Club, and, of course,

have sent one in reply.

Philadelphia, St. Louis, Chicago, and

Washington were among the other cities

visited, and, like everybody else visiting the

latter city for the first time, I was struck by

its uncommon beauty.

On my first visit to

Washington 1 had the

honour of a personal in-

terview with the late Pre-

sident Grover Cleveland.

I was greatly impressed

by his obvious possession

of exceptional physical

and mental power, which

was accentuated by his

rough and rugged exterior.

Whether it was the state

of the country and the

anti-British feeling prevail-

ing at that time over the

Venezuelan affair I do

not know, but the appa

rent lack of cordiality in

his manner was unmis-

takable. He certainly, in

any event, evinced more

interest in fishing and

duck - shooting than the

study of dramatic art. Nor did I blame him,

being a bit of a sportsman myself!

It was through my friend Judge Nelson
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manâ��that I had received an invitation to

the Senate, and also the pleasure of being

introduced to Mr. Speaker Reed â�� a dis-

tinguished and very witty man. A well-

known saying attributed to him is worth

repeating. He once described a somewhat

verbose and long-winded orator as being

" an encyclopaedia of undigested misinfor-

mation."

Chicago was another city we had every

reason to regard

with feelings of

particular grati-

tude and affec-

tion. Enthusi-

astic audiences

in the theatre,

and hospitable

kindness outside,

greeted us every-

where. There is

a pronounced

artistic tendency

on the part of

the people, and

their love for the

theatre is only

surpassed by

their fondness for

music. The in-

habitants of that

great city main-

tain, at very con-

siderable cost,

one of the finest

orchestras in the

world. Chicago

is a city of con-

trasts. The law-

lessness of some

of the inhabit-

ants, the love of

art, the mixture

of squalor and

m a gn i f icence

confront one on

every side. It is

safer to have a

six - shooter in

readiness when walking about Chicago at

night. Human life seems to be regarded rather

lightly, as may be gathered from the fact that

in front of the hotel in which my company

were residing a man was shot in broad day-

light, but so little notice was taken of it that

this insignificant occurrence was not even

reported in the papers the next morning.

Another trifling incident which is hardly

worth repeating, but shows the way in which

JOSEPH JEFFERSON AS BOB ACRES.
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life is apparently held in the Windy City, might

also be recorded en passant. In coming out

of the stage door of the theatre one day, as

usual I walked across the little street to join

the carriage waiting for me. My son and

manager were walking behind. I got into

the brougham, thinking I was being followed

by them, instead of which a very unpre-

possessing-looking individual put his head

through the window and, in a tone which

evidently meant

my money or my

life, said " Mr.

Hare, I want to

speak to you for

a moment! " Be-

fore I could

reply my mana-

ger had caught

him by the scruff

of his neck and

thrown him out

of harm's reach.

In relating the

incident to a

Chicago friend

the next day, he

amazed me by

e j ac u 1 a t i n g,

"Good God!

you should have

shot him !"

Here I must

conclude my re-

collections of

America for the

present, but I

cannot take leave

of that wonderful

country without

recording briefly

my impressions

of the state of

their stage, the

condition of their

theatres, and the

ability of their

actors â�� impres-

sions which were

confirmed on a subsequent visit I made under

the able and enterprising direction of Mr.

Charles Frohman, whose attitude to me

throughout was not so much that of a hard-

headed impresario as that of a kind and

considerate friend. In the first place, the

chief American theatres are models of artistic

design, convenience, and good taste, and are

erected on important and dignified sites.

The arrangements for the comfort of the
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actors are almost ideal. Their stages are

heated by hot-water coils, which are a boon

to both actors and audience, enabling the

former to pursue their duties in comfort

and under healthy conditions, and protecting

the audience from those biting blasts which

are felt in many English theatres directly

the curtain separating the audience from the

stage is raised. Indeed, everything con-

nected with theatrical art in the United

States points to a keen interest in it, and

promises un-

limited deve-

lopment in the

future on the

establishment

oftheirNational

Theatre, which

in the time to

come will place

the American

stage on a foot-

ing with the

best in Europe.

The Ameri-

cans are au fond

a theatre-loving

people, perhaps

still a little

Puritanical, and

though in some

parts their taste

may be primi-

tive and simple,

they have a

great desire for

the best that

can be given

them. Their

stage suffers,

like ours, from

lack of concen-

tration and

cohesion, and the actors want proper train-

ing. They also suffer from the pernicious

system of every promising young actor being

converted into a " star "â��making a man a

general before he knows his goose-step.

But there is a mass of ability on the Ame-

rican stage, if sometimes in an immature form.

Their actresses as a whole, if not always

individually, surpass our own in style, distinc-

tion, temperament, and ability. They have

many excellent character-actors and not a few

jeuncs premiers with engaging personalities

and winning methods. Among their great

actors who have passed away might be men-
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tioned Booth, Warren, Gilbert, Wallack, and

Forrest, and in recent times Mansfield and

Jeffersonâ��the former a tragic actor of great

power and versatility, and the latter, to my

mind, the finest comedian in the English-

speaking language, if not, indeed, in the

world. His incomparable Rip Van Winkle

will live for ever in the memory of those who

had the good fortune to witness it, and his

Bob Acres was a thing of joy. I remember

witnessing his performance of that part in

company with

Irving, who

asserted that it

was the most

perfect piece of

comedy acting

and the finest

realization of

the character

he had ever

seen. Another

refutation of the

strange state-

m e n l that

Irving could

not appreciate

another's art !

I must now

bring these ran-

dom recollec-

tions to a close

at present,

though further

f aci 1 i t i e s of

leisure may

lend opportuni-

ties for the con-

tinuation and

extension of

what has proved

a pleasurable

and entertain-

ing task on my memory. For as one grows

older the pleasures of anticipation fade before

the joys of remembrance and reflection.

I prefaced these reminiscences by telling

my readers that my career had happily run

smoothly and comparatively uneventfully.

No stirring episodes and thrilling dangers

have disturbed the even tenor of my way.

All I can hope is that a few of the anecdotes

and obiter dicta of the distinguished men with

whom I have been brought into contact may

have interested those friends who have fol-

long and so kindly.



CHAPTER XXII.

lOAN HARTLEY did not

realize the full consequences

of her departure from the truth

until the actual arrival of the

Trimblett family, which, piloted

by Mr. Hartley, made a trium-

phant appearance in a couple of station cabs.

The roofs were piled high with luggage, the

leading cabman sharing his seat with a brass-

bound trunk of huge dimensions and ex-

tremely sharp corners.

A short, sturdy girl of seventeen jumped

out as soon as the vehicles came to a halt,

and, taking her stand on the kerb, proceeded

to superintend the unloading. A succession

of hasty directions to the leading cabman,

one of the most docile of men, ended in

the performance of a marvellous piece of

jugglery with the big trunk, which he first

balanced for an infinitesimal period of time
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on his nose, and then caught with his

big toe.

" What did you do that for ? " demanded

Miss Trimblett, hotly.

There is a limit to the patience of every

man, and the cabman was proceeding to tell

her when he was checked by Mr. Hartley.

" He ought to be locked up," said Miss

Trimblett, flushing.

She took up a band-box and joined the

laden procession of boys and girls that was

proceeding up the path to the house. Still

red with indignation she was introduced to

Joan, and, putting down the band box, stood

eyeing her with frank curiosity.

" I thought you were older," she said at

last. " I had no idea father was married

again until I got the letter. I shall call you

Joan."

"You had all better call me that," said

Miss Hartley, hastily.

in the United Slates of America*
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"Never more surprised in my life," con-

tinued Miss Trimblett. " However "

She paused and looked about her.

" This is George," she said, pulling forward

a heavy-looking youth of sixteen. "This is

Ted ; he is fourteenâ��small for his ageâ��and

these _are the twins, Dolly and Gertrude;

they're eleven. Dolly has got red hair and

Gerty has got the sweetest temper."

The family, having been introduced and

then summarily dismissed by the arbitrary

Jessie, set out on a tour of inspection, while

the elders, proceeding upstairs, set themselves

to solve a problem in sleeping accommoda-

tion that would have daunted the proprietor

of a Margate lodging-house. A scheme was

at last arranged by which Hartley gave up his

bedroom to the three Misses Trimblett and

retired to a tiny room under the tiles. Miss

Trimblett pointed out that it commanded a

fine view.

" It is the only thing to be done," said

Joan, softly.

" It isn't very big for three," said Miss

Trimblett, referring to her own room, " but

the twins won't be separated. I've always

been used to a room to myself, but I suppose

it can't be helped for the present."

She went downstairs and walked into the

garden. The other members of the family

were already there, and Hartley, watching

them from the dining-room window, raised

his brows in anguish as he noticed the par-

tiality of the twins for cut flowers.

It was, as he soon discovered, one of the

smallest of the troubles that followed on his

sudden increase of family. His taste in

easy-chairs met with the warm approval of

George Trimblett, and it was clear that the

latter regarded the tobacco-jar as a sort of

widow's cruse. The twins' belongingsâ��a

joint-stock affairâ��occupied the most unlikely

places in the house ; and their quarrels were

only exceeded in offensiveness by their

noisy and uncouth endearments afterwards.

Painstaking but hopeless attempts on the

part of Miss Trimblett to "teach Rosa her

place " added to the general confusion.

By the end of a month the Trimblett

children were in full possession. George

Trimblett, owing to the good offices of Mr.

Vyner, senior, had obtained a berth in a

shipping firm, but the others spent the days

at home, the parties most concerned being

unanimously of the opinion that it would be

absurd to go to school before Christmas.

They spoke with great fluency and good

feeling of making a fresh start in the New

Year.

" Interesting children," said Robert Vyner,

who had dropped in one afternoon on the

pretext of seeing how they were getting on.

"I wish they were mine. I should be so

proud of them."

Miss Hartley, who was about to offer him

some tea, thought better of it, and, leaning

back in her chair, regarded him suspiciously.

"And, after all, what is a garden for?"

pursued Mr. Vyner, as a steady succession of

thuds sounded outside, and Ted, hotly pur-

sued by the twins, appeared abruptly in the

front garden and dribbled a football across

the flower-beds.

" They are spoiling the garden," said Joan,

flushing. " Father is in despair."

Mr. Vyner shook his head indulgently.

" Girls will be girls," he said, glancing through

the window at Gertrude, who had thrown

herself on the ball and was being dragged

round the garden by her heels. " I'm afraid

you spoil them, though."

Miss Hartley did not trouble to reply.

" I saw your eldest boy yesterday, at

Marling's," continued the industrious Mr.

Vyner. " He is getting on pretty well;

Marling tells me he is steady and quiet. I

should think that he might be a great

comfort to you in your old age."

In spite of the utmost efforts to prevent it,

Miss Hartley began to laugh. Mr. Vyner

regarded her in pained astonishment.

" I didn't intend to be humorous," he

said, with some severity. " I am fond of

children, and, unfortunately, Iâ��I am child-

less."

He buried his face in his handkerchief,

and, removing it after a decent interval,

found that his indignant hostess was prepar-

ing to quit the room.

" Don't go," he said, hastily. " I haven't

finished yet."

" I haven't got time to stay and talk non-

sense," said Joan.

" I'm not going to," said Robert, " but I

want to speak to you. I have a confession

to make."

" Confession ? "

Mr. Vyner nodded with sad acquiescence.

" I deceived you grossly the other day," he

said, " and it has been worrying me ever

since."

" It doesn't matter," said Joan, with a

lively suspicion of his meaning.

" Pardon me," said Mr. Vyner, with solemn

politeness, "if I say that it does. I- I lied

to you, and I have been miserable ever

since."

Joan waited in indignant silence.
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" I told you that I was married," said Mr.

Vyner, in thrilling tones. " I am not."

Miss Hartley, who had seated herself, rose

suddenly with a fair show of temper.

" You said you were not going to talk

nonsense ! " she exclaimed.

" I am not," said the other, in surprise.

"I am owning to a fault, making a clean

breast of my sins, not without a faint hope

that I am setting an example that will be

beautifully and bountifully followed."

" I have really got too much to do to stay

here listening to nonsense," said Miss Hartley,

vigorously.

" I am a proud man," resumed Mr. Vyner,

" and what it has cost me to make this con-

fession tongue cannot tell; but it is made,

and I now, in perfect confidenceâ��almost

perfect confidenceâ��await yours."

" I don't understand you," said Joan,

pausing, with her hand on the door.

" Having repudiated my dear wife," said

Mr. Vyner, sternly, "I now ask, nay, demand,

that you repudiate Captain Trimblettâ��and

all his works," he added, as ear-splitting

Vol. xxxvi.â��41.

screams sounded

from outside.

" I wish "

began Joan, in a

low voice.

" Yes ? " said

Robert, tenderly.

"That you

would go."

Mr. Vyner

started, and half

rose to his feet.

Then he thought

better of it.

" I thought at

first that you

meant it," he said,

with a slight

laugh.

" I do mean

it," said Joan,

breathing quickly.

Robert rose at

once. "I am

very sorry," he

said, with grave

concern. " I did

not think that

you were taking

my foolishness

seriously."

" I ought to

be amused, I

know," said

Joan, bitterly. " I ought to be humbly

grateful to your father for having those

children sent here. I ought to be flattered

to think that he should remember my

existence and make plans for my future."

" Heâ��he himself believes that you are

married to Captain Trimblett," said Robert.

" Fortunately for us," said Joan, dryly.

" Do you mean," said Robert, regarding

her fixedly, " that my father arranged that

marriage ? "

Joan bit her lip. " No,' she said at

last.

" He had something to do with it," per-

sisted Robert. " What was it ? "

Joan shook her head.

"Well, I'll ask him about it," said Mr.

Vyner.

"Please don't," said the girl. "It is my

business." "

" You have said so much," said Robert,

" that you had better say more. That's what

comes of losing your temper. Sit down and

tell me all about it, please."

Joan shook her head again.
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" You are not angry with me ? " said Mr.

Vyner.

" No."

"That's all right, then," said Robert, cheer-

fully. " That encourages me to go to still

further lengths. You've got to tell me all

about it. I forgot to tell you, but I'm a real

partner in the firm now. I've got a hard

and fast share in . the profitsâ��had it last

Wednesday; since when I have already

grown two inches. In exchange for this

confidence I await yours. You must speak a

little louder if you want me to hear."

" I didn't say anything," said the girl

"You are wasting time, then," said Robert,

shaking his head. " And that eldest girl of

yours may come in at any moment."

Despite her utmost efforts Miss Hartley

/ailed to repress a smile ; greatly encouraged,

Mr. Vyner placed a chair for her and took

one by her side.

" Tell me everything, and I shall know

where we are," he said, in a low voice.

" I would rather " began Miss Hartley.

"Yes, I know," interrupted Mr. Vyner,

with great gravity; " but we were not put

into this world to please ourselves. Try again."

Miss Hartley endeavoured to turn the con-

versation, but in vain. In less than ten

minutes, with a little skilful prompting, she

had told him all.

" I didn't think that it was quite so bad as

that," said Robert, going very red. " I am

very sorryâ��very. I can't think what my

father was about, and I suppose, in the first

place, that it was my fault."

" Yours ? " exclaimed Joan.

" For not displaying more patience," said

Robert, slowly. " But I was afraid ofâ��of

being forestalled."

Miss Hartley succeeded in divesting her

face of every atom of expression. Robert

Vyner gazed at her admiringly.

" I am glad that you understand me," he

murmured. " It makes things easier for me.

I don't suppose that you have the faintest

idea how shy and sensitive I really am."

Miss Hartley, without even troubling to

look at him, said that she was quite sure she

had not.

"Nobody has," said Robert, shaking his

head, "but I am going to make a fight

against it. I am going to begin now. In

the first place I want you not to think too

hardly of my father. He has been a very

good father to me. We have never had a

really hasty word in our lives."

" I hope you never will have," said Joan,

with some significance.

" I hope not," said Robert; " but in any

case I want to tell you "

Miss Hartley snatched away the hand he

had taken, and with a hasty glance at the

door retreated a pace or two from him.

" What is the matter ? " he inquired, in a

low voice.

Miss Hartley's eyes sparkled.

" My eldest daughter has just come in,"

she said, demurely. " I think you had

better go."

CHAPTER XXIII.

Mrs. Chinnery received the news of her

brother's marriage with a calmness that

was a source of considerable disappoint-

ment and annoyance to her friends and

neighbours. To begin with, nobody knew

how it had reached her, and several worthy

souls who had hastened to her, hot-foot, with

what they had fondly deemed to be exclusive

information had some difficulty in repressing

their annoyance. Their astonishment was

increased a week later on learning that she

had taken a year's lease of No. 9, Tranquil

Vale, which had just become vacant, and

several men had to lie awake half the

night listening to conjectures as to where she

had got the money.

Most of the furniture at No. 5 was her

own, and she moved it in piecemeal.

Captain Sellers, who had his own ideas as

to why she was coming to live next door

to him, volunteered to assist, and, being

debarred by deafness from learning that his

services were refused, caused intense excite-

ment by getting wedged under a dressing-

table on the stairs. To inquiries as to how

he got there, the captain gave but brief

replies, and those of an extremely sailorly

description, the whole of his really remarkable

powers being devoted for the time being to

the question of how he was to get out. He

was released at length by a man and a saw,

and Mrs. Chinnery, as soon as she could

speak, gave him a pressing invitation to take

home with him any particular piece of the

table for which he might have a fancy.

He was back next morning with a glue-pot,

and divided his time between boiling it up

on the kitchen stove and wandering about

the house in search of things to stick. Its

unaccountable disappearance during his

absence in another room did much to mar

the harmony of an otherwise perfect day.

First of all he searched the house from top

to bottom ; then, screwing up his features, he

beckoned quietly to Mrs. Chinnery.

" I hadn't left it ten seconds," he said,
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mysteriously. " I went into the front room

for a bit of stick, and when I went back it

had goneâ��vanished. I was never more

surprised in my life."

" Don't bother me," said Mrs. Chinnery.

" I've got enough to do."

"Eh?"

Mrs. Chinnery, who was hot and flustered,

shook her head at him.

" It's a very odd thing," said Captain

Sellers, shaking his head. " I never lost a

glue-pot before in

my life â�� never.

Do you know

anything about

that charwoman

that's helping

you ? "

"Yes, of

course," said Mrs.

Chinnery.

The captain put

his hand to his

ear.

"Yes, of

course."

" I don't like

her expression,"

said Captain

Sellers, firmly.

" I'm a very good

judge of faces,

and there's a look,

an artlul look,

about her eyes

that I don't like.

It's my belief

she's got my glue-

pot stowed about

her somewhere ;

and I'm going to

search her."

" You get out

of my house,"

cried the over-

wrought Mrs.

Chinnery.

"Not without

my.glue-pot,' said

Captain Sellers,

hearing for once.

"Take that

woman upstairs

and search her.

A glue potâ��a hot

glue-potâ��can't go

without hands."

Frail in body

but indomitable

in spirit he confronted the accused, who,

having overheard his remarks, came in and

shook her fist in his face and threatened him

with the terrors of the law.

" A glue-pot can't go without hands," he

said, obstinately. " If you had asked me for

a little you could have had it, and welcome ;

but you had no business to take it."

" Take it !" vociferated the accused.

" What good do you think it would be

to me ? I've 'ad eleven children and two
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husbands, and I've never been accused of

stealing a glue-pot before. Where do you

think I could put it ? "

" I don't know," said the captain, as soon

as he understood. " That's what I'm curious

about. You go upstairs with Mrs. Chinnery,

and if she don't find that you've got that

glue-pot concealed on you I shall be very

much surprised. Why not own up the truth

before you scald yourself? "

Instead of going upstairs the charwoman

went to the back door and sat on the step to

get her breath, and, giving way to a sense of

humour which had survived the two hus-

bands and eleven children, wound up with a

strong fit of hysterics. Captain Sellers, who

watched through the window as she was

being taken away, said that perhaps it was

his fault for putting temptation in her way.

Mrs. Chinnery tried to keep her door fast

next morning, but it was of no use. The

captain was in and out all day, and, having

found a tin of green paint and a brush

among his stores, required constant watching.

The day after Mrs. Chinnery saw her only

means of escape, and at nine o'clock in the

morning, with fair words and kind smiles,

sent him into Salthaven for some picture-

cord. He made four journeys that day. He

came back from the last in a butcher's cart,

and having handed Mrs. Chinnery the packet

of hooks and eyes, for which he had taken a

month's wear out of his right leg, bade her

a hurried good night and left for home on

the arm of the butcher.

He spent the next day or two in an easy-

chair by the fire, but the arrival of Mrs

Willett to complete the furnishing of No. 5

from her own surplus stock put him on his

legs again. As an old neighbour and in-

timate friend of Mr. Truefitt's he proffered

his services, and Mrs. Willett, who had an

old-fashioned belief in " man," accepted

them. His one ideaâ��the pot of paint being

to him like a penny in a schoolboy's pocket

â��was to touch things up a bit; Mrs. Willett's

idea was for him to help hang pictures and

curtains.

" The steps are so rickety they are only

fit for a man," she screamed in his ear.

" Martha has been over with them twice

already."

Captain Sellers again referred to the touch-

ing-up properties of green paint. Mrs. Willett

took it from him, apparently for the purpose

of inspection, and he at once set out in search

of the glue-pot.

" We'll do the curtains downstairs first,"

she said to Martha. " Upstairs can wait."

The captain spent the morning on the

steps, his difficulties being by no means

lessened by the tremolo movement which

Martha called steadying them. Twice he

was nearly shaken from his perch like an

over-ripe plum, but all went well until they

were hanging the curtains in the best bed-

room, when Martha, stooping to recover a

dropped ring, shut the steps up like a pair of

compasses.

The captain, who had hold of the curtains

at the time, brought them down with him,

and lay groaning on the floor. With the help

of her mistress, who came hurrying up on

hearing the fall, Martha got him on to the

bed and sent for the doctor.

" How do you feel ? " inquired Mrs. Willett,

eyeing him anxiously.

" Bad," said the captain, closing his eyes.

" livery bone in my body is broken, I believe.

It feels like it."

Mrs. Willett shook her head and sought

for words to reassure him. " Keep your

spirits up," she said, encouragingly. " Don't

forget that: ' There's a sweet little cherub

that sits up aloft to look after the life of poor

Jack.'"

Captain Sellers opened his eyes and

regarded her fixedly. " He wouldn't ha'

been sitting there long if that fool Martha

had been holding the steps," he said, with

extraordinary bitterness.

He closed his eyes again and refused to

speak until the doctor came. Then, having

been stripped and put to bed for purposes of

examination, he volunteered information as

to his condition which twice caused the

doctor to call him to order.

" You ought to be thankful it's no worse,"

he said, severely.

The captain sniffed. " When you've done

pinching my leg," he said, disagreeably, " I'll

put it back into bed again."

The doctor relinquished it at once, and,

standing by the bed, regarded him thought-

fully.

"Well, you've had a shock," he said at

last, "and you had better stay in bed for a

few days."

"Not here," said Mrs. Willett, quickly.

" My daughter and her husband will be home

in a day or two."

The doctor looked thoughtful again ; then

he bent and spoke in the captain's ear.

" We are going to move you to your own

house," he said.

" No, you're not," said the other, promptly.

"You'll be more comfortable there," urged

the doctor.
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" I'm not going to be moved," said Captain

Sellers, firmly. " It might be fatal. I had

a chap onceâ��fell from aloftâ��and after he'd

been in the saloon for a day or two I had

him carried for'ard, and he died on the way.

And he wasn't nearly as bad as I am."

"Well, we'll see how you are to-morrow,"

said the doctor, with a glance at Mrs.

Willett.

" I shall be worse to morrow," said the

captain, cheerfully. "But I don't want to

give any trouble. Send my housekeeper in

to look after me. She can sleep in the next

room."

They argued with him until his growing

deafness rendered argument useless. A

certain love of change and excitement would*

not be denied. Captain Sellers, attended by

his faithful housekeeper, slept that night at

No. 5, and awoke next morning to find his

prognostications as to his condition fully

confirmed.

" I'm aching all over," he said to Mrs.

Willett. " I can't bear to be touched."

" You'll have to be moved to your own

house," said Mrs. Chinnery, who had come

in at Mrs. Willett's request to see what could

be done. " We expect my brother home in

a day or two."

" Let him come," said the captain, feebly.

" I sha'n't bite him."

" But you're in his bed," said Mrs.

Chinnery.

" Eh ? "

" In his bed," screamed Mrs. Chinnery.

" I sha'n't bite him," repeated the captain.

"But he can't sleep with you," said Mrs.

Chinnery, red with loud speaking.

" I don't want him to," said Captain

Sellers. " I've got nothing against him, and,

in a general way of speaking, I'm not what

could be called a particular manâ��but I

draw the line."

Mrs. Chinnery went downstairs hastily and
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held a council of war with Mrs. Willett and

Martha. It was decided to wait for the

doctor, but the latter, when he came, could

give no assistance.

" He's very sore and stiff," he said, thought-

fully, " but it's nothing serious. It's more

vanity than anything else ; he likes being

made a fuss of and being a centre of attrac-

tion. He's as tough as leather, and the

most difficult old man I have ever

encountered."

" Is he quite right in his head ? " demanded

Mrs. Chinnery, hotly.

The doctor pondered. " He's a little bit

childish, but his head will give more trouble

to other people than to himself," he said at

last. " Be as patient with him as you

can, and if you can once persuade him

to get up, perhaps he will consent to be

moved."

Mrs. Chinnery, despite a naturally hot

temper, did her best, but in vain. Mrs.

Willett was promptly denounced as a

"murderess," and the captain, holding forth

to one or two callers, was moved almost to

tears as he reflected upon the ingratitude

and hardness of woman. An account of

the accident in the Salthaven Gazette,

which described him as " lying at death's

door," was not without its effect in confining

him to Mr. Truefitt's bed.

The latter gentleman and his wife, in bliss-

ful ignorance of the accident, returned home

on the following evening. Mrs. Willett and

Mrs. Chinnery, apprised by letter, were both

there to receive them, and the former, after

keeping up appearances in a stately fashion

for a few minutes, was finally persuaded to

relent and forgive them both. After which,

Mrs. Truefitt was about to proceed upstairs

to take off her things, when she was stopped

by Mrs. Chinnery.

" Thereâ��there is somebody in your room,"

said the latter.

" In my room ? " said Mrs. Truefitt, in a

startled voice.

" We couldn't write to you," said Mrs.

Willett, with a little shade of reproach in her

voice, " because yoi didn't give us your

address. Captain Sellers had an accident

and is in your bed."

" Who 1" said the astounded Mr. Truefitt.

" What ! "

Mrs. Willett, helped by Mrs. Chinnery, ex-

plained the affair to him ; Mr. Truefitt, with

(To be ,

the exception of a few startled ejaculations,

listened in sombre silence.

" Well, we must use the next room for

to-night," he said at last, "and I'll have him

out first thing in the morning."

" His housekeeper sleeps there," said Mrs.

Willett, shaking her head.

" And a niece of hers, who helps her

with him, in the little room," added Mrs.

Chinnery.

Mr. Truefitt got up and walked about

the room. Broken remarks about "a nice

home-coming" and "galvanized mummies"

escaped him at intervals. Mrs. Willett

endured it for ten minutes, and then, sud-

denly remembering what was due to a

mother-in-law, made a successful interven-

tion. In a somewhat subdued mood they

sat down to supper.

The Truefitts slept at Mrs. Willett's that

night, but Mr. Truefitt was back first thing

next morning to take possession of his own

house. He found Captain Sellers, propped

up with pillows, eating his breakfast, and

more than dubious as to any prospects of an

early removal.

" Better wait a week or two and see how

I go on," he said, slowly. " I sha'n't give any

trouble."

" But you are giving trouble," shouted the

fuming Mr. Truefitt. " You're an absolute

nuisance. If it hadn't been for your officious-

ness it wouldn't have happened."

The captain put his plate aside and drew

himself up in the bed.

"Go out of my room," he said, in a high,

thin voice.

" You get out of my bed," shouted the

incensed Mr. Truefitt. " I'll give you ten

minutes to dress yourself and get out of my

house. If you're not out by then I'll carry

you out."

He waited downstairs for a quarter of

an hour, and then, going to the bedroom

again, discovered that the door was locked.

Through the keyhole the housekeeper in-

formed him that it was the captain's orders,

and begged him to go away as the latter was

now having his " morning's nap."

Captain Sellers left with flags flying and

drums beating three days later. To friends

and neighbours generally he confided the

interesting fact that his departure was

hastened by a nightly recurring dream of

being bitten by sharks.
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A POST-CARD TEST.

0 insist that everyone shall

admire the same type of female

beauty is like asking Mrs.

Partington's " general " to

relish caviare. There is hardly

a question about which the

aesthetic philosophers have wrangled so long,

so violently, and so variously as the question

of a standard of beauty. Is there a universal

standard of beauty, or is the Venus of the

Hottentots, intrinsically, as beautiful as the

Venus of Milo, or, say, Signorina Cavalieri ?

Most people will say, " No." But who is to

decide ?

One widely accepted definition of beauty

is that it is that external quality which most

nearly approximates to the general average.

Thus, an eye may be large, but not too large ;

a nose must be neither long nor short; a

mouth curved, but not too curved, to be

strictly beautiful. It is easy to outdo Nature.

Just as a lady remarked of some wax flowers

that they were "far too beautiful to be real,"

so a damsel with a too perfect complexion

becomes suspect at once. On this theory

beauty becomes little better than the quint-

essence of the commonplace.

As a matter of fact, beauty is a most

elusive quality, and declines to be bound by

any hard and fast definitions. In a woman

it is most various : there is beauty which

appeals to the mind and that which appeals

to the heart and the senses. This much may

be conceded to the above definition, that

there are certain groups of men and women

called nations, such as England, France,

Germany, and the rest, who have certain

facial and physical peculiarities which must

be represented in their popular ideal of

beauty. It has been said that a pretty girl is

a pretty girl the world over, and allowing

for a representation, though ever so slight,

of national traits, the saying is a true

one. A pretty Englishwoman is admired

in France, and a pretty Frenchwoman in

England or Spain or Russia.

If one were to ask which nation produces

the prettiest woman and the most universally

admired, one would have to find out, by

some means or another, what each nation

regards as its prettiest woman. A few

years ago such a quest would probably

have gone unrewarded. How would it

have been possible, except by means of a

carefully-organized plebiscite, to ascertain

who was the most popular beauty in any

given country? Within the past decade a

new institution has sprung up which renders

such a plebiscite not only easyâ��but reliable.

The sale of picture post cards of popular

beauties has attained enormous proportions.

It is common to all ranks of society. The

production of these photographs is now most

artistic as well as cheap ; so that a portrait

which a few years back could not be pur-

chased under half a crown is now available at

any shopâ��and there have arisen thousands

of such shops in London alone â�� for a

penny and even a halfpenny. It is not too

much to say that the windows of these

shops have become veritable galleries of

feminine beauty. Anyone by the expenditure

of a shilling can form for himself a real and

compendious exhibition of fair women. It

is true that most of these fair women, though

by no means all, are drawn from the theatri-

cal stage ; but, then, has not the stage always

been the pre-eminent beauty mart in every

country ? Do not the footlights attract to

themselves the comeliest and shapeliest, as

well as the most talented, of all the middle-

class society ?

The sale, then, of these post cards of

popular beauties may be regarded as a fair

index of the estimation in which the post-

card-buying public (and this has been stated

by so well - informed an authority as Mr.

Raphael Tuck to be nine-tenths of the com-

munity) holds the fair candidates for beauty's

garland.

The following eight beauties, so far as can

be ascertained by careful inquiry, are the

best sellers in their respective countries.

It is small wonder that Mme. Lina

Cavalieri should be the reigning favourite in

Italy, for the admirers of so beautiful a

woman are to be found in every country in

the world. Born in Rome, she is distinctly

Italian in her features, physique, and carriage.

The tournure of her head is exquisite. The
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plenitude of her grace and magnetism is

irresistible.

A quite different taste is noticeable,

as was to be expected, when we turn to

survey the reigning post-card favourites in

France : in other words, Mile. Arlette

Dorgere, the rage of Paris, whose chic

beauty and irresponsible grace captivate

audiences everywhere. She is, apart from

stage-life, something of a celebrity in the

world of sport.

Turning to the land of autocracyâ��Russia

â��we find, although the " little brothers " of

the Czar are something of connoisseurs, in

that they admire beauty, as it were, from a

cosmopolitan standpoint, Mile. Labounskaya

may be regarded as typical of their national

ideal of a fair woman. This lady, who is

talented as well as handsome, enjoys a great

vogue as a singer in vaudeville, many of her

songs having a wide popularity amongst all

classes in Russia.

So far as England is concerned there has

probably always been a particular reigning

beauty. At one period it is a queen, or an

orange girl, or an actress, or a duchess. The

extraordinary popularity of the two fair Miss

Gunnings is familiar to all. Looking upon the

best portraits of these celebrated beauties one

may safely assert that there have been many

as fair, and fairer, amongst their successors.

Types of beauty change. It is not caprice

in the public that they should not worship at

one shrine too long; they are merely follow-

ing a natural human impulse. Yesterday

Miss Zena Dare's counterfeit presentment

was being sold throughout the kingdom by

the hundreds of thousands, just as Miss

Edna May's were selling the day before. To-

day it is Miss Gabrielle Rayâ��to-morrow it

may be Princess Patricia of Connaught, Lady

Marjorie Manners, or Miss Lily Elsie. But

one deduction may be drawn with con-

fidence, that the reigning beauty, the fair

woman a la mode, the one for whom most

votes are being polled, is Miss Gabrielle Ray.

This young lady's beauty is essentially and

unmistakably English. The features are

delicate and full of repose. In neither her

expression nor her attitudes (at least, as

shown in her photographs) is there anything

of audacity, espieglerie, or even archness.

The same may be said of most of the great

popular beauties in this country of other

decades, such as Queen Alexandra, Mrs.

Langtry, Lady Warwick, Lady Annesley,

Miss Mabel Love, and others who will

easily recur to the reader's memory.

Although Americans are commonly spoken

of as fickle, and apt to be unduly influenced

by that dreadful ogre Anno Domini in their

attitude towards their public characters, yet

Miss Maxine Elliott has little reason to

complain of national disloyalty. The sale

of her photographs outnumbers that of any

other American beauty in the proportion of

two to one.

Miss Elliott is of the Grecian order of

female beauty. Her features and limbs are

modelled on the lines of the noblest antique

statues. Her torso is beloved of sculptors,

and her eyes are gravely stated to have been

the theme of more American poetry than

any other contemporary American lady's.

In Spain the national plebiscite is for

Maria Guerrero, notwithstanding that she,

like Miss Maxine Elliott in America, has

now been a good many years before the

public.

Signora Guerrero is not only a full-blooded

Spaniard, but boasts all the Spanish charac-

teristics. Of her fire, her unflagging energy,

and her intense personal magnetism all her

Spanish admirersâ��and their name is legionâ��

are ready to speak.

Essentially German, and yet not lacking in

vivacity, is Fraulein Emmy Wehlen. There

is no mistaking this lady's beauty and win-

someness, nor are we disappointed in expect-

ing to find that the Teutonic predilection for

a slight embonpoint is not here absent. A

nation is properly true to its own physical

characteristics.

Most surprising would it be if the Japanese,

with all their love of novelty and their Euro-

pean prepossessions, should yet abandon their

national type of beauty favoured by the

foreigner, for that is the one particular in

which the Jap is innately conservative.

We of the Occident would deplore, quite

as much as we deplore the loss of the

ancient and picturesque national costume,

his defection from his own ideal. It

may be that we do not see eye to eye

with the Japanese in this respect; we may

even prefer Mme. Cavalieri, or Miss

Gabrielle Ray, to his post-card favourite

Sanyada; but Miss Sanyada is a very be-

witching damsel for all that, and if report be

true has caused a fluttering in the heart of

more than one European. On the whole, it

may be said finally that each nation is true

to its own racial standard of beauty. And

the Picture Post card plebiscite only serves

to remind us that there are beautiful women

in other countries beside our own.
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By KEBLE HOWARD.

QUEER, frightened little

crowd of women and children

stood in the roadway before

the cottage of Fred Palins.

" They oughtn't never to let

'im out," said Mrs. Bonehill.

" What's the good ? 'E's sure to be back in

jail again afore the month's out! If I 'ad

my way with truck like that-

"It's the drink as does it," said Mrs.

Coppage. " Fred's not 'alf a bad sort when

'e's sober, but a drop too much drink and 'e

must up with 'is fists and begin thumpin'

somebody. In my opinion, they didn't ought

to serve 'im, not at the Arms nor yet any-

where else."

" You can't stop a man from drinkin' by

refusin' ter serve 'im," said Mrs. Bonehill,

and the other women shook their heads in

mournful agreement. Mrs. Bonehill, feeling

that she had scored a social success, gave her

third daughter, Gracie, a smart cuff on the

side of the head, and followed up this rally

in the cause of respectability by pinching and

polishing the baby's nose with her apron.

" Poor little Triss ! " said a girl of sixteen.

" When they passed our place she was as

white as a sheet ! "

" And no wonder !" said Mrs. Coppage.

" I saw 'ow it was with Fred the very moment

'e come out of the Arms. But I never

thought 'e'd be mad enough to go to the

school and fetch Triss out like that. Just

fancy ! I don't suppose "

" Listen ! " said the girl, suddenly.

Silence fell on the group. They stared

hard at the cottage, as though expecting it

to rise a little way into the air, turn twice

round, and settle down again.

" Did yer 'ear anything ? " whispered Mrs.

Bonehill.

" I thought I 'eard Triss calling out! "
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" I shouldn't wonder," said Crazy Jim,

scraping a neat little hole in the roadway

with his boot, "if 'e was murderin' 'er."

The women shuddered.

" Shut yer mouth ! " said Mrs. Coppage,

sharply. " Why don't yer be off and fetch

Tom King, seein' as yer no good yerself?"

Tom King was the local constable. His

duties brought him to the tiny village of

Littleworth once each day. He \vas the only

man in the neighbourhood, with the ex-

ception of John Cogbill, who could tackle

Fred Palins single handed, and even Tom

did not relish the job when Fred was fight-

ing drunk.

" Not me!" said Crazy Jim, with a cunning

grin. " Fred 'ud knock my 'ead off when

'e got out."

" I've a very good mind to go and tap at

the door meself," said Mrs. Coppage.

"Don't you be a fool!" Mrs. Bonehill

advised. " You couldn't do no good, and

maybe get a black eye or summat o' that for

yer pains."

They were still chatting in this helpless,

desultory way when there appeared, round

the bend of the road farther from the village,

a young woman of indeterminate age and

station. By her dress, which was severely

simple and obviously home-made, you might

have judged her to be the daughter of a

small tenant-farmer. The quiet dignity with

which she bore her little body, however,

indicated gentle birth. Again, the clearness

of her skin and the brightness of her soft

brown eyes might have led you, at the first

glance, te suppose that she was eighteen or

twenty years of age. ]f you took the liberty,

though, of looking into her very frank and

charming face you would have observed a

few signs that Time traces even about the

eyes of those whose days are placid and

whose sleep is unbroken.

"'Ere's Miss Charity ! " cried Gracie Bone-

hill, and ran to meet her.

The women moved slowly in the same

direction. They could not have told you

precisely why they did so. It was just a

common impulse, arising naturally from the

love and trust that every living thing in the

village had for this quiet, sweet little woman

in the odd, cheap clothes.

Charity stooped and put out her arms to

break the force of the child's rush.

" Why, Gracie," she said, noting at once

the tear-stains on the little face, " surely

you've never been crying on such a lovely

afternoon ? "

" Mother 'it me," said Gracie.

"Your mother hit you? Then I'm afraid

you must have been doing something

naughty."

" No, I never !" said Gracie, stoutly.

" Well, never mind ; don't cry any more.

What's all the excitement about?"

" It's that there good-for-nothing Fred

Palins," said Gracie's mother, who had now

drawn within earshot. '"E on'y come out

of prison this morning, Miss Charity, and 'e

got blazin' drunk at the King's Arms, and

wanted to know where Triss was; and when

they told 'im "

Mrs. Bonehill's volubility was a little too

much for Mrs. Coppage's patience.

"Yer see, Miss Charity," she broke in,

eagerly, " Triss was at school, and so Fred

must needs force 'is way in and fetch the

child out."

" Do you mean to say that he went into the

school and dragged Triss out by main force?"

" Yes," said several voices.

"And poor Miss Minto," went on Mrs.

Bonehill, anticipating Mrs. Coppage by the

fraction of a second, " was nat'rally scared

out of 'er seven senses, and they 'ad to lay

'er down on the sofa and put wet towels on

'er, and that's 'ow it is all the children are

'ere instead o' bein' in school!"

" And what became of Fred Palins and

Triss ? "

" Why, 'e took 'er along 'ome with 'im, and

they're in the cottage now. And that's why

we followed, not knowin' what 'e mightn't do

to 'er, pore little thing; 'e's that mad

drunk !"

" Oh, I'm sure he wouldn't harm her,"

said Charity. " He's very fond of her at

heart. And she's all he has, you know, since

he lost his wife."

" Aye," said Mrs. Coppage, brushing away

a bead of perspiration with the back of her

hand. " It's the death of 'is wife as makes

'im take more than's good for 'im."

"Not it!" said Mrs. Bonehill, always a

stickler for facts. " 'E used ter drink just the

same when she was alive, pore thing. Many's

the time she's told me "

" Not before the little ones," said Charity,

gently.

She moved towards the cottage, and raised

the latch of the gate at the bottom of the

garden-path.

" For mercy's sake," cried the women,

" don't go in there, Miss Charity !"

"'E's not safe !" declared Mrs. Coppage.

" Reelly, Miss Charity, if I'd thought 'e was

safe I'd 'ave gone meself ! "

" Triss may be wanting me," said Charity.
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She opened the gate, passed through,

closed it behind her, and walked up the

narrow, tiled pathway to the door of the

cottage. The women and children, breath-

less, watched her in silence. Before she

hair had been cropped to the roots so often

that it seemed at last to have abandoned

the unequal struggle. The premature bald

patches amused the prison barber, who said,

merrily enough, that the scythe of Time was

"BEEOKE SHE CUULD KNOCK AT THE DOOR IT WAS KLUNG OPKN WITH A CRASH, AND EKED PALINS

BARKED THE ENTRANCE."

could knock at the door it was flung open

with a crash, and Fred Palins barred the

entrance.

He was a shortish, thickly-built man of

middle age. He had flung aside both coat

and waistcoat and his shirt was open at the

neck. Despite his three months' enforced

abstinence, his skin was disfigured with the

traces of his past excesses, and the new

liquor that he had taken since leaving the

jail had driven the blood to his eyes. His

more effective than his scissors. But these

same bald patches did not improve Mr.

Palins's appearance. In fact, to be quite

candid, he was not a pleasant person to look

upon.

For all that, Charity looked upon him and

was not afraid. From the moment when

human consciousness first stirred in her baby

frame, until the present day, Charity had

never known the meaning of fear. Of what,

she would have asked you, without the
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smallest suggestion of priggishness, had she

to be afraid ? Of pain ? But physical pain

always passed. Of disfigurement? She

knew that none loved her for her beauty,

since she was not beautiful. Of death? But

death was the gateway through which she

must pass to her inheritance. Her mother

had passed through that gateway, and Charity

remembered well the sweet peacefulness of

that last sinking to sleep. The farewell

touch of those dear, feeble fingers had robbed

the brief journey of all terror.

Fred Palins, recognising his visitor, bit

back an ugly wordâ��perhaps, even, art uglier

deed.

" Wha' d'yer want ? " he demanded.

" Good afternoon," said Charity. " I've

come to see Triss."

She took a step forward, and the man,

ruled by instinct,, fell back and let her pass.

Then he slammed the dOpr. â�¢ â�¢

" My word ! " said Mrs. Coppage. " If

she hasn't gone in ! "

" She's got more pluck than all the lot of .

us put together;" said the girl of sixteen.

" Silliness.â��that's what I call it!" re-

marked Mrs. Bonehill.

" I shouldn't wonder if 'e was ter cop 'er

one," said Crazy Jim, cheerfully.

Charity found Triss huddled up on a hard

chair in the almost bare kitchen. Her hand-

kerchief was sopped with tears. " Mother,

oh, mother, dear," she moaned, " why don't

you come back ? I do want you so, mother,

dearest! Oh, I do want you so !"

" Triss," said Charity, softly.

The child raised.; her head. The next

moment she was safe in the arms of this

faithful friend. Her thin little frame was

trembling with the agony of her grief. Charity

held her tightly, smoothing the tumbled hair

with gentle fingers.

The man, leaning against the kitchen wall,

watched the pair with an ugly sneer on his face.

" That's the way," he said. " Turn the

kid agin me ! She may as well be the same

as all the rest on 'em. Tell her I'm a

drunkard and a jail-bird ! Go on ! I don't

care ! I don't care a "

Charity raised her head and looked him

steadily in the eyes.

" Will you go into the other room ? " she

asked.

" No, I won't! It's my place, and I'll do

as I please in it, and no bloomin' parson's

daughter's goin' t'interfere in my affairs, nor

yet the parson 'imself, neither ! "

" Will you go into the other room ?"

repeated Charity.

And Fred Palins, for all his bluster,

lurched, at last, out of the kitchen.

The change that Charity wrought in the

appearance and mood of that child in some-

thing under ten minutes was little short of

miraculous. She began by splashing her

face with cold water to get rid of the tear-

stains, and when some of the water went into

Triss's eyes and mouth and made her laugh,

Charity, you may be sure, found some excuse

for repeating the dose, so that Fred Palins,

hanging over the empty grate in the parlour

and brooding on the injustice of the world at

large, was suddenly aware of such joyous

sounds as had not been heard in that little

cottage for many dreary months.

Then Charity sent Triss dashing upstairs

for a brush, a comb, and a clean pinafore.

The pinafore had a bad tear in the middle

of it, but Charity soon put that as right as

possible with needle and thread. Triss had

pretty, fair hair, and it paid for brushing and

combing. Charity was not afraid of making

the child vain. She knew that pride in their

personal appearance kept the majority of

girls and young women interested and alert,

and so she told Triss what lovely hair she

had, and made her promise faithfully to brush

it out night and morning and tie it back

with the daintiest little bit of ribbon she

could secure. It would have done you good

to see Triss, the hopeless and woebegone,

twisting this way and that to catch the effect

of the afternoon sunlight on her tawny mane.

" And now," said Charity, " I want you to

do something specially for me. Will you,

Triss?"

" I'd do anything for you, Miss Charity."

And Triss meant it.

" Well, this is not a very difficult thing.

I want you to go into the next room, and put

your arms round your father's neck and kiss

him. Will you do that for me, Triss?"

The child's face fell. " He always smells

so nasty when he's been drinking," she said.

" I know, dear; but you must forget about

that for this once. Your father is very un-

happy, and he thinks we are all against him,

and I want him to know that there's some-

body who loves him, and trusts him, and

always expects him to do the best he can, in

spite of everything. Your mother used to

kiss him, didn't she ? "

" Yes. Even when he beat her, she kissed

him afterwards. But I hated him. I'd have

killed him if I could."

" Hush, Triss, hush ! I don't like to hear

you talk like that. Some day, perhaps, you

will be led into doing something wicked
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yourself, and then what do you suppose with little heart beating very fast, she stole

would happen if everyone said they hated alongside her father and put her arms about

you, and refused to love you any more ? 'his neck.

Why, you would probably do something even Astonished beyond measure, Fred Palins,

more wicked ; and so you would go on, and drunkard, wife-beater, and jail-bird, had the

on, and on, until you had gone too far to grace to remain motionless.

"SKK STOLE ALONGSIDE HEK FATHER AND PUT HEK AKMs ABOUT HIS NECK."

turn back. And all because nobody would

love you in time."

Without another word the child slipped

off Charity's knee and went into the parlour.

Elbows on knees and chin in hands, the

man was still hanging over the desolate,

untidy hearth.

For one moment Triss, fearing a blow in

exchange for her caress, hesitated. Then,

" From mother," whispered Triss. And

then she stole back to the kitchen.

Surely some angel gave her those two

words ! As the summer rain sinks into the

parched earth, so that simple phrase sank

into the heart of this forlorn man, raw with

misery, starved for love. His head dropped

lower in his hands, and his thick shoulders

shook.



The Little Problems of Mr. Brigg.

]HY can an elephant push a

heavier load with his head

than if he dragged it ? "

No answer.

" Why would a horse

travel faster and farther with

his forelegs on wheels than in the natural

way?"

No answer.

" Why can one man standing on one foot

resist the combined thrust of three men ? "

No answer.

" Why does a long motor-car travel faster

than a short

one?"

"I'm afraid I

can't explain."

'l'Of course

you can't." The

square - set little

Yorkshirema n

smiled a smile

of benignant

triumph.

"Can anybody?

Does anyone

know ? I just

wish I could find

a single teacher

or professor who

could. Look

here ; I'm a

mechanical

engineer, and I've been asking questions

all my life and trying to find the answers

in the text-books. I'm particularly inter-

ested in locomotion, traction, haulageâ��what-

ever you like to call it. Very well ; I want

to know the weight of a horse's head and

neck. It's a most important thing, because

the whole question of leverage depends on

it. Now, it is estimated that there are

many millions of horses in the world, and

yet â�� would you believe it?â��I've got to

kill a horse to find out where his chief

weight lies and how I ought to harness

him."

Waving his hands, palms upward, the little

Yorkshireman suddenly reversed them and

brought them down on the table with a

resonant whack.

" Here's my case in a nutshell. I've been

MR. THOMAS HARGREAVE5

From a

spending my whole life in asking how and

why and working out the answers for myself.

I won't take anything on trust. Any problem

from a spider's web to a railway accident

interests me, and I generally find a solution."

Such is Thomas Hargreaves Brigg, whose

speciality is the investigation into hundreds

of everyday problems pertaining to the

"physiological and mechanical conditions

which conduce to the general comfort or

efficiency of animate or inanimate machines,

such as men, horses, elephants, cycles, loco-

motive engines, automobiles, and field-guns."

Only give him

a puzzle, and, if

it is hard enough,

he is happy.

Sometimes he

takes an hour,

sometimes a

week â�� once he

took ten yearsâ��

but, if it is within

the domain of

mechanics, he

will eventually

arrive at a solu-

tion. And the

best about Brigg

is that, when he

has found out

why, he makes

you see it too.

With a few passes with a piece of chalk on

the blackboard he gives you the key of the

riddle.

It is all a matter 01 poise. How few

persons understand poiseâ��the distribution

of weight in moving bodies, the shifting of the

burden on to mechanical forces rather than

upon flesh, blood, and sinew.

Why can a baby, unable to walk or stand

alone, yet be able to push a chair twice its

own weight about the room? (Fig. i.)

The muscles of the legs are not sufficiently

developed to bear its own bodily weight,

neither has the brain-power been trained by

practice in the art of balancing ; therefore

self propulsion by the legs alone is impossible-

But when the child instinctively brings its arm

muscles to the assistance of those of its legs, it

begins to transport its own weight from place

BKIGG, SOLVER OF PROBLEMS.

Phutograph.
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to place. The child at this period could no

more rise and walk unaided than it could fly

without wings. And yet we find that only by

the assistance of the arm muscles the

child begins to scramble on to its feet

by pulling itself up by the chair-legs.

By and by we see the little thing

propping itself up by the chair, and,

Fig. i.â��Why is it that an infant who cannot walk alone can move a chair twice its own weight ?

owing to the obliquity of its body and

the floor being rather slippery, we find the

chair begins to slide away, the horizontal

force exerted by the babe to support

itself being greater than the frictional

resistance between the chair and the floor.

Thus we have clear evidence that a babe,

though unable to walk or stand alone, canâ��

by the co-operation of arm and leg musclesâ��

now not only walk, but transport itself and a

comparatively heavy chair about the floor.

Why does a man seated near the neck of a

horse travel faster than one seated near his

tail ? For it has been proved within recent

years in very striking fashion that he does. But

why ? The reason is really very simple, and

yet when little Tod Sloan, the jockey, came

forward with practical proof, nobody seemed

to be able to explain it. A horse to move

forward at all must thrust at the earth, and

the chief force of this forward thrust comes

from his hind legs. If the chief weight is

just over or close to the thrusting power,

naturally it diminishes its efficiency ; instead

of thrusting the horse forward, a portion of it

is wasted in lifting the weight of the jockey

at every stride.

In other words, the farther forward the

chief weight is, the longer is the angle of

thrust. If you measure the distance from

the back hoofs of the horse to his tail, you

get a shoiÂ«t angle of thrust; if you measure

the distance from his hoofs to his neck, you

get a long angle of thrust. As a horse has

to raise himself vertically with each bound, it

is naturally a matter of very great importance

whether he has to lift dead weight or weight

which throws forward. A jockey on the

horse's neck adds to the forward weight, and

has less tendency to throw the horse's body

into a vertical instead of a horizontal direc-

tion. It is like hanging heavy weights to the

front part of a mill wheel. Or, again, the

longer the lever the easier to raise the weight;

so the longer the

angle of thrust,

the easier and

therefore the

faster the horse

will go. This will

readily be seen

by reference to

Fig. 2, showing

the angles of the

ordinary, the rear',

and the forward

leap.

If we suppose

a horse to have

wheels instead of forelegs, why would that

horse be able to travel faster?

In explaining the diagram (Fig. 3)

Mr. Brigg points out that, in both cases,

the hind legs being the propellers, the horse's

weight is principally forward, and therefore is

supported and transported with less effort by

the wheels, as the weight is distributed over

a number of spokes mechanically following

- 1

Fig. 2.â��Why does a man seated near the neck of a horse

travel faster than one seated near his tail?
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and relieving each other, whilst in the case

of the forelegs, having only two (which act in

the same way as two spokes of a rimless

wheel), the horse has to place these in rapid

succession to take the place of the spokes in

the actual wheel, thus causing greater con-

cussion and loss of effort.

As a further proof that in the case of a

horse having wheels

at the front instead of

forelegs he meets with

less resistance, take

an illustration of a

horse backing. Now,

which does a horse

back with, his hind

legs or his forelegs ?

The ordinary person

would imagine that

the hind legs are

used for this purpose,

whereas the fact of

the matter is that a

horse backs entirely

with his forelegs.

The act of backing

is very much the same

as pushing against

some impelling force

â��the cart tries to push

the horse forward,

whilst the horse en-

deavours to push the

cart back. Very well,

then; take this little

experiment as a means

of demonstrating how

the above conclusion

is arrived at. If you

have a box, and push

at one end, what

happens ? Why, the

box tilts up towards

its front â�� all its

weight and power of

resistance is concen-

trated at the

front. If you substitute a

box, the same conditions

weight is thrown forward to

legs to counteract, or

backward thrust of the

horse to have wheels at the front, it is

obvious that less resistance could be shown,

as the pressure behind would rather increase

the forward movement, and the fact that a

horse, having firmly planted his two fore-

legs, can thrust backwards better than if,

he had several legs or spokes constantly

times over, in dealing

weight than in dealing

Fig. 3.â�� If a horse had wheels instead of foreleg!

would he travel faster?

horse for the

prevail â�� the

assist the fore-

resist better, the

earth. Were your

moving forward, proves the obvious converse:

that a horse on wheels would travel faster

with the same effort, or at the same rate with

less effort, than if he had forelegs instead of

wheels in front.

Horses tire, exhaust, and ruin their legs

and feet more, many

with their own bodily

with the various loads

they haul. It is com-

mon to see "men

urging their horses

rapidly when travel-

ling down hill, think-

ing doubtless that the

horse is doing little

or nothing because

the vehicle follows

without having to be

pulled. This is a

brutal and fatal error,

for the poor beast is

thus exerting enor-

mous retarding forces

and is hammering his

fore limbs with terrible

effect. Hence he

often stumbles and

falls when thus

travelling.

When you walk you

lean forward if you

want to go fast. Why?

Because your weight

is itself a propelling

force if exerted in

the direction of the

desired motion. Very

few people analyse

these things, but there

is a scientific reason

for the simplest facts

of life. It adds much

to the interest of

living to know whyâ��

to prise open the

watchlid of common

so to speak, and inspect the

Have you ever thought, for instance,

important mechanical difference

\\ i la-

things,

works,

on the

between walking on one's feet and rolling on

wheels ? When a man or a horse is at rest

upright, each has a tendency to remain

upright because of the length of base on

which he stands. Very well ; the longer the

base and the lower the centre of gravity, the

more power will be needed to propel any

object. That seems simple enough. Now,

when you take a stride in walking or running
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Here there is a longer stride and

waid foot is not far distant from centre of gravity. 3aolb. of retarding force.

Fig. 4.â��The reason why a runner with a short stride would win the race.

Here there is 1651b. of retarding force when for-

t far

you extend your baseâ��your power to remain

verticalâ��and the longer your baseâ��that is

to say, your strideâ��the greater must be the

height through which your weight is raised

and lowered at each step. Consequently, a

greater force is required to check the fall out

of the perpendicular (Fig. 4).

There you have the " angle of thrust"

again. VVhen you lean forward you fall.

Walking or running is only a series of

falls and recoveries. A tall man has a

longer angle of thrust than a short man,

and a tall man with a big head would

make a better sprinter than a tall man with

a small head, supposing their strength and

weight were the same. This seems a queer

statement, but is perfectly true. Also,

when the leg is short the angle of thrust is

more acute, and if the leg is extended to

remedy this, there is a consequent loss of

power. Hence the greater fatigue to short

soldiers in keeping step with

taller ones in a regiment. A

soldier has to raise and lower

something more than his rifle,

knapsack, and accoutrements,

and that something is his own

weight, and the short man has

to raise and lower it more than

a tall one. In so doing he

experiences a greater back-

ward thrust at every stride,

which has to be made good

by the propelling foot.

When you walk or run you

do not take into consideration

what a tremendous engine the

ground is. The earth looks

quiet enough ; it is in reality

full of dynamic power. You

have heard of the Irishman

who, when he fell, said that

"the ground flew up rnd

shtruck him a deadly blow,"

Vol. xxxvL

and laughed at his

expression, which, after

all, was really the expres-

sion of a truth. We

could all propel ourselves

speedily and easily if the

ground were not con-

tinually flying up and

stopping us. If you want

to know the maximum

force of the ground,

jump off a train in rapid

motion. As your body

is travelling at the same

rate as the train, you

take the precaution of putting one foot in

advance of your centre of gravity and lean

backwards. The ground thrusts with enor-

mous force through your legs, which have to

be put in rapid motion to lessen the force

otherwise sufficient to break the bone. This

same concussion in the mere act of walking

four miles an hour equals double the man's

weight at each stride. Running involves

a greater thrust from the rear foot, the

forward foot striking the ground with a corre-

spondingly greater oblique thrust, the ground

hammering it with a series of blows which

exhaust the runner sooner than he is exhausted

by his own efforts.

Set a couple of men to a tug of war. Their

heights and strength are equal, but No. 1

weighs nine stone nine pounds, and No. 2 eight

stone five pounds. There is No. i's advantage

â��a purely mechanical oneâ��over his oppo-

nent. But suppose a lad jumps on to No. 2's

Fig. 5.â��Suppose these t

although he is carrying a man on his back as well as
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Fig. 6.â��Smith and Jones in a uig-of-war. A 251b. weight nearer Smith.

Smith wins. Why?

shoulders â�� what happens? It is not any

question of added strength, but the mechani-

cal conditions are altered. The top of

No. 2's angle of thrust is now weighted, and

his body, like a lever, drags about No. i easily

in spite of all the resistance he can offer

(Fig. 5). Nine men out of ten think it is

simply a question of the strongest puller,

when really it is a matter of leverage com-

bined with the proper " angle of thrust."

Let us view this important question of

poise and the thrust due to gravity in another

way. Two men are engaged in a tug-of-war

â��equal in their powers and in the condi-

tions of the contest. A weight is fastened to

the rope nearer to one man than the other.

What happens ? The rope slants in his

direction, and the greater the obliquity of the

rope to the nearer man is as good as greater

muscle to him. He instantly adds more to

his weight and alters the angle of thrust

which his leg forms. With a 7olb. pull

Smith adds 2olb. to his own, while Jones adds

only 51b. (Fig. 6). "It is a great thing, this

angle of thrust," says Mr. Brigg ; "often as

good as money in a man's pocket."

A good conundrum which

not one person in a thousand

will guess correctly was once

evolved by Mr. Brigg in mid-

Atlantic.

Two horses weigh each

i,5oolb. One is lying on his

back, supporting the other,

which stands on the lower

animal's feet (Fig. 7). Which

of the pair, at the point of

contact of the hoofs, supports

the greater burden ?

As the upper horse weighs

i,5oolb., it certainly seems a

considerable burden for the

lower one to support ; yet the

pressure at the upper horse's

Fig. 7.â��Which horse's feet would get

tired first, and why?

feet is exactly equal to that upon

the feet of the lower, and just as

fatiguing. But the pressure on the

back of the horse lying down would

be 3,ooolb., the weight of both

horses. This also illustrates in effec-

tive fashion the enormous amount

of work a horse does merely in

supporting his own weight.

If one man at the end of a crow-

bar is not strong enough to raise

a given load at the other end, then

get another man to add the required

weight, and the load will be lifted.

But, notwithstanding the fact that

added weight enables a man or a horse to haul

a bigger load, it would be extremely unwise

and very cruel to compel either of them to

continually carry the added weight. For

instance, in the case of a man desiring to

haul a load in a truck or hand-barrow up

a hill, as shown in Fig. 8, the wisest and

most economic plan would be to so place the

load as to press downwardly at the man's

hands and feet. But, when he comes to

travel down hill (Fig. 9), the added weight

would only be wise in case of a steep down

grade or a rather slippery one ; on a slight

grade, however, the added weight would be

effective in producing two bad results. First,

it would very materially increase the impact

or concussion at his feet, making it painful

to him ; and, secondly, it would considerably

shorten his strides and reduce the rate of

transport; for, as will readily be seen when

travelling down an easy grade, it will be very

much easier for the man if the load were so

placed as to effect a lift at the man's body,

for he would thus have the concussion largely

reduced at his feet and would be able to take

strides varying from three feet to fifteen or

twenty feet long, and in this

way secure a part of those

mechanical conditions which

enable men to travel hun-

dreds of miles per day on

bicycles.

Again, it will be seen that

although the lift at one time

affords so great a relief to the

man when descending hills,

we now find that a lift at the

man's body when climbing

hills becomes very unwise.

An elephant, for instance,

requiring to move a heavy

load on the level or up a hill,

will instinctively secure for

himself precisely the same
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Fig. 8.â��If you are going up hill with a truck, which of these two ways is easier, and why?

mechanical condi-

tions as those

secured by a

thoughtful man.

The latter will

and thrust; so will

the elephant (Fig.

10), and by so doing

secures two import-

ant advantages, viz.,

he increases his own

weight â�� making

himself equal to a

bigger elephant â��

and at the same time he reduces the weight

of the load on the wheels ; but if he be yoked,

as we so ignominiously yoke our horses, he

is prevented from doing as he instinctively

would, and is unable to move anything near

so great a load, because the pull of the load,

which is equal to the pull of the elephant,

tends to pull all his weight off his front feet,

thus relying entirely on the strength of the

hind legs.

Which will travel the faster â�� a short

motor car or a long one ?

The shorter the wheel - base the more

the car will jump at the front wheels, and

the greater the transfer therefrom to the

rear wheels. The wheel-base can be so short

that the front

wheels may be

thrown right over

to the back of the

drivers, thus turn-

ing the car upside

down. The load

on each wheel

should be properly

â��not evenlyâ��dis-

tributed for easy

running.

This distribution,

however, is

greatly affected

by the location

of the centre of

gravity. With

the longer

wheel - base a

better distribu-

tion of load is

maintained on

the wheels, and

Fig. 9.â��If you travel down hill with a truck, which of the above ways is easier, and why?

a more horizontal, or in other words a

less oblique, line of propulsion is obtained,

resulting in greater speed and economy for

racing purposes.

Such are the problems which Mr. Brigg

sets himself to solveâ��problems of everyday

life and of the utmost interest and import-

ance in saving unnecessary labour in men

and animals. Such problems are innumer-

able, and will readily occur to every reader.

Here are a few on which he may like to test

his ingenuity :â��

1. Is it easier to push than to pull a wheel-

barrow up hill ?

2. Holding a wheel-barrow by the shafts,

easier to hold back a greater load by

preceding orfollow-

is it

Fig. lo.â��An elephant has a choice of pushing or pulling a car.

Which will he choose, and why?

ing the vehicle

down a steep hill ?

3. Is it easier for

a cyclist to carry or

to push his machine

up a steep grade?

4. Is it safer

and easier to

carry a cycle down

a very steep hill

than to hold it

back ?



CHAPTER IX.

WHITE WINGS AND A BROWNIE.

jERHAPS I had better begin

this chapter by telling you

exactly how Edred " got even

with old Parrot-nose," as he

put it. You will remember

that Master Parados was the

Ardens' tutor in the time of King James I.,

and that it was through his eavesdropping

and tale-bearing that Edred and Elfrida

were imprisoned in the Tower of London.

There was very little time in which to get

even with anyone, and, of course, getting even

with people is not really at all a proper thing

to do. Yet Edred did it.

Edred had got Elfrida out of the Tower

just as Lady Nithsdale got her lord out, and
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now he and she and Cousin

Richard were at Arden House, in

Soho, and the old nurse, who was

also, astonishingly, the old witch,

had said that there was no time

to be lost.

" But I must be even with old

Parrot-nose," said Edred. He

was feeling awfully brave and

splendid inside, because of the

way he had planned and carried

out the Nithsdale rescue of Elfrida;

and also he felt that he could not

bear to go back to his own times

without somehow marking his

feelings about Mr. Parados.

As to how it was to be done

Cousin Richard was not to have

anything to do with it, because

while they would be whisked away

by some white road that the

Mouldiwarp would find for them

when they called it to their help

by spoken poetry, he would be left behind to

bear the blame of everything. This Edred

and Elfrida decided in a quick whispered

conference, but Cousin Dick wanted to know

what they were talking about, and why he

wasn't to help in what he had wanted to do

these four years.

" If we tell you," said Elfrida, " you won't

believe us."

" You might at least make the trial," said

Cousin Richard.

So they told him, and though they were as

quick as possible, the story took some time

to tell. Richard Arden listened intently.

When the tale was told he said nothing.

"You don't believe it," said Edred; "I

knew you wouldn't. Well, it doesn't matter.
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What can we do to pay out old Parrot-

nose ? "

" I don't like it," said Richard, suddenly;

"it's never been like this before. It makes

it seem not real. It's only a dream really, I

suppose. And I always believed so that it

wasn't."

" I don't understand a word you're saying,"

said Edred, " but what we've been saying's

true anyhow. Look here." He darted to

the dark corner of the parlour, where he had

hidden the camera behind a curtain. " Look

here, I bet you haven't got anything like this.

It comes from our times, ever so far on in

historyâ��out of the times where we come

fromâ��the times that haven't happened yetâ��

at least, now we're here they haven't hap-

pened yet. You don't know what it is.

It's a machine for the sun to make pictures

with."

"Oh, stow that," said Richard, wearily.

" I know now it's all a silly dream. But it's

not worth while trying to dream that I don't

know a Kodak when I see it. That's a

Brownie !"

There was a pause, full of speechless

amazement.

Then: " If you've dreamed about our

times," said Elfrida, "you might believe in

us dreaming about yours. Did you dream of

anything except Brownies ? Did you ever

dream of fine carriages, fine boats, and "

" Don't talk as if I were a baby," Richard

interrupted. " I know all about railways and

steamboats, and the Hippodrome and the

Crystal Palace. I know Kent made 615

against Derbyshire last Thursday. Now,

then "

" But, I say. Do tell us "

" I sha'n't tell you anything more. But I'll

help you to get even with Parrot-nose. I

don't care if I am left here after you go,"

said Richard. " Let's shovel all the snow off

the roof into his room, and take our chance."

Edred and Elfrida would have liked some-

thing more subtle, but there was no time to

think of anything.

" I know where there are shovels," said

Richardâ��" if they've not got mixed up in the

dream."

" I say," said Edred, slowly, " I'd like to

write that down about Kent, and see if it's

right afterwards."

There was a quill sticking out of the

pewter inkstand on the table, where they

were used to do their lessons. But no paper.

" Here, hurry up," said Cousin Richard,

and pulled a paper out of the front of his

doublet. " I'll write it, shall I ? "

He wrote, and gave the thing screwed up

to Edred, who put it in the front of his

doublet.

Then the three went up on to the roof,

groped among the snow till they found th'j

edge of the skylight that was the tutor's

windowâ��for learning was lodged in the attic

at Arden House. They broke the thick glass

with the edges of their spades, and shovelled

in the thick, white snowâ��shovelled all the

harder for the shouts and angry words that

presently sounded below them. Then, when

Mr. Parados came angrily up on to the roof,

shivering and stumbling among the snow,

they slipped behind the chimney-stack, and

so got back to the trap-door before he did,

and shut it and bolted it, and said " A-ha !"

underneath it, and went awayâ��locking his

room door as they passed, and leaving him to

stand there on the roof and shout for help

from the street below, or else to drop through

his broken skylight into the heaped snow in

his room. He was quite free, and could do

whichever he chose.

They never knew which he did choose,

and you will never know either.

And then Richard was sent to bed by the

old witch-nurse, and went.

And the Mouldiwarp was summoned, and

insisted that the only way back to their own

times was by jumping off the roof. And, of

course, Mr. Parados was on the roof, which

made all the difference. And the soldiers

of the guard were knocking at the front-door

with the butts of their pistols.

" But we can't go on to the roof," said

Edred, and explained about Mr. Parados.

" Humph," said the Mouldiwarp, " that's

terr'ble unfortunate, that is. Well, the top

landing window will have to do, that's all.

Where's the other child ? "

" Clone to bed," said the witch-nurse,

shortly.

" Te-he !" chuckled the Mouldiwarp.

" Some people's too clever by half. Think

of you not having found that out, and you a

witch too. Te-he ! "

And all the time the soldiers were hammer-

ing away like mad at the front door.

Elfrida caught the Mouldiwarp and the

nurse caught Edred's hand, and the four

raced up the stairs to the very top landing,

where there was a little window at the very

end. The air was keen and cold. The

window opened difficultly, and when it was

opened the air was much colder than before.

"Now, then, out with youâ��ladies first,'

cried the Mouldiwarp.

" You don't really mean," said Elfridaâ��
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" you can't mean that we're to jump out into

â��into nothing? "

" I mean you're to jump out right enough,"

said the Mouldiwarp. " What you're to jump

into's any pair of shoesâ��and it's my look out,

anyway."

" It's ours a little, too, isn't it ?" said

Elfrida, timidly, and her teeth were chattering;

she always said afterwards that it was with cold.

" Then, get along home your own way,"

said the Mouldiwarp, beginning to vanish.

"Oh, don't I Don't go!" Elfrida cried,

and the pounding on the door downstairs

got louder and louder.

" If I don't go you must," said the Mouldi-

warp, testily. But it stopped vanishing.

" Put me down," it said. " Put me down

and jump, for goodness' sake ! "

She put it down.

Suddenly the nurse caught Elfrida in her

arms and kissed her many times.

" Farewell, my honey-love," she said. "All

partings are not for ever, else I could scarce

let thee go. Now, climb up; set thy foot

here on the beam, now thy knee on the sill.

Soâ��jump ! "

Elfrida crouched on the window-ledge,

where the snow lay thick and crisp. It was

very, very cold. Have you ever had to jump

out of a top-floor window into the dark, when

it was snowing heavily ? If so, you will

remember how much courage it needed.

Elfrida set her teeth, looking down into

black nothing dotted with snowflakes. Then

she looked back into a black passage, lighted

only by the rushlight the nurse carried.

" Edred'll be all right ? " she asked. "You're

sure he'll jump all right ? "

" Of course I shall," said Edred, in his

new voice. " Here, let me go first; to show

you I'm not a coward."

Of course, Elfrida instantly jumped.

And next moment Edred jumped too.

It was a horrible moment, because, how-

ever much you trusted the Mouldiwarp, you

could not in an instant forget what you had

been taught all your lifeâ��that if you jumped

out of top-floor windows you would certainly

be smashed to pieces on the stones below.

To remember this and, remembering it, to

jump clear, is a very brave deed. And brave

deeds, sooner or later, have their reward.

The brave deed of Edred and Elfrida

received its reward sooner. As Elfrida

jumped she saw the snowflakes gather and

thicken into a cloud beneath her. The cloud

was not the sort that lets you through, either.

It was solid and soft as piled eiderdown

feathers ; she knew this as it rose up and

caught her, or as she fell on itâ��she never

knew which. Next moment Edred was

beside her, and the white downy softness

was shaping itself round and under them

into the form of a seatâ��a back, arms, and

place for the feet to rest.

" It'sâ��what's that in your hand ? " Elfrida

asked.

" Reins," said Edred, with certainty.

" White reins. It's a carriage."

It wasâ��a carriage made of white snowflakes

â��the snowflakes that were warm and soft as

feathers. There were white, soft carriage-

rugs that curled round and tucked them-

selves in entirely of their own accord. The

reins were of snowflakesâ��joined together

by some magic weaving, and warm and soft

as white velvet. And the horses !

" There aren't any horses ; they're swansâ��â� 

white swans ! " cried Elfrida, and the voice of

the Mouldiwarp, behind and above, cried

softly: "All white things obey me."

Edred knew how to drive. And now he

could not resist the temptation to drive the

six white swans round to the front of the

house and to swoop down, passing just

over the heads of the soldiers of the guard

who still earnestly pounded at the door of

Arden House, and yelling to them, "Ha, ha!

Sold again!"

Which seemed to startle them very much.

Then he wheeled the swans round and drove

quickly through the air along the way which

he knew quite well, without being told, to be

the right way. And as the snow-carriage

wheeled, both Edred and Elfrida had a

strange, sudden vision of another smaller

snow-carriage, drawn by two swans only, that

circled above theirs and vanished in the deep

dark of the sky, giving them an odd, tanta-

lizing glimpse of a face they knew and yet

couldn't remember distinctly enough to give

a name to the owner of it.

Then the swans spread their white, mighty

wings to the air, and strained with their long,

strong necks against their collars, and the

snow equipage streamed out of London like

a slender white scarf driven along in the

wind. And London was left behind, and the

snowstorm, and soon the dark blue of the

sky was over them, jewelled with the quiet

silver of watchful stars, and the deeper dark

of the Kentish county lay below, jewelled

with the quiet gold from the windows of

farms already half asleep, and the air that

rushed past their faces as they went was no

longer cold, but soft as June air is, and

Elfrida always declared afterwards that she

could smell white lilies all the way.
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So across the darkened counties they went,

and the ride was more wonderful than any

ride they had ever had before or would ever

have again.

All too soon the swans hung, poised on

long, level wings, outside the window of a

tower in Arden Castleâ��a tower they did not

know.

But though they did not know the tower, it

was quite plain that they were meant to get

in at the window of it.

" Dear swans," said Elfrida,

who had been thinking as she

sat clutching her Brownie, " can't

learned Swanish instead of French at

school."

But it did not matter. The next moment

the swans' heads ducked and reappeared,

holding in their beaks the soft, fluffy, white

rugs that had kept the children so warm in

the snow-carriage. The swans pushed the

rugs through the window with their strong

white wings, and made some more remarks

in swan language.

HE COULD NOT RESIST THE TEMPTATION TO DRIVE THE

SIX WHITE SWANS ROUND TO THE FRONT OF THE HOUSE."

we stay in your carriage till it's light ? We do

so want to take a photograph of the castle."

The swans shook their white, flat, snake-

like heads, just as though they understood.

And there was the open window, evidently

waiting to welcome the children.

So they got outâ��very much against their

wills. And there they were in the dark room

of the tower, and it was very cold.

But before they had time to begin to

understand how cold it was, and how uncom-

fortable they were likely to be for the test

of the night, six swans' heads appeared at

the window and said something.

"Oh," said Elfrida, "I do wish we'd

"Oh, thank you!" said

the children. " Good-bye,

good-bye."

Then there was the rush

of wide-going wings, and the children, tired

out, cuddled down on the floor, wrapped in

the soft rugs.

The happiest kind of dreams were tucked

up in that coverlet, and it seemed hardly any

time at all before the children woke to find

the winter sunshine looking in at them

through the narrow windows of the tower.

Elfrida jumped up and threw off the silver-

white, downy-soft coverlet. It instantly tore

itself into five pieces of different shapes and

sizes, and these screwed themselves up, and

drew themselves in, and blew themselves out,

and turned before her very eyes into a silver

basin of warm water, a piece of lily-scented

soap, a towel, a silver comb, and an ivory

tooth-brush.

"Well!" said Elfrida. When she had

finished her simple toilet, the basin, soap,

towel, tooth-brush, and comb ran together

like globules of quicksilver, made a curious

tousled lump of themselves, and straightened

out into the fluffy coverlet again.

" Well! " said Elfrida, again. Then she

woke Edred, and his coverlet played the

same clever and pretty trick for him.

And when the children started to go down

with the Brownie and take the photographs

of the castle, the shining coverlets jumped
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up into two white furry coats, such as the

very affluent might wear when they went

a-motoringâ��if the very affluent ever thought

of anything so pretty. And one of the coats

came politely to the side of each child, hold-

ing out its arms as if it were saying :â��

" Do, please, oblige me by putting me on."

Which, of course, both children did.

They crept down the corkscrew stairs and

through a heavy door that opened under the

arch of the great gateway. The great gate

was open, and on the step of the door oppo-

site to the one by which they had come out

a soldier sat. He held his helmet between

his knees, and was scouring it with sand and

whistling as he scoured. He touched his fore-

head with his sandy hand, but did not get up.

" You're early afield," he said, and went

on rubbing the sand on the helmet.

" It's such a pretty day," said Elfrida.

" May we go out?"

"And welcome," said the man, simply;

" but go not beyond the twelve-acre, for fear

of rough folk and Egyptians. And go not

far. But breakfast will have a strong voice

to call you back."

They went out, and instead of stepping

straight on to the turf of the downs, their

stout shoes struck echoing notes from the

wooden planks of a bridge.

" It's a drawbridge," said Edred, in tones

of awe; "and there's a moat, lookâ��and it's

covered with cat-ice at the edges."

There was, and it was. And at the moat's

far edge, their feet fast in the cat-ice, were

reeds and sedgeâ��brown and yellow and

dried, that rustled and whispered as a wild

duck flew out of them.

" How lovely," said Elfrida. " I do wish

Arden had a moat now."

" If we found out where the water comes

from," said Edred, practically, "we might get

the moat back when we'd found the treasure."

So when they had crossed the moat, and

felt the frozen dew crackle under their feet

as they trod the grass, they set out, before

photographing the castle, to find out where

the moat water came from.

The moat, they found, was fed by a stream

that came across the field from Arden Knoll

and entered the moat at the north east corner,

leaving it at the corner that was in the south-

west. They followed the stream, and it was

not till they had got quite into the middle of

the field, and well away from the castle, that

they saw how very beautiful the castle really

was. It was quite perfect â�� no crumbled

arches, no broken pillars, no shattered,

battened walls.

" Oh ! " said Edred, " how beautiful it is !

How glad I am that we've got a castle like

this!"

" Our castle isn't like this," said Elfrida.

" No; but it shall be, when we've found

the treasure. You've got the two film rolls

all right?"

" Yes," said Elfrida, who had got them

in a great unwieldy pocket that was hanging

and banging against her legs under the full

skirt. "Oh, look! Where's the river? It

stops short !"

It certainly seemed to. They were walk-

ing beside it, and it ran swiftlyâ��looking like

a steel-grey ribbon on the green cloth of the

fieldâ��and half-way across the field it did

stop short; there wasn't any more of itâ��as

though the ribbon had been snipped off by

a giant pair of scissors, and the rest of it

rolled up and put by safely somewhere out of

the way.

" My hat," said Edred, " it does stop short,

and no mistake." Curiosity pricked him,

and he started running. They both ran.

They ran to the spot where the giant scissors

seemed to have snipped off the stream, and

when they got there they found that the

stream seemed to have got tired of running

above ground, and without any warning at

all, any sloping of its bed, or any deepening

of its banks, plunged straight down into the

earth through a hole not eight feet across.

They stood fascinated, watching the water

as it shot over the edge of the hole, like a steel

band on a driving-wheel, smooth and shining,

and moving so swiftly that it hardly seemed

to move at all. It was Edred who roused

himself to say : " I could watch it for ever.

But we'll have it back ; we'll have it back.

Come along ; let's go and see where it comes

from."

" Let's photograph this place first," said

Elfrida, " so as to know, you know." And

the Brownie clicked twice.

Then they retraced their steps beside the

stream and round two sides of the moat

and across the field to Arden Knoll, and

there â�� oh, wonderful to see ! â�� the stream

came straight out of the Knoll at the part

where it joined on to the rest of the world

â��came out under a rough, low arch of stone

that lay close against the very lip of the

water.

"So that's where it came from and that's

where it goes to," said Elfrida. " I wonder

what became of it, and why it isn't at Arden

now ? "

" We'll bring it back," said Edred, firmly.

" When we find the treasure."
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And again the Brownie clicked.

"And we'll make the castle like it is now,"

said Elfrida. " Come on ; let's photograph it."

So they went back, and they photographed

the castle. They photographed it from the

north and the south

and the east and th

west, and the north

east and the south

east, and the north

'the stream came out under a rough, low arch ok stone."

north-westâ��and all the rest of the points

of the compass that I could easily tell you

if I liked; but why be wearisome and

instructive ?

And they went back across the hollow-

echoing drawbridge, and past the soldier,

who had now polished his helmet to his

complete satisfaction and was wearing it.

There was a brief and ardent conference

on the drawbridge; the subject of it, break-

fast. Edred wanted to stay; he was curious

to see what sort of breakfast people had

in the country in James the First's time.

Elfrida wanted to get back to 1908, and the

certainty of eggs and bacon.

" If we stay here we shall only be

dragged into some new adventure," she

urged ; " I know we shall. 1 never in

my life knew such a place as history for

adventures to happen in. And I'm tired,

besides. Oh, Edred, do come along."

" I believe it's ducks," said Edred, and he

sniffed questioningly; "it smells like onion

stuffing."

" Stuff and nonsense," said Elfrida ; " that's

for dinner, most likely. I expect breakfast

for us would be bread and water. You'd find

we'd done something wrong, as likely as not.

Oh, come along, do, before we get punished

for it. Besides, don't you want to know

Vol. xxxvi.â��45

whether what Cousin Richard said about the

cricket was right ? "

"Well, yes," said Edred, "and we can

always come back here, can't we?"

" Of course we can," Elfrida said, eagerly.

" Oh, come on."

So they climbed up to the twisty-twiny,

corkscrew staircase, and found the door of

the room where they had slept under the

wonderful white coverlets that now were

coats. Then they stood still and looked at

each other, with a sudden shock.

" How are we to get back ? " was the un-

spoken question that trembled on each lip.

The magic white coats cuddled close

round their necks. There was, somehow,

comfort and confidence in the soft, friendly

touch of that magic fur. When you are

wearing that sort of coat, it is quite impos-

sible to feel that everything will not come

perfectly right the moment you really,

earnestly, and thoroughly wish that it should

come right.

"Our clothes," said Elfrida.

" Oh, yes, of course," said Edred ; " I was

forgetting."

" You may as well go on forgetting," said

his sister, " because the clothes aren't here.

They're the other side of that twisty-twiny,

inside-out, upside-down shakiness that turned
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the attic into the tower. I suppose the tower

would turn back into the attic if we could

only start that shaky upside-downness going

â��wrong way before, you know."

" I suppose it would," said Edred, stopping

short, with his fingers between the buttons

of his doublet. " Halloa ! What's this ? "

He pulled out a folded paper.

" It's the thing about cricket that Cousin

Richard gave you. Don't bother about that

now. I want to get back. I suppose we

ought to make some poetry."

But Edred pulled out the paper and

unfolded it.

" It might vanish, you know," he said, "or

get stuck here, and when we got home we

should find it gone when we came to look

for it. Let's just see what he says Kent did

make.'

He straightened out the paper, looked at

it, looked again, and held it out with a

sudden arm's-length gesture.

" Look at that," he said. " If that's true,

Richard has dreamed our times, and no

mistake. And, what's more, he's brought

things back here out of our times."

Elfrida took the paper and looked at it,

and her mouth dropped open. " If it's

true ? " said she. " But it must be true ! "

The paper almost fell from her hand, for it

was a bill from Gamage's for three ships'

guns, a compass, and a half-dozen flagsâ��and

the bill was made out to Mr. R. D. Arden,

117, Laurie Grove, New Cross, London,

S.E. On the other side was the pencilled

record of the runs made by Kent the

previous Thursday.

" I say," said Elfrida, and was going on to

say I don't know what clever and interesting

things, when she felt the fur coat creep and

wriggle all through its soft length, and along

its soft width, and no wriggle that ever was

wriggled expressed so completely " Danger !

danger ! danger ! You'd better get off while

you can, while you can." A quite violent

ruffling of the fur round the neck of her

coat said, as plain as it could speak, " Don't

stop to jaw. Go nowâ��nowâ��now! "

When you say a lady is a " true daughter

of Eve " you mean that she is inquisitive.

Elfrida was enough Eve's daughter to scurry

to the window and look out.

A thrill ran right down her backbone and

ended in an empty feeling at the ends of her

fingers and feet.

" Soldiers ! " she cried. " And they're

after usâ��I know they are."

The fur coat knew it, too, if knowledge

can be expressed by wriggling.

"Oh, and they're pulling up the draw-

bridge! What for?" said Edred, who had

come to the window, too. " And, I say,

doesn't the portcullis look guillotinish when

it comes down like that ? "

Through the window one looked straight

down on to the drawbridge, and as the tower

stuck out beyond the gate, its side window

gave an excellent view of the slowly-descend-

ing portcullis.

" I say," said Elfrida ; " my fluffy coat

says go. Doesn't yours ? "

" It would if I'd listen to it," said Edred,

carelessly.

The soldiers were quite near nowâ��so near

that Elfrida could see how fierce they looked.

And she knew that they were the same

soldiers who had hammered so loud and so

hard at the door of Arden House, in Soho.

They must have ridden all night. So she

screwed her mind up to make poetry, just as

you screw your muscles up to jump a gate or

run a hundred yards. And almost before she

knew that she was screwing it up at all the

screw had acted and she had screwed out a

piece of Mouldiwarp poetry and was saying

it aloud : â��

Dear Mouldiwarp, since Cousin Dick

Buys his beautiful flags from Gamage's,

Take us away, and take us quick.

Before the soldiers do us any damages.

And the moment she had said it, the white

magic coats grew up and grew down and

wrapped the children up as tight and as soft

as ever a silkworm wrapped itself when it was

tired of being a silkworm and entered into

its cocoon, as the first step towards being a

person with wings.

Can you imagine what it would be like to

have lovely liquid sleep emptied on you by

the warm tubful ? That is what it felt like

inside the white wonderful cocoons. The

children knew that the tower was turning

wrong way up and inside out, but it didn't

matter a bit. Sleep was raining down on

them in magic showersâ��no, it was closing

on them, closer and closer, nearer and nearer,

soft, delicious layers of warm delight. A soft

humming sound was in their ears, like the

sound of bees when you push through a bed

of Canterbury bells, and the next thing that

happened was that they came out of the past

into the present with a sort of snap of light

and a twist of sound. It was like coming

out of a railway-tunnel into daylight.

The magic coverlet-coat-cocoons had even

saved them the trouble of changing into their

own clothes, for they found that the stiff,

heavy clothes had gone, and they were dressed
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in the little ordinary things that they had

always been used to.

"And now," said Elfnda, "let's have

another look at that Gamage paper, if it

hasn't disappeared. I expect it has though."

But it hadn't.

"I should like

to meet Dick

again," said Edred,

as they went

downstairs. He

was much the

jolliest boy I ever

met."

"Perhaps we

shall," Elfrida

said, hopefully.

" You see, he does

come into our

times. I expect

that New Cross

time he stayed

quite a long while,

like we did when

we went to Gun

powder Plot times

Or we might go back

there, a little later,

when the Gunpowder

Plot has all died

away and been for-

gotten."

" It isn't forgotten

yet" said Edred,

"and it's three hun-

dred years ago.

Now let's develop

our films ; Em not at

all sure about those

films. You see, we

took the films with

us, and of course

brought them back,

picture that's on the

we didn't take that with us.

I shouldn't be a bit surprised

if the films are all blank."

" It's very, very clever of you to think of

it," said Elfrida, respectfully ; "but I do hope

it's a perfectly silly idea of yours. Let's ask

Mrs. Honeysett if we may use the old room

she said used to be the still-room to develop

them in. It'll be a ripping dark-room when

the shutters are up."

" Course you may," said Mrs. Honeysett.

we ve

but the

films â��

" Yes; an' I'll carry you in a couple of pails

of water. The floor's stone; so it won't

matter if you do slop a bit. You pump,

my lord, and I'll hold the pails."

" Why was that part of the house let to go

all dirty and cob-

webby ?" asked

Elfrida, when the

hoarse voice of

the pump had

ceased to be heard.

" It's always

been so," said Mrs.

Honeysett. "I

couldn't take upon

me to clear up

without Miss

Edith's orders.

Not but what my

fingers itch to be

at it with a broom

and a scrubbing

brush."

"But whyV

Elfrida persisted.

" Oh, it's one

of them old,

ancient tales,"

said Mrs. Honey-

sett. "Old Neale

could tell you, if

anyone could."

" We'll go down

to old Neale's,"

said Edred,

decidedly, "as

soon as we've

developed our

pictures of the

castle â�� if there

are any pictures,"

he added.

" You never can

tell with them

photo, machines,

can you ?" said

Mrs. Honeysett,

sympathetically. " My husband's cousin's

wife was took, with all her family, by her own

back door, and when they come to wash out

the picture, it turned out they'd took the

next door people's water-butt by mistake,

owing to their billy-goat jogging the young

man's elbow that had got the camera.

And it wasn't a bit like any of them."

SHE CKIt.D

AFTER US.'

AND THEY HE

(To be con tinned.)
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WHICH FOOT IS

HE USING?

IAM sending

you ihe pic-

ture of a man kick-

ing a football,

thinking it may

amuse readers of

The Strand

Magazine to try

and discover

whether he is kick-

ing the ball with

his right or left

foot. â�� Mr. E. J.

Seddon, The

Seddons and

Arlidge Co., Ltd.,

Wellington Street,

Kettering.

HOME-MADE FOUNTAIN.

TO those who would like to add to the

attraction of their gardens a fountain such

as that shown in the photograph given above,

the following particulars will be of interest.

Hidden by the rockery is a foot-bath, the next

piece being a washing machine upside down, the

rim giving it a Corinthian style of architecture.

The long support is a shell of an ice-cream

freezer, surmounted by a cheese-box

lid, which supports a reversed chim-

ney-pot. The lid of the washing-

machine is thin, and is strengthened

underneath by the smaller lid of the

ice-cream freezer. The show-bowl at

top, with an incandescent gas-burner

to form the spray, completes the foun-

tain. Painted stone-colour, it can

scarcely be told from a substantial

stone-hewn fountain. It works from

the soft-water cistern close by, so I

do not have to pay an ornamental

water-rate. All these articles were

saved from the dust-heap, and none

of them were fit for their original use.

Killed with ferns and creeper the

fountain looks very well, and has

amply repaid me for the little trouble

it took to erect.â��Mr. Hollard Kclce,

Collesbrooke, 35, llaughlon Koad,

Birchfields, Birmingham.

RABBIT'S HEAD

AS CIGARETTE-

HOLDER.

I'1 II O U G II

curious cigar-

ette-holders are by

no means in-

common, the one

shown in the accom-

panying photograph

is something of a

novelty. It is made

from the head of a

rabbit, while a

rabbit - bone also

does duty as a

stem. â�� Bolak's

Fhoto. Agency, 10,

Bolt Court, Fleet

Street, E.C.
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AN ADDRESS PUZZLE.

HE mysterious characters shown above were cut from an envelope

sent to us by one of our customers, and represent the name

and address of this firm according to the Army Signalling Code.

Can any of your readers say exactly how it is worded ? â�� Edward

O'Brien, Ltd., Cycle Dealers, Coventry.

T
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FAMOUS RHYME REALIZE!*

IN this case ate shown all the characters, even

including the fly, figuring in the famous old

rhyme of "The Death of Cock Robin." Moreover,

with the exception of the cow, all are genuine speci-

mens, each one having been caught and stuffed by the

owner of the collection.â��Mr. T. Nicholls, Jun., 24,

Bridget Street, Rugby.

WHERE THE FIRST ENGLISH BALLOON FELL.

ABOUT four miles from Ware, in Hertfordshire,

may be seen a stone marking the spot where

the first Knglish balloon fell. It bears the following

curious inscription :â��

Let Posterity Know And Knowing be Astonished That

On the 15th Day of September 1784 Vincent Lunardi of Lucca

in Tuscany The 1st Aerial Traveller i:i Britain Mounting From

the Artillery Ground in London And Traversing the Regions of

the Air For Two Hours And Fifteen Minutes In this spot

Revisited the Earth On this Rude Monument For Ages be

Recorded That Wonderous Enterprise Successfully Atchieved

By power of Chem stry And the Fortitude of Man That

Improvement in Science Which The Great Author of all Know-

ledge Patronising by His Providence The Invention of Mankind

Hath Graciously Permitted To Their Benefit And To His Own

Eternal Glory.

This is a retranslation on metal, on the monument,

made by Mr. A. G. Puller in 1815.â��Mr. G. M.

llerford, St. Edmund's College, Old Hall Green,

Ware, Herts.

ANOTHER EXPERIMENT IN DYNAMICS.

IN the "Curiositits" in The Strand for May it

was stated that if a half-unrolled spool of thread

is placed on a table and the thread pulled horizontally

from the under side of it, the spool, contrary to

general expectation, will roll towards the hand.

In connection with this it is interesting to note that

if the cylinder is larger in diameter at the point

around which the thread is wound than it is at the

points on which it rolls, it will roll away from tht

hand when the thread is pulled. This experiment

can be tried by passing a pencil through a spool ami

resting the ends of it on two books as in the illustra-

tion. Also, if the thread be drawn from the under

side o(&/ull spool resting on a flat surface the spool

will not move in either direction. I was led to these

conclusions, which I afterwards verified, by trying, in

the case of the half-unrolled spool mentioned in the

May Strand, to calculate the ratio between the rate

of the spool and that of the hand, as the hand pulled

the thread. This makes a very interesting little

problem. â�� Mr. J. Courtland Knowles, 2, Angell

Street, Providence, R.I., U.S.A.
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A BIG CATCH.

WHILE " dragging" for cables in West Indian

waters we caught this shark, and as it was

being hauled up I held the camera vertically and

inverted in order to get a good picture of the terrible

teeth and jaws. When hauled on board the shark

was measured, and found to be seven feet nine inches

long.â��Mr. R. II. Riddle, 33, Ayresome Street,

Middlesbrough.

HOW THE SPHINX BIRD OUTWITS THE SNAKE.

THIS photograph shows the curious nest of the

sphinx bird, which is usually suspended from

the branch of a tree or bush, usually over water.

Apart from the marvellous structureâ��which

consists of a ball-like chamber with a passage

leading up to it, woven from very tough fibresâ��

the reason for this is very interesting. Where

these birds breed there are many snakes which

eat eggs and young birds, and if the nest was

like our Knglish ones it would l>e an easy matter

for the snakes to rob them, so the sphinx bird

has adopted a plan of architecture which defies

them, as it is clearly impossible for the snake

to get sufficient purchase'on the loose hanging

nest and to reach the eggs, having no means

of support such as claws to enable it to secure

a hold on the structure, and thus effect an

entrance.â��Mr. A. lv. Lawson, 152, Stamford

Park Road, Altrincham.

AN ELOQUENT ADVERTISEMENT.

AS a specimen of English as written in

Japan I think you will find this example

difficult to beat. It is taken from the cata-

logue of a manufacturer of fire-proof safes in

Tokio.â��Mr. K. Maki, 6, Yainashitacho, Yoko-

hama, Japan.

The merits of machine to join character.

The machine to join character of a safe can do to open shut

to join turn round left right the character, if it is number hundred

men in a house, there can nor open leaf of a door except of a

man to employ how to be bestow contrivacce that men is not

affect for a safe, if can mistake to hand other and to be bestow

for a bad plan, it can not to reach a hope for machin of the

character, and if man have number hundred of safes, that is not

in a way to join the machine, so it is wholly difference, further

if it is to be manufactured number ten thousand to the key and

the lock, there is wholly difference to resemble for one, so that

have not a fear to be manufactured fellow key for a lock, and

a character machine is to be scattered for a key and lock, so if

a man to let alone a key from a safe, it can not open leaf of a

door for can not to join the character and if It is to down lock

and to be join a character machine, can not open leaf of a door,

only a key and a lock if it have not the machine to join a

character, as obovc that is not a fear to use for a follow key,

so rightness for a door will to guarantee for complete.

But the way of negotiable to open shut for a safe will give

a writing to explain to know easily that, so the men of long

road can liberty negotiable by writing to explain of a little to

order.

The inside of safe as a drawing is to be make by a large

leaved tree a shelf and a box, but there will make to meet like

for convenience of a use, if the safe of my shop is not merits for

calamity or loss from a fire, my shop will garnt a proof of

security to pay fine for the price of t^ood sold.
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MORE REVERSIBLE WORDS.

SEKING the reversible word

"chump" among your "Curi-

osities," I am sending you a name,

" W. H. Hill," which, when written

in the style shown, reads the same

when reversed. Surely this is the

only name possessing so convenient a

peculiarity.â��Mr. B. R. Bligh, 2, Por-

chester Mews, Bays-

water, W.

In writing the

word " Bet" so that

it reads the same

when upside down,

I have simply written the letter B twiceâ��once with

the paper inverted. Three letters and one word are

thus twice repeated. Possibly B is the only letter of

the alphabet that will produce such an interesting

anomaly. I also send you five more examples of

reversible words. â�� Mr. Clarence Williams, 216,

Bright Street, Carbrook, Sheffield.

A MAGICAL PROBLEM.

IT was recently my pleasure to witness one of the

cleverest illusions that I have ever come across.

I give herewith a description and explanation of the

trick for the benefit of readers

of The Strand Magazine.

On a table in the centre of the

stage, in front of a dark back

ground, stands an ancient

statue. The illusionist appears

and, demonstrating its perfect

solidity, replaces it as shown

in Fig. 1. He then delivers

a short oration on the power

of ancient deities to vanish at

will, then suddenly producing

a revolver he fires at the statue,

which instantly vanishes into

thin space. The illusion is

rendered nearly miraculous by

the fact that the table-top is

not two inches deep and that

the solitary leg can, by reason

of its thinness, have nothing

to do with the vanishing.

Reference, however, to the

diagram will make things

I clearer. A solid block of wood,

A, is let into the table-top,

but this can be pulled hack by the

thread D about half an inch. This

thread is passed to an assistant behind

the scenes. The block has in its side

two holes B, B, into which are inserted

two wires attached to a screen X. This

screen, which is of the same material

as the background, is normally forced

up at right angles to the table by two

springs, C, C. Now-

all will be clear. The

performer replaces

the statue on A ;

the assistant, the

moment he hears

the pistol, pulls the thread, drawing back A,

which, by releasing the wires, lets the screen fly up,

effectually concealing the statue. Being of the same

material as the background, it is, of course, invisible.

The performer bows, the curtain falls 1â��Mr. T. P. C.

Sewell, Godolphin House, Eton College, Windsor.

CURIOUS CHILIAN CUSTOM.

TSEND you a photograph taken just liefore the

observance of the curious custom known as

"The Burning of Judas Iscariot." The custom is an

annual one, and was carried out here this year at

ten o'clock in the morning of Easter Sunday.â��Mr.

William B. Bateson, Antofagasta, Chile.
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SOLUTION TO LAST MONTH'S CHESS PROBLEM.

THE above is the solution to Mr. J. Wallis's

problem in the last number, which was to

make a tour of the chess board with alternate moves

of a knight and a bishop. They leave the bishop's

square together and make first a knight's move and

then a bishop's move, and so on, alternately. On

the sixty-fourth move they arrive at the square from

which they started, having stopped on every square

on the way.

By taking alternate moves of a knight and a rook,

it is possible not only to make the tour of the board,

but to obtain so symmetrical an arrangement that the

numbers of the moves, when added by columns, lines,

or diagonals, give the same sum. In other words, a

chess tour is combined with a magic squareâ��two

puzzles in one. Solution by Mr. J. Wallis will be

given in the next month's Strand Magazi.nk.

Jo hi nchaoooeI

- V4C ARorRoTHS

TORNE0Y.E0

â�¦ NANNO -

16,-30

AN OAStAM

SoYqVSHALL

â�� BE

T

CAN YOU READ THIS INSCRIPTION?

THE picture of this gravestone may be of interest

to your leaders. It is fixed against the church-

yard wall at Kothstorne (modern spelling, Koslherne),

Cheshire, and on the first glance appears undecipher-

able. Upon further examination, however, the

writing is comparatively easy to read, thus : "John

Chadocke, Vicar of Kothstorne, Dyed in Anno. 1630.

And as I am so you shall lie." The peculiar

formation of some of the letters is of interest. Kor

clearness the drawing I send serves better than a

photograph.â��Mr. W. Freeman Cooper, 17, Mortimer

Street, London, W.

MADE OF MACARONI.

HERE is a photograph of a quaint little toy made

by the "wily Chinee" out of the common

tape or flat macaroni, although in appearance it

would be easily mistaken for a wax model. By

twirling the supporting little stick of cane between

the fingers, the arms revolve with rapidity, and as

each hand holds a dagger a very ludicrous stabbing

action is produced. The figure, which is only three

inches in height, is painted with those gay colours

beloved by all Asiatics, and was purchased for the

very modest sum of an English penny. â�� Mr. H. W.

Haines, 23, Hampton Place, Brighton.

HOW OUR EYES DECEIVE US.

WHILE working out a problem recently I was

deceived by the accompanying optical illusion.

I never dreamt that the line A â�� V could be equal to the

line Aâ��X until, after some figures, I actually tested

them with the compass, when to my surprise I found

that such was the case.â��Mr. Alex. Blades, Les

Charmettes, Lausanne, Switzerland.
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II.

â�� The Ti^er of San Pedro.

dark house,

coloured sky.

COLD and melancholy walk

of a couple of miles brought us

to a high wooden gate which

opened into a gloomy avenue

of chestnuts. The curved and

shadowed drive led us to a low,

pitch - black against a slate-

From the front window upon

the left of the door there peeped the glimmer

of a feeble light.

"There's a constable in possession," said

Baynes. " I'll knock at the window." He

stepped across the grass plot and tapped with

his hand on the pane. Through the fogged

glass I dimly saw a man spring up from a

chair beside the fire, and heard a sharp cry

from within the room. An instant later a

white-faced, hard-breathing policeman had

opened the door, the candle wavering in his

trembling hand.

"What's the matter, Walters?" asked

Baynes, sharply.

The man mopped his forehead with his

handkerchief and gave a long sigh of relief.

" I am glad you have come, sir. It has

been a long evening, and I don't think my

nerve is as good as it was."

" Your nerve, Walters ? I should not have

thought you had a nerve in your body."

" Well, sir, it's this lonely, silent house and

the queer thing in the kitchen. Then, when

you tapped at the window I thought it had

come again."

" That what had come again?"

"The devil, sir, for all I know. It was at

the window."

"What was at the window, and when?"

" It was about two hours ago. The light

was just fading. I was sitting reading in the

chair. I don't know what made me look up,

but there was a face looking in at me through

Vol. xxxvi.â��46. Copyright, 1908, by Arthur Conan

the lower pane. Lord, sir, what a face it

was ! I'll see it in my dreams."

" Tut, tut, Walters ! This is not talk for a

police-constable."

" I know, sir, I know ; but it shook me,

sir, and there is no use to deny it. It wasn't

black, sir, nor was it white, nor any colour

that 1 know, but a kind of queer shade like

clay with a splash of milk in it. Then there

was the size of itâ��it was twice yours, sir.

And the look of itâ��the great staring goggle

eyes, and the line of white teeth like a

hungry beast. I tell you, sir, I couldn't

move a finger, nor get my breath, till it

whisked away and was gone. Out I ran,

and through the shrubbery, but thank God

there was no one there."

" If I didn't know you were a good man,

Walters, I should out a black mark against

you for this. If it were the devil himself, a

constable on duty should never thank God

that he could not lay his hands upon him. I

suppose the whole thing is not a vision and a

touch of nerves ? "

" That at ltjast is very easily settled," said

Holmes, lighting his little pocket lantern.

" Yes," he reported, after a short examination

of the grass bed, " a number twelve shoe, I

should say. If he was all on the same scale as

his foot he must certainly have been a giant."

" What became of him ? "

" He seems to have broken through the

shrubbery and made for the road."

" Well," said the inspector, with a grave

and thoughtful face, " whoever he may have

been, and whatever he may have wanted, he's

gone for the present, and we have more

immediate things to attend to. Now, Mr.

Holmes, with your permission, I will show

you round the house."

The various bedrooms and sitting-rooms

Doyle, in the United States of America,
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THERE WAS A FACE

LOOKING IN AT ME

THROUGH THK LOWER

PANE."

had yielded nothing to a careful search.

Apparently the tenants had brought little or

nothing with them, and all the furniture

down to the smallest details had been taken

over with the house. A good deal of clothing

with the stamp of Marx and Co., High

Holborn, had been left behind. Telegraphic

inquiries had been already - made which

showed that Marx knew nothing of his cus-

tomer save that he was a good payer. Odds

and ends, some pipes, a few novels, two of

them in Spanish, an old-fashioned pinfirc

revolver, and a guitar were amongst the

personal property.

" Nothing in all this," said Baynes,. stalk-

ing, candle in hand, from room to room.

" But now, Mr. Holmes, I invite your atten-

tion to the kitchen."

It was a gloomy, high-ceilinged room at

the back of the house, with a straw litter in

one corner, which served apparently as a bed

for the cook. The table was piled with half-

eaten dishes and dirty plates, the debris of

last night's dinner.

" Look at this,"

said Baynes.

" What do you

make of it ? "

He held up his

candle before an

e x t raord i n ary

object which stood

at the back of the

dresser. It was so

wrinkled and

shrunken and

withered that it

was difficult to say

what it might have

been. One could

but say that it

was black and

leathery, and that

it bore some

resemblance to a

dwarfish human

figure. At first, as

1 examined it, I

thought that it

was a mummified

negro baby, and

then it seemed a

very twisted and

ancient monkey.

Finally, I was left

in doubt as to

whether it was

animal or human.

A double band of

white shells was strung round the centre of it.

"Very interesting â�� very interesting in-

deed !" said Holmes, peering at this sinister

relic. " Anything more ? "

In silence Baynes led the way to the sink

and held forward his candle. The limbs and

body of some large white bird, torn savagely

to pieces with the feathers still on, were

littered all over it. Holmes pointed to the

wattles on the severed head.

" A white cock," said he ; " most interest-

ing ! It is really a very curious case."

But Mr. Baynes had kept his most sinister

exhibit to the last. From under the sink he

drew a zinc pail which contained a quantity

of blood. Then from the table he took a platter

heaped with small pieces of charred bone.

"Something has been killed and some-

thing has been burned. We raked all these

out of the fire. We had a doctor in this

morning. He says that they are not human."

Holmes smiled and rubbed his hands.

" I must congratulate you, inspector, on

handling so distinctive and instructive a case.
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Your powers, if I may say so without offence,

seem superior to your opportunities."

Inspector Baynes's small eyes twinkled with

pleasure.

" You're right, Mr. Holmes. We stagnate

in the provinces. A case of this sort gives a

man a chance, and I hope that I shall take it.

What do you make of these bones ? "

" A lamb, I should say, or a kid."

" And the white cock ? "

" Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I

should say almost unique."

" Yes, sir, there must have been some very

strange people with some very strange ways

in this house. One of them is dead. Did

his companions follow him and kill him? If

they did we should have them, for

every port is watched. But my

own views are different. Yes, sir,

my own views are very different,"

" You have a theory, then ? "

"And I'll work

it myself, Mr.

Holmes. It's only

due to my own credit to do so. Your name

is made, but I have still to make mine. I

should be glad to be able to say afterwards

that I had solved it without your help."

Holmes laughed good-humouredly.

" Well, well, inspector," said he. " Do you

follow your path and I will follow mine. My

results are always very much at your service

if you care to apply to me for them. I

think that I have seen all that I wish in

this house, and that my time may be more

profitably employed elsewhere. Au revoir

and good luck ! "

I could tell by numerous subtle signs,

which might have been lost upon anyone

but myself, that Holmes was on a hot scent.

m

" FKOM UNDER THE SUiK Hfc DKEW A ZINC PAIL."
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As impassive as ever to the casual observer,

there were none the less a subdued eager-

ness and a suggestion of tension in his

brightened eyes and brisker manner which

assured me that the game was afoot. After

his habit he said nothing, and after mine I

asked no questions. Sufficient for me to

share the sport and lend my humble help to

the capture without distracting that intent

brain with needless interruption. All would

come round to me in due time.

I waited, therefore â�� but, to my ever-

deepening disappointment, I waited in vain.

Day succeeded day, and my friend took no

step forward. One morning he spent in

town, and I learned ffTTm a casual reference

that he had visited the British Museum.

Save for this one excursion, he spent his

days in long, and often solitary, walks, or in

chatting with a number of village gossips

whose acquaintance he had cultivated.

" I'm sure, Watson, a week in the country

will be invaluable to you," he remarked.

" It is very pleasant to see the first green

shoots upon the hedges and the catkins on

the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin

box, and an elementary book on botany, there

are instructive days to be spent." He prowled

about with this equipment himself, but it was

a poor show of plants which he would bring

back of an evening.

Occasionally in our rambles we came across

Inspector Baynes. His fat, red face wreathed

itself in smiles and his small eyes glittered

as he greeted my companion. He said little

about the case, but from that little we gathered

that he also was not dissatisfied at the course

of events. I must admit, however, that I was

somewhat surprised when, some five days

after the crime, I opened my morning paper

to find in large letters :â��

" The Oxshott Mystery.

A Solution.

Arrest of Supposed Assassin."

Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had

been stung when I read the head-lines.

" By Jove ! " he cried. " You don't mean

that Baynes has got him ? "

"Apparently," said I, as I read the

following report:â��

" Great excitement was caused in Esher

and the neighbouring district when it was

learned late last night that an arrest had

been effected in connection with the Oxshott

murder. It will be remembered that Mr.

Garcia, of Wistaria Lodge, was found dead

on Oxshott Common, his body showing

signs of extreme violence, and that on the

same night his servant and his cook fled,

which appeared to show their participation

in the crime. It was suggested, but never

proved, that the deceased gentleman may

have had valuables in the house, and that

their abstraction was the motive of the crime.

Every effort was made by Inspector Baynes,

who has the case in hand, to ascertain the

hiding-place of the fugitives, and he had good

reason to believe that they had not gone far,

but were lurking in some retreat which had

been already prepared. It was certain from

the first, however, that they would eventually

be detected, as the cook, from the evidence

of one or two tradespeople who have caught

a glimpse of him through the window, was a

man of most remarkable appearanceâ��being

a huge and hideous mulatto, with yellowish

features of a pronounced negroid type. This

man has been seen since the crime, for he

was detected and pursued by Constable

Walters on the same evening, when he had

the audacity to revisit Wistaria Lodge. In-

spector Baynes, considering that such a visit

must have some purpose in view, and was

likely therefore to be repeated, abandoned

the house, but left an ambuscade in the

shrubbery. The man walked into the trap,

and was captured last night after a struggle,

in which Constable Downing was badly

bitten by the savage. We understand that

when the prisoner is brought before the

magistrates a remand will be applied for by

the police, and that great developments are

hoped from his capture."

" Really we must see Baynes at once,"

cried Holmes, picking up his hat. " We will

just catch him before he starts." We hurried

down the village street and found, as we

had expected, that the inspector was just

leaving his lodgings.

" You've seen the paper, Mr. Holmes ? "

he asked, holding one out to us.

" Yes, Baynes, I've seen it. Pray don't

think it a liberty if I give you a word of

friendly warning."

"Of warning, Mr. Holmes?"

" I have looked into this case with some

care, and I am not convinced that you are on

the right lines. I don't want you to commit

yourself too far, unless you are sure."

"You're very kind, Mr. Holmes."

" I assure you I speak for your good."

It seemed to me that something like a wink

quivered for an instant over one of Mr.

Baynes's tiny eyes.

" We agreed to work on our own lines, Mr.

Holmes. That's what I am doing."

" Oh, very good," said Holmes. " Don't

blame me,"
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"No, sir; I

believe you mean

well by me. But

we all have our

own systems, Mr.

Holmes. You

have yours, and

maybe I have

mine."

" Let us say no

more about it."

"You're wel-

come always to

my news. This

fellow is a perfect

savage, as strong

as a cart-horse and

as fierce as the

devil. He chewed

Downing's thumb

nearly off before

they could master

him. He hardly

speaks a word of

English, and we

can get nothing

out of him but

grunts."

"And you think

you have evidence

that he murdered

his late master ? "

" I didn't say so,

Mr. Holmes ; I

didn't say so. We

all have our little

ways. You try

yours and I will

try mine. That's

the agreement."

Holmes shrug-

ged his shoulders

as we walked away together. " I can't make

the man out. He seems to be riding for a

fall. Well, as he says, we must each try our

own way and see what comes of it. But

there's something in Inspector Baynes which

I can't quite understand."

"Just sit down in that chair, Watson," said

Sherlock Holmes, when we had returned to

our apartment at the Bull. " I want to put

you in touch with the situation, as I may

need your help to-night. me show you

the evolution of this case, so far as I have

been able to follow it. Simple as it has been

in its leading features, it has none the less

presented surprising difficulties in the way of

an arrest. There are gaps in that direction

which we have still to fill.

AS

THE MAN WALKED INTO THE TRAP AND WAS CAPTURED.

" We will go back to the note which was

handed in to Garcia upon the evening of his

death. We may put aside this idea of

Baynes's that (iarcia's servants were concerned

in the matter. The proof of this lies in the

fact that it was he who had arranged for the

presence of Scott Eccles, which could only

have been done for the purpose of an alibi.

It was Garcia, then, who had an enterprise,

and apparently a criminal enterprise, in hand

that night, in the course of which he met his

death. I say criminal because only a man

with a criminal enterprise desires to establish

an alibi. Who, then, is most likely to have

taken his life ? Surely the person against

whom the criminal enterprise was directed. So

far it seems to me that we are on safe ground.
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" We can now see a reason for the

disappearance of Garcia's household. They

were all confederates in the same unknown

crime. If it came off then Garcia returned,

any possible suspicion would be warded off

by the Englishman's evidence, and all would

be well. But the attempt was a dangerous

one, and if Garcia did not return by a certain

hour it was probable that his own life had

been sacrificed. It had been arranged, there-

fore, that in such a case his two subordinates

were to make for some prearranged spot,

where they could escape investigation and

be in a position afterwards to renew their

attempt. That would fully explain the facts,

would it not?"

The whole inexplicable tangle seemed to

straighten out before me. I wondered, as I

always did, how it had not been obvious to

me before.

" But why should one servant return ? "

" We can imagine that, in the confusion of

flight, something precious, something which

he could not bear to part with, had been left

behind. That would explain his persistence,

would it not ? "

" Well, what is the next step ? "

" The next step is the note received by

Garcia at the dinner. It indicates a con-

federate at the other end. Now, where was

the other end ? I have already shown you

that it could only lie in some large house,

and that the number of large houses is

limited. My first days in this village were

devoted to a series of walks, in which in the

intervals of my botanical researches I made

a reconnaissance of all the large houses and

an examination of the family history of the

occupants. One house, and only one,

riveted my attention. It is the famous old

Jacobean grange of High Gable, one mile on

the farther side of Oxshott, and less than

half a mile from the scene of the tragedy.

The other mansions belonged to prosaic and

respectable people who live far aloof from

romance. But Mr. Henderson, of High Gable,

was by all accounts a curious man, to whom

curious adventures might befall. I concen-

trated my attention, therefore, upon him and

his household.

" A singular set of people, Watsonâ��the

man himself the most singular of them all.

I managed to see him on a plausible pretext,

but I seemed to read in his dark, deep-set,

brooding eyes that he was perfectly aware of

my true business. He is a man of fifty,

strong, active, with iron-grey hair, great

bunched black eyebrows, the step of a deer,

and the air of an emperorâ��a fierce, master-

ful man, with a red hot spirit behind his

parchment face. He is either a foreigner

or has lived long in the Tropics, for he is

yellow and sapless, but tough as whipcord.

His friend and secretary, Mr. Lucas, is

undoubtedly a foreigner, chocolate brown,

wily, suave, and cat-like, with a poisonous

gentleness of speech. You see, Watson, we

have come already upon two sets of foreigners

â�� one at Wistaria Lodge and one at High

Gableâ��so our gaps are beginning to close.

" These two men, close and confidential

friends, are the centre of the household ; but

there is one other person, who for our

immediate purpose may be even more import-

ant. Henderson has two childrenâ��girls of

eleven and thirteen. Their governess is a

Miss Burnet, an Englishwoman of forty or

thereabouts. There is also one confidential

man-servant. This little group forms the

real family, for they travel about together,

and Henderson is a great traveller, always on

the move. It is only within the last few

weeks that he has returned, after a year's

absence, to High Gable. I may add that he

is enormously rich, and whatever his whims

may be he can very easily satisfy them. For

the rest, his house is full of butlers, footmen,

maid-servants, and the usual overfed, under-

worked staff of a large English country-house.

" So much I learned partly from village

gossip and partly from my own observation.

There are no better instruments than dis-

charged servants with a grievance, and I was

lucky enough to find one. I call it luck, but

it would not have come my way had I not

been looking out for it. As Baynes remarks,

we all have our systems. It was my system

which enabled me to find John Warner,

late gardener of High Gable, sacked in a

moment of temper by his imperious employer.

He in turn had friends among the indoor

servants, who unite in their fear and dislike

of their master. So I had my key to the

secrets of the establishment.

" Curious people, Watson ! I don't pre-

tend to understand it all yet, but very curious

people anyway. It's a double-winged house,

and the servants live on one side, the family

on the other. There's no link between the

two save for Henderson's own servant, who

serves the family's meals. Everything is

carried to a certain door, which forms the one

connection. Governess and children hardly

go out at all, except into the garden. Hender-

son never by any chance walks alone. His

dark secretary is like his shadow. The

gossip among the servants is that their

master is terribly afraid of something. 'Sold
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his soul to the devil in exchange for money,'

says Warner, 'and expects his creditor to

come up and claim his own.' Where they

came from or who they are nobody has

an idea. They are very violent. Twice

Henderson has lashed at folk with his dog-

whip, and only his long purse and heavy

compensation have kept him out of the

courts.

" Well, now, Watson, let us judge the

situation by this new information. We may

take it that the letter came out of this

strange household, and was an invitation to

Garcia to carry out some attempt which had

already been planned. Who wrote the note?

It was someone within the citadel, and it

was a woman. Who, then, but Miss Burnet,

the governess ? All our reasoning seems to

point that way. At any rate, we may take it

as a hypothesis, and see what consequences

it would entail. I may add that Miss

Burnet's age and character make it certain

that my first idea that there might be a love

interest in our story is out of the question.

" If she wrote the note she was pre-

sumably the friend and confederate of

Garcia. What, then, might she be expected

to do if she heard of his death ? If he met

it in some nefarious enterprise her lips might

be sealed. Still, in her heart she must

retain bitterness and hatred against those

who had killed him, and would presumably

help so far as she could to have revenge

upon them. Could we see her, then, and

try to use her ? That was my first thought.

But now we come to a sinister fact. Miss

Burnet has not been seen by any human eye

since the night of the murder. From that

evening she has utterly vanished. Is she

alive? Has she perhaps met her end on the

same night as the friend whom she had

summoned ? Or is she merely a prisoner ?

There is the point which we still have to

decide.

"You will appreciate the difficulty of the

situation, Watson. There is nothing upon

which we can apply for a warrant. Our

whole scheme might seem fantastic if laid

before a magistrate. The woman's dis-

appearance counts for nothing, since in that

extraordinary household any member of it

might be invisible for a week. And yet she

may at the present moment be in danger of

her life. All I can do is to watch the house

and leave my agent, Warner, on guard at

the gates. We can't let such a situation

continue. If the law can do nothing we

must take the risk ourselves."

" What do you suggest?"

Vol. xxxvLâ��47.

" I know which is her room. It is acces-

sible from the top of an outhouse. My

suggestion is that you and I go to-night and

see if we can strike at the very heart of the

mystery."

It was not, I must confess, a very alluring

prospect. The old house with its atmo-

sphere of murder, the singular and formidable

inhabitants, the unknown dangers of the

approach, and the fact that we were putting

ourselves legally in a false position, all

combined to damp my ardour. But there

was something in the ice-cold reasoning of

Holmes which made it impossible to shrink

from any adventure which he might recom-

mend. One knew that thus, and only thus,

could a solution be found. I clasped his

hand in silence, and the die was cast.

But it was not destined that our investiga-

tion should have so adventurous an ending.

It was about five o'clock, and the shadows of

the March evening were beginning to fall,

when an excited rustic rushed into our room.

" They've gone, Mr. Holmes. They went

by the last train. The lady broke away, and

I've got her in a cab downstairs."

" Excellent, Warner!" cried Holmes,

springing to his feet. " Watson, the gaps are

closing rapidly."

In the cab was a woman, half-collapsed

from nervous exhaustion. She bore upon

her aquiline and emaciated face the traces of

some recent tragedy. Her head hung list-

lessly upon her breast, but as she raised it

and turned her dull eyes upon us I saw that

her pupils were dark dots in the centre of

the broad grey iris. She was drugged with

opium.

" I watched at the gate, same as you

advised, Mr. Holmes," said our emissary, the

discharged gardener. " When the carriage

came out I followed it to the station. She

was like one walking in her sleep ; but when

they tried to get her into the train she came

to life and struggled. They pashed her into

the carriage. She fought her way out again.

I took her part, got her into a cab, and here

we are. I sha'n't forget the face at the car-

riage window as I led her away. I'd have a

short life if he had his wayâ��the black-eyed,

scowling yellow devil."

We carried her upstairs, laid her on the

sofa, and a couple of cups of the strongest

coffee soon cleared her brain from the mists

of the drug. Baynes had been summoned

by Holmes, and the situation rapidly explained

to him.

" Why, sir, you've got me the very evidence

I want," said the inspector, warmly, shaking
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my friend by the hand. " I was on the same

scent as you from the first."

" What ! You were after Henderson? "

" Why, Mr. Holmes, when you were crawl-

ing in the shrubbery at High Gable I was up

one of the trees in the plantation and saw

you down below. It was just who would get

his evidence first."

" Then why did you arrest the mulatto ? "

Baynes chuckled.

" I was sure Henderson, as he calls himself,

felt that he was suspected, and that he would

lie low and make no move so long as he

thought he was in any danger. I arrested

the wrong man to make him believe that our

eyes were off him. I knew he would be

likely to clear off then and give us a chance

of getting at Miss Burnet."

Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector's

shoulder.

"You will rise

high in your pro-

fession. You have

instinct and intui-

tion," said he.

Baynes flushed

with pleasure.

" I've had a plain-

clothes man waiting

at the station all the

week. Wherever the

High Gable folk go

he will keep them in

sight. But he must

have been hard put to

it when Miss Burnet

broke away. How-

ever, your man

picked her up, and

it all ends well. We

can't arrest without

her evidence, that is

clear, so the sooner

We get a statement

the better."

" Every minute

she gets stronger,"

said Holmes,

glancing at the

governess. "But

tell me, Baynes, who

is this man Hender-

son ? "

"Henderson," the

inspector answered,

"is Don Murillo,

once called the

Tiger of San Pedro."

The Tiger of San

Pedro ! The whole history of the man came

back to me in a flash. He had made his

name as the most lewd and bloodthirsty

tyrant that had ever governed any country

with a pretence to civilization. Strong, fearless,

and energetic, he had sufficient virtue toenable

him to impose his odious vices upon a cower-

ing people for ten or twelve years. His name'

was a terror through all Central America.

At the end of that time there was a universal

rising against him. But he was as cunning

as he was cruel, and at the first whisper of

coming trouble he had secretly conveyed his

treasures aboard a ship which was manned

by devoted adherents. It was an empty

palace which was stormed by the insurgents

next day. The Dictator, his two children,

his secretary, and his wealth had all escaped

them. From that moment he had vanished

from the world, and his identity had been a
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frequent subject for comment in the European

Press.

"Yes, sir; Don Murillo, the Tiger of San

Pedro," said Baynes. " If you look it up

you will find that the San Pedro colours are

green and white, same as in the note, Mr.

Holmes. Henderson he called himself, but

I traced him back, Paris and Rome and

Madrid to Barcelona, where his ship came in

in '86. They've been looking for him all the

time for their revenge, but it is only now that

they have begun to find him out."

" They discovered him a year ago," said

Miss Burnet, who had sat up and was now

intently following the conversation. " Once

already his life has been attempted; but

some evil spirit shielded him. Now, again,

it is the noble, chivalrous Garcia who has

fallen, while the monster goes safe. But

another will come, and yet another, until

some day justice will be done; that is as

certain as the rise of to-morrow's sun." Her

thin hands clenched, and her worn face

blanched with the passion of her hatred.

"But how come you into this matter, Miss

Burnet ? " asked Holmes. " How can an

English lady join in such a murderous

affair ? "

" I join in it because there is no other way

in the world by which justice can be gained.

What does the law of England care for the

rivers of blood shed years ago in San Pedro,

or for the ship-load of treasure which this

man has stolen ? To you they are like

crimes committed in some other planet.

But we know. We have learned the truth in

sorrow and in suffering. To us there is no

fiend in hell like Juan Murillo, and no

peace in life while his victims still cry for

vengeance."

"No doubt," said Holmes, "hewas as you

say. I have heard that he was atrocious.

But how are you affected ? "

" I will tell you it all. This villain's policy

was to murder, on one pretext or another,

every man who showed such promise that he

might in time come to be a dangerous rival.

My husbandâ��yes, my real name is Signora

Victor Durando â�� was the San Pedro

Minister in London. He met me and

married me there. A nobler man never

lived upon earth. Unhappily, Murillo heard

of his excellence, recalled him on some pre-

text, and had him shot. With a premonition

of his fate he had refused to take me with

him. His estates were confiscated, and I was

left with a pittance and a broken heart.

"Then came the downfall of the tyrant.

He escaped as you have just described. But

the many whose lives he had ruined, whose

nearest and dearest had suffered torture and

death at his hands, would not let the matter

rest. They banded themselves into a

society which should never be dissolved

until the work was done. It was my part,

after we had discovered in the transformed

Henderson the fallen despot, to attach myself

to his household and keep the others in

touch with his movements. This I was able

to do by securing the position of governess

in his family. He little knew that the woman

who faced him at every meal was the woman

whose husband he had hurried at an hour's

notice into eternity. I smiled on him, did

my duty to his children, and bided my time.

An attempt was made in Paris, and failed.

We zigzagged swiftly here and there over

Europe, to throw off the pursuers, and finally

returned to this house, which he had taken

upon his first arrival in England.

" But here also the ministers of justice

were waiting. Knowing that he would return

there, Garcia, who is the son of the former

highest dignitary in San Pedro, was waiting

with two trusty companions of humble station,

all three fired with the same reasons for

revenge. He could do little during the day,

for Murillo took every precaution, and never

went out save with his satellite Lucas, or

Lopez as he was known in the days of his

greatness. At night, however, he slept alone,

and the avenger might find him. On a

certain evening, which had been prearranged,

I sent my friend final instructions, for the

man was for ever on the alert, and continu-

ally changed his room. I was to see that

the doors were open, and the signal of a

green or white light in a window which

faced the drive was to give notice if all

was safe, or if the attempt had better be

postponed.

" But everything went wrong with us. In

some way I had excited the suspicion of

Lopez, the secretary. He crept up behind

me, and sprang upon me just as I had

finished the note. He and his master dragged

me to my room, and held judgment upon me

as a convicted traitress. Then and there

they would have plunged their knives into

me, could they have seen how to escape the

consequences of the deed. Finally, after

much debate, they concluded that my murder

was too dangerous. But they determined to

get rid for ever of Garcia. They had gagged

me, and Murillo twisted my arm round until

I gave him the address. I swear that he

might have twisted it off had I under-

stood what it would mean to Garcia.
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HE AND HIS MASTER DRAGGED ME TO MV ROOM.

Lopez addressed the note which I had

written, sealed it with his sleeve link, and

sent it by the hand of the servant, Jose.

How they murdered him I do not know, save

that it was Murillo's hand who struck him

down, for Lopez had remained to guard me.

I believe he must have waited among the

gorse bushes through which the path winds

and struck him down as he passed. At first

they were of a mind to let him enter the

house and to kill him as a detected burglar;

but they argued that if they were mixed up

in an inquiry their own identity would at

once be publicly disclosed and they would

be open to further attacks. With the death

of Garcia the pursuit might cease, since

such a death might frighten others from the

task.

" All would now have been well for them

had it not been for my knowledge of what

they had done. I have no doubt that there

were times when my life hung in the balance.

I was confined to my room, terrorized by the

most horrible threats, cruelly ill-used to break

my spiritâ��see this stab on my shoulder and

the bruises from end to end of my armsâ��

and a gag was thrust into my mouth on the

one occasion when I tried to call from the

window. For five days this cruel imprison-

ment continued, with hardly enough food to

hold body and soul together. This after-

noon a good lunch was brought me, but
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the moment after I took it 1 knew that

I had been drugged. In a sort of dream I

remember being half-led, half-carried to the

carriage; in the same state I was conveyed

to the train. Only then, when the wheels

were almost moving, did I suddenly realize

that my liberty lay in my own hands. I

sprang out, they tried to drag me back, and

had it not been for the help of this good

man, who led me to the cab, I should never

have broken away. Now, thank God, I am

beyond their power for ever."

We had all listened intently to this remark-

able statement. It was Holmes who broke

the silence.

" Our difficulties are not over," he re-

marked, shaking his head. " Our police

work ends, but our legal work begins."

" Exactly," said I. " A plausible lawyer

could make it out as an act of self-defence.

There may be a hundred crimes in the hack-

ground, but it is only on this one that they

can be tried."

" Come, come," said Baynes, cheerily ; " I

think better of the law than that. Self-

defence is one thing. To entice a man in

cold blood with the object of murdering him

is another, whatever danger you may fear

from him. No, no; we shall all be justified

when we see the tenants of High Gable at

the next Guildford Assizes."

It is a matter of history, however, that a

little time was still to elapse before the Tiger

of San Pedro should meet with his deserts.

Wily and bold, he and his companion threw

their pursuer off their track by entering a

lodging-house in Edmonton Street and

leaving by the back-gate into Curzon Square.

From that day they were seen no more in

England. Some six months afterwards the

Marquess of Montalva and Signor Rulli, his

secretary, were both murdered in their rooms

at the Hotel Escurial at Madrid. The

crime was ascribed to Nihilism, and the

murderers were never arrested. Inspector

Baynes visited us at Baker Street with a

printed description of the dark face of the

secretary, and of the masterful features, the

magnetic black eyes, and the tufted brows

of his master. We could not doubt that

justice, if belated, had come at last.

" A chaotic case, my dear Watson," said

Holmes, over an evening pipe. " It will not

be possible for you to present it in that

compact form which is dear to your heart.

It covers two continents, concerns two groups

of mysterious persons, and is further com-

plicated by the highly respectable presence

of our friend Scott Eccles, whose inclusion

shows me that the deceased Garcia had a

scheming mind and a well-developed'instinct

of self-preservation. It is remarkable only

for the fact that amid a perfect jungle of

possibilities we, with our worthy collaborator

the inspector, have kept our close hold

on the essentials and so been guided

along the crooked and winding path. Is

there any point which is not quite clear to

you ? "

" The object of the mulatto cook's

return ? "

" I think that the strange creature in the

kitchen may account for it. The man was

a primitive savage from the backwoods of

San Pedro, and this was his fetish. When

his conipanjon and he had fled to son.e

prearranged retreatâ��already occupied, no

doubt, by a confederateâ��the companion

had persuaded him to leave so compromising

an article of furniture. But the mulatto's

heart was with it, and he was driven back to

it next day, when, on reconnoitring through

the window, he found policeman Walters in

possession. He waited three days longer,

and then his piety or his superstition drove

him to try once more. Inspector Baynes,

who, with his usual astuteness, had minimized

the incident before me, had really recognised

its importance, and had left a trap into which

the creature walked. Any other point,

Watson?"

"The torn bird, the pail of blood, the

charred bones, all the mystery of that weird

kitchen ? "

Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in

his note-book.

" I spent a morning in the British Museum

reading up that and other points. Here is a

quotation from Eckermann's 'Voodooism

and the Negroid Religions' : â��

"'The true Voodoo-worshipper attempts

nothing of importance without certain sacri-

fices which are intended to propitiute his

unclean gods. In extreme cases these rites

take the form of human sacrifices followed by

cannibalism. The more usual victims are a

white cock, which is plucked in pieces alive,

or a black goat, whose throat is cut and

body burned.'

" So you see our savage friend was very

orthodox in his ritual. It is grotesque,

Watson," Holmes added, as he slowly fastened

his note-book ; â�¢" but, as I have had occasion

to remark, there is but one step from the

grotesque to the horrible."
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IE had intended, on leaving

the Nile where it turns north-

wards at Mruli, to march

directly across to Hoima, on

the Albert Lake; and this

journey, by way of Masindi,

would have required four marches. But tales

of the beauty and wonder of the Murchison

Falls had captivated my mind, and before

embarking at Kakindu a new plan had been

resolved. Runners were sent back to the

telegraph-wire at Jinja, and thence a message

was flashed by Kampala to Hoima, directing

the flotilla which awaited us there to steam

to the north end of the Albert and meet

us at the foot of the Murchison Falls at

Fajao. Thither we were now to proceed by

five marchesâ��two to Masindi and three more

turning northward to the Nile.

The road from Mruli consists of a sort

of embanked track through low-lying and

desolate scrub and jungle. The heavy black

cotton soil, cracked and granulated by the

heat, offered at this time a hardened if uneven

surface to the bicycle ; but in the rains such

paths must become utterly impassable. As

one advances westward the country improves

rapidly in aspect. The dismal flats of the

South Chioga shore are left behind, and the

traveller discovers more characteristic Uganda

scenery in a region of small hills and great

trees. Before Masindi is reached we are

again in a rich and beautiful land. Pools of

shining water, set in verdant green, flash

back the sunbeams. Bold bluffs and ridges

rise on all sides from amid the unceasing

undulations of the ground. Streams plash

merrily downwards through rocky channels.

The yellow grass roofs of frequent villages

peep from underneath their groves of

bananas, among broad streaks of cultivated

ground, and chiefs and headmen salute the

stranger with grave yet curious politeness as

the long " safari " winds beneath the trees.

The heat grows as the altitude dwindles,

and even in the early morning the sun sits

hard and heavy on the shoulders. At ten

o'clock its power is tremendous. So long as

the roadway consisted of nobbly lumps of

black cotton soil bicycling, though possible

in places, was scarcely pleasant. But the

change in the landscape arises from the change

in the soil. The fields are now of bright

red earth, the paths of red sandstone washed

in places almost as smooth and as firm as

asphalt by the rains and sparkling with

Copyright, 1908, by Winston Spencer Churchill.
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crystalline dust; and when the ridges which

form the watershed between Lake Chioga

and Lake Albert had been topped, my

bicycle glided almost without impulsion down

four miles of gradual descent into Masindi.

This station â�� which is the residence of a

collectorâ��lies embosomed in a wide bay of

gently-sloping hills clothed with noble trees.

It is indeed a pleasant spot. There are real

houses, standing on high stone platforms,

with deep verandas and wire gauze windows.

The roads are laid out in bold geometry

of broad red lines. There are avenues of

planted trees, delicious banks of flowers, a

prepared breakfast, cold, not cool, drinks, a

telegraph office, and a file of the Times.

What more could an explorer desire or the

Fates accord !

We were now to strike northwards to the

Nile at Fajao in three long marches (for the

porters) of about sixteen miles each. Upon

the Hoi ma road some preparations had been

made to make the journey easier by clearing

the encroaching jungle from the track and

constructing rest-houses. But my change of

plan had disconcerted these arrangements,

and on the new route we had to clear our

own paths from the overgrowth by which

even in a season, if unused, they are choked,

and to trust to tents and improvised shelters.

Progress was therefore slow and camps

unpretentious. But all was redeemed by

the wonders of the scene. For a whole

day we crept through the skirts of the

Hoima forest, amid an exuberance of

vegetation which is scarcely describable.

I had travelled through tropical forests in

Cuba and India, and had often before

admired their enchanting, yet sinister, luxuri-

ance. But the forests of Uganda, for mag-

nificence, for variety of form and colour, for

profusion of brilliant lifeâ��plant, bird, insect,

reptile, beastâ��for the vast scale and awful

fecundity of the natural processes that are

beheld at work, eclipsed, and indeed effaced,

all previous impressions. One becomes, not

without a secret sense of aversion, the

spectator of an intense convulsion of life and

death. Reproduction and decay are locked

struggling in infinite embraces. In this

glittering Equatorial slum huge trees jostle

one another for room to live; slender growths

stretch upwards â�� as it seems in agonyâ��

towards sunlight and life. The soil bursts

with irrepressible vegetations. Every victor,

trampling on the rotting mould of extermin-

ated antagonists, soars aloft only to encounter

another host of aerial rivals, to be burdened

with masses of parasitic foliage, smothered

in the glorious blossoms of creepers, laced

and bound and interwoven with interminable

tangles of vines and trailers. Birds are as

bright as butterflies ; butterflies are as big as

birds. The air hums with flying creatures ;

the earth crawls beneath your foot. The

telegraph-wire runs northward to Gondokoro

through this vegetable labyrinth. Even its

poles had broken into bud.

As we advanced, continually rising or

falling with the waves of the lar.d, and moving

in rapid alternations from a blazing patch of

sunshine into a cloistered dimness, every now

and then the path became smooth, broad,

and of firm sandstone. And here one could

watch the columns of marching soldier-ants.

Perhaps in a hundred yards the road would

be crossed four times by these fierce armies.

They move in regular array, and upon pur-

poses at once inscrutable and unswerving.

A brown band, perhaps two inches broad

and an inch and a half deep, is drawn across

your track. Its ends are lost in the recesses

of the jungle. It moves unceasingly and

with a multiplied rapidity; for each' ant

runs swiftly forward, whether upon the

ground or upon the backs of his already

moving comrades. About a yard away,

on each side of the main column, are

the screening lines of the flank-guards, and

for five yards beyond this every inch is

searched, every object is examined by tireless

and fearless reconnoitring patrols. Woe to

the enemy who is overtaken by these hordes.

No matter what his size or nature, he is

attacked at once by an ever-increasing

number of assailants, each one pL. whom,

by remorseless instinct, plunges his strong

mandibles in the flesh, and will have his

head pulled off his shoulders rather than

let go.

These ant armies fascinated me. I could

not resist interfering with them. With my

walking-stick I gently broke the column and

pushed the swarming rope off its line

of march. Their surprise, their confusion,

their indignation were extreme. But not for

an instant did they pause. In a second the

scouts were running all over my boots eagerly

seeking an entry, and when I looked back

from this to the walking-stick I held it was

already alive. With a gesture so nimble that

it might have been misunderstood, I cast it

from me and jumped back out of the danger

circle until I found refuge on a large rock

at a respectful distance. The Soudanese

sergeant major of the escort, a splendid

negro, drilled as smart as a Grenadier guards-

man and with a good long row of medal
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ribbons on his khaki tunic, so far forgot him-

self as to grin from ear to ear. But his

gravity was fully restored when I invited

him to rescue my walking stick, which lay

abandoned on the field in the mandibles of

the victorious enemy. The devoted man

was, however, equal to the crisis.

I have a sad tale also to tell of the per-

versity of butterflies. Never were seen such

flying fairies. They flaunted their splendid

liveries in inconceivable varieties of colour

and pattern in our faces at every step.

Swallow-tails, fritillaries, admirals, tortoise-

shells, peacocks, orange-tipsâ��all executed in

tacles could not but be a hard temptation.

For a week I had resisted it, not because it

was not easy enough to make a net, but

because of the difficulty of setting and pre-

serving the prizes ; and it was not until the end

of our first day's march out froirTMasindi that

I was told that much the best way of sending

butterflies home from Africa was to enclose

them in neatly-folded triangles of paper and

leave them to be set in London. Forthwith,

out of telegraph-wire and mosquito curtain, a

net was made, and before another dawn I was

fully equipped. It is almost incredible to

state that from that very moment, except
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at least a dozen novel and contrasted styles,

with many even more beautiful, but bearing

no resemblance to our British speciesâ��

flitted in sunshine from flower to flower,

glinted in the shadow of great trees, or

clustered on the path to suck the moisture

from any swampy patch. The butterfly is a

dirty feeder, and if ever some piece of putres-

cent filth lay odorous on the ground be sure

it would be covered with a cloud of these

greedy insects, come in such gay attire to

eat such sorry meat. I found them

sometimes so intoxicated with feasting that

I could pick them up quite gently in my

fingers without the need of any net at all.

To anyone who has ever tried to collect

the modest and now all too rare and

scattered butterflies of Britain, these spec-

near the Murchison Falls, I scarcely ever

saw a really fine butterfly again all the

way to Gondokoro. Whether this was due

to the perversity of these insects, or to the

fact that we had left the deeper recesses of

the forest region, I do not inquire; but the

fact remains, and I carry away from the

butterflies of Uganda only the haunting

memories of unrealized opportunity.

This first day's march from Masindi was a

long one, and our porters panted and toiled

under their loads through the heat of the

day. It was not till the afternoon that the

main body came into camp, and stragglers

trickled through into the dusk. Meanwhile

the local natives built under our eyes, with

extraordinary speed and cleverness, a spacious

dining-hall and two or three quite excellent
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bedrooms from the surrounding elephant

grass and bamboo groves ; and we fared as

comfortably in these two humble dwellings

as if we dwelt in kings' palaces. The forest

was a little thinner on the second day,

although the jungle was of the same dense

and tangled fertility. We started an hour

before sunrise, and by eight o'clock had

climbed to the saddle of the high rocky wall

which contains the valley of the Victoria Nile.

From this elevation of, perhaps, six hundred

feet above the general level of the plain a

comprehensive view of the landscape was

for the first time possible. In every direc-

tion spread a wide sea of foliage, thinning

here into bush, darkening there into forest,

rising and falling with the waves of the

land, and broken only by occasional peaks

of rock. Far away to the north-west a

long silver gleam, just discernible through the

haze of the horizon, revealed to our eyes

the distant prospect of the Albert Nyanza.

The camera cannot do justice to such a

panorama. In photographs these vast ex-

panses look like mere scrubby commons,

inhospitable and monotonous to the eye,

melancholy to the soul. One has to remem-

ber that here are Kew Gardens and the Zoo

combined on an unlimited scale ; that

Nature's central productive laboratory is here

working night and day at full blast ; and that

the scrubby common of the picture is really

a fairyland of glades and vistas, through

which an army of a hundred thousand men

might march without the glint of a bayonet,

or even the dust of an artillery column,

betraying their presence to the watcher on

the crag.

Our camp this night lay in a tiny patch

cleared in the heart of this wild world. The

cluster of tents under a canopy of palms,

illumined by the watch-fires, bright with

lanterns, and busy with the moving figures

of men and the hum of human activity,

seemed at a hundred yards' distance an

island of society amid an ocean of Nature.

To what strange perilsâ��apart altogether from

the certainty of losing your wayâ��would a

walk of a quarter of a mile in any direction

expose the wanderer ? To withdraw from

the firelight was to be engulfed in the savage

conditions of prehistoric time. Advance and

the telegraph-wire would tell you the latest

quotations of the London markets, the

figures of the newest by-election. An odd

sensation !

We had scarce proceeded for an hour on

our third march, when just as it grew daylight

a low vibrant murmur began to be perceptible

in the air. Now it was lost as we descended

into some moist valley, now it broke even

more strongly on the ear as we reached the

summit of some ascentâ��the sound of the

Nile plunging down the Murchison Falls.

And by nine o'clock, when we were still about

ten miles off, a loud, insistent, and unceasing

hum had developed. These Falls are cer-

tainly the most remarkable in the whole

course of the Nile. At Foweira the navigable

reaches stretching from I,ake Chioga are

interrupted by cataracts, and the river

hurries along in foam and rapid down a

gradual but continuous stairway, enclosed by

rocky walls, but still a broad flood. Two

miles above Fajao these walls contract sud-

denly till they are not six yards apart, and

through this strangling portal, as from the

nozzle of a hose, the whole tremendous river

is shot in one single jet down an abyss of a

hundred and sixty feet.

The escarpment over which the Nile falls

curves away in a vast bay of precipitous, or

almost precipitous, cliffs, broken here and

there by more gradual rifts, and forms the

eastern wall of the Albert Lake, from whose

waters it rises abruptly in many places to a

height of six or seven hundred feet. Arrived

at the verge of this descent, the lower reaches

Vol. xxxvi.â��48.
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of the Victoria Nile could be followed,

stretching away mile after mile in a broad,

gleaming ribbon almost to its mouth on the

lake. The Falls themselves were, indeed,

invisible, concealed behind a forested bluff,

but their roaring left no doubt of their

presence. Below me a zigzag path led down

by long descents to the water's edge, and on

an open meadow a row of tents and grass

houses had already been set up.

â�¢ Fajao as a native town was no more. At

hardly any point in Uganda has the sleeping

sickness made such frightful ravages. At

least six thousand persons had perished in

the last two years. Almost the whole popu-

lation had been swept away. Scarcely enough

remained to form the deputation, who, in

their white robes, could be discerned at the

entrance to the cleared area of the camping-

ground. And this cleared area was itself of

the utmost importance; for all around it

the powers of evil were strong. The groves

which fringed and overhung the river swarmed

with tsetse flies of newly-replenished venom

and approved malignity, and no man could

enter them except at a risk. After pausing

for a few minutes to watch a troop of baboons

who were leaping about from tree to tree on

the opposite hill, and who seemed as big as

men, I climbed down the zigzag, photographed

From a}
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the deputation, and shook hands with the

chief. He was a very civilized chiefâ��by

name James Kagoâ��who wore riding breeches

and leather gaiters, and who spoke a few

unexpected sentences of excellent English.

He seemed in the best of spirits, and so did

the remnant of the population who gathered

behind him, though whether this was due to

stoical philosophy or good manners I could

not tell. All was smiles and bows and

gurglings of guttural gratification. The

district officer who had travelled with me

explained that the chief had had the path up

to the top of the Falls improved, and that he

lake, and then down the hundred and seventy

miles reach of the White Nile till naviga-

tion is barred at Nimule by more cataracts.

They were manned by a crew of jolly

Swahili tars smartly dressed in white breeches

and blue jerseys, on whose breasts the

words " Uganda Marine" were worked in

yellow worsted. The engineer of the steam-

launch commanded the whole with plenary

powers of discipline and diplomacy ; and it

was by means of this little group of cock-

boats that trade and communications with

the Nile province and around the' whole of

Lake Albert ^vere alone maintained. The

From a]
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proposed, after we had lunched and rested,

to guide us along it to the very edge of the

abyss, but that the forest along the river-

bank was so dangerous because of the

tsetses that we should in prudence wear veils

and gloves before entering it. With all of

this I made no quarrel.

In a little rocky inlet forming a small

natural harbour we found the Albert flotilla

already arrived. It consisted of the Kenia,

a steam launch about forty feet long, decked,

and with a cabin, and drawing four feet of

water, and three steel sailing boats of different

sizesâ��to wit, the James Martin, the Good

Intent, and another. These small vessels

were to carry us down the Victoria Nile into

the Albert Nyanza, across the top end of this

flotilla, nestled together in its harbour and

sheltered by a rocky breakwater from the

swift current, made a pretty picture; and

behind it the Nile, streaked .and often covered

with the creamy foam of the Falls, swept

along in majestic flood six hundred yards

from brim to brim.

We began our climb to the summit of the

Falls in the blazing heat of the day, and for

the first time I was forced to confess the

Central African sun as formidable as that

which beats on the plains of India. Yet

even at the worst moments it is more en-

durable, for the breeze does not stifle you

with the breath of a furnace. First the path

led through the deadly groves; and here, of

course, the most beautiful butterfliesâ��some
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five inches across the wingsâ��floated tan-

talizingly. Sometimes we descended to where

the river lapped along the rocks and curled

in eddies under floating islands of froth.

Precautions were required against diverse

dangers. The Nile below the Murchison

Falls swarms with crocodiles, some of an

enormous sjze, and herds of hippopotamus

are found every half mile or so; so that,

what with the rifles which it was necessary

to take for great beasts, and the gloves

and veils which were our protection

against even more villainous small ones, we

fat and scaly flanks exposed. Two or three

attendant white birds hopped about him,

looking for offal, which I have been assured

(and does not Herodotus vouch for it ?) they

sometimes pick from his very teeth. I fired.

What the result of the shot may have been I

do not know, for the crocodile gave one leap

of surprise or mortal agony and disappeared

in the waters. But then it was my turn to

be astonished. The river at this distance

from the Falls was not broader than

three hundred yards, and we could see

the whole shore of the opposite bank

MURCHISON FALL:
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were painfully encumbered. Indeed, the

veils were such a nuisance and the heat was

so great that I resolved to chance the tsetse

and took mine off. But after half an hour

of menacing buzzings, and after a flyâ��pre-

sumably of the worst characterâ��had actually

settled on my shoulder, brushed off by the

promptness of my companion, I changed my

mind again.

As we were thus scrambling along the

brink of the river a crocodile was discovered

basking in the sunshine on a large rock in

midstream, about a hundred and fifty yards

from the shore. I avow, with what regrets

may be necessary, an active hatred of these

brutes and a desire to kill them. It was a

tempting shot, for the ruffian lay sleeping in

the sun blaze, his mouth wide open and his

quite plainly. It had hitherto appeared

to be a long brown line of mud, on which

the sun shone dully. At the sound of the

shot the whole of this bank of the river, over

the extent of at least a quarter of a mile,

sprang into hideous life, and my companions

and I saw hundreds and hundreds of croco-

diles, of all sorts and sizes, rushing madly into

the Nile, whose waters along the line of the

shore were lashed into white foam, exactly as

if a heavy wave had broken. It could be

no exaggeration to say that at least a thousand

of these saurians had been disturbed at a

single shot. Our British friends explained

that Fajao was the favourite haunt of

the crocodiles, who lay in the water below

the Falls waiting for dead fish and animals

carried over by the river. Very often, they
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told us, hippos from the upper river and from

Lake Chioga were caught and swept down-

wards, the force of the water " breaking every

bone in their body. Indeed," added the

officer, somewhat obscurely, " they are very

lucky if they are not smashed into pulp."

At length we turned a corner and came

face to face with the Falls. They are wonder-

ful to behold, not so much because of their

height â�� though that is impressive â�� but

because of the immense volume of water

which is precipitated through such a narrow

outlet. Indeed, seeing the great size of the

river below the Falls, it seemed impossible to

believe that it was wholly supplied from this

single spout. In clouds of rainbow spray and

amid thunderous concussions of sound we

set to work to climb the southern side of the

rock wall, and after an hour achieved the

summit. It was possible to walk to within an

inch of the edge and, lying on one's face with

a cautious head craned over, to look actually

down upon the foaming hell beneath. The

We waited long at this strange place, watch-

ing the terrible waters, admiring their magni-

ficent fury, trying to compute their force.

Who can doubt that the bridle is preparing

which shall hold and direct their strength, or

that the day will come when forlorn Fajaoâ��

now depopulated and almost derelictâ��will

throb with the machinery of manufacture

and electric production ? I cannot believe

that modern science will be content to

leave these mighty forces untamed, unused,

or that regions of inexhaustible and un-

equalled fertility, capable of supplying all

sorts of things that civilized industry needs

'in greater quantity every year, will not

be broughtâ��in spite of their insects and

their climate â�� into cultivated subjection.

Certain it is that the economy of the world

remains hopelessly incomplete while these

neglects prevail, and, while it would be

wasteful and foolish to hustle, it would be

more wasteful and more foolish to abate the

steady progress of development.

THE NILE NEAK KAJAO.

narrowness of the gorge at the top had not

been overstated. I doubt whether it is fifteen

feet across from sheer rock to sheer rock.

Ten pounds, in fact, would throw an iron

bridge across the Nile at this point. But it

is evident that the falling waters must have

arched and caved away the rock below their

surface in an extraordinary degree, for other-

wise there could not possibly be room for the

whole river to descend.

From these reflections I was roused

abruptly by the Nile, a wave of whose

turbulent watersâ��cast up by some unusual

commotion as they approached the vergeâ��

boiled suddenly over a ledge of rock hitherto

high and dry, carrying an ugly and perhaps

indignant swish of water to my very feet.

(To be continued.)
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I HE fog had been thickening

for many weeks, but now,

moving like a black wall, it

fell on the town. The lights

that guided the world were put

outâ��the nearest were almost

as invisible as the stars; a powerful arc-lamp

overhead was but a blur. Traffic ceased, for

drivers could not see; screams were heard in

the streets, and cries for help, where none

could help themselves.

" I'm blind," said Tom Crabb, as he leant

against the pillar outside the Cafe Franqais

in Regent Street. He said it with a chuckle,

for he, alone of a street full of the lost, did

not feel lost. " I'm blind, but know my

way home ! "

Day by day and night by night he patrolled

the street with a placard upon his breast

marked in big letters, " Blind." People

with eyes saw him. Out of a thousand

one gave him a penny ; out of ten thousand

one gave him sixpence. The millionth, or

some charitable madman, made it half a

crown. The red-letter day of his blind life

was when he found a sovereign in his palm,

put there by a soft little hand that touched

his. He heard a gentle girl's voice say, " Poor

blind man." He had a hard life, and was a

hard and lonely man, but he remembered

that voice, as he did all voices.

As he stayed by the pillar a man stumbled

against him and apologized.

" That's Mr. Bentley," said Tom Crabb.

" Who are you ? "

" I'm blind Crabb, sir, bless your heart.

You've given me many a copper, haven't

you ? "

Bentley was a chauffeur and engineer.

He drove for Lord Gervase North, the

balloonist and motor-racer, and was for ever

about the West-end and Regent Street, as

Lord Gervase often dined at the Francais.

" To be sure. I know your voice," said

Bentley. " It's an awful night, Crabb."

" Must be," said Crabb. " But fog or

none is the same for an eyeless man. To

hear the folks, it might be the end of the

world, sir."

" There never was such a fog," replied

Bentley ; " it's just awful. I can't see you ;

no, nor my hand before my face."

" You can't get home, then What are

you doing ? "

" I've come for my boss and the lady he's

to marry. They're dining here with her

mother. But we'll never get home."

" Bentley ! " called a voice.
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" Yes, my lord," said the chauffeur.

"What are we to do?"

" Don't know, my lord."

" Can we get to an hotel ? "

"They're crammed already, I hear, my

lord."

Crabb put out his hand and touched

Bentley.

"Where does he want to go? Perhaps I

could lead you."

It was a strange notion, but then the blind

know their way.

" Aye, perhaps you could. The ladies live

in Eccleston Square and my lord in Pont

Street."

" I don't know either of them, but I could

take them and you to your place."

" My place ? " said Bentley. Then his

master spoke.

" Who's that with you, Bentley ? "

"A blind man, my lord. He thought he

might take you all home, but he doesn't know

Eccleston Square. All he knows is my place."

" Better be there than in the street," said

Crabb. He had a sense of power in him.

All the rest of the world were blind. He

alone had some sight.

" If the hotels are full we must go some-

where," said Lord Gervase. " There's no

room here, nor a bed. They want to shut

up now. I'll speak to the ladies."

" Good bloke that," said Crabb. " He gave

me a shilling once and said a kind word."

The darkness was thicker fhan ever. It

was incredibly thick and chokingâ��it made

the useless eyes ache. It was a threat, a

terror. So might the end of the world come.

" Bentley !" said Lord Gervase once more.

" Yes, my lord."

" Come here."

Bentley found him, and his employer put

his hand upon his shoulder. " Can you trust

this man ? If so, the ladies will come to

your place till it clears, if you will take us in."

" My wife will do her best, my lord. I

know this Crabb to speak to. He says you

once gave him a shilling. I'm sure he'll lead

us right. But what about the car ? "

"You must leave it, or get him to bring

you back. I want you with us. Come,

Lady Semple ; come, Julia."

The mother and daughter, who had been

close behind him, moved timidly.

" Let me lead her ladyship," said Bentley.

"Thank you, Bentley," said Lady Semple.

There was a painful note in her voice. She

was never strong, and the fog alarmed her.

Julia clung to her lover and did not speak.

" Crabb, take us to my place, then, if you

can," said Bentley.

"I'll give you a fiver if we get there all

right," said Lord Gervase.

"CRABlI TUT OUT HIS HAND AND TOUCHED BENTLEY."



JÂ«4

UJE STRAND MAGAZINE.

"You gave me a shilling once, my lord,

and after that I'd take you for nothing," said

Crabb. "Tisn't often I get so much."

He led the way and Bentley took hold of

his coat.

" Keep close, all of you," said Crabb. " The

Circus is packed terrible, but if I can get

across Piccadilly, 'twill be easy."

They were on the west side of Regent

Street and went down Air Street into Picca-

dilly. Out of the darkness wandering folks

came and met them. Some wailed, some

asked for help, some seemed dazed or half

mad, as all folks get in deep fog. And every

now and again there was a crash of glass.

They came to Piccadilly and heard the

trampling of horses. People in carriages

spoke. The darkness was a visible, awful

darkness, and in it a mad world was buried.

" Here's the way across to Eagle Place,"

said Crabb. " But can we get across ? "

It was a passage of such peril as might be

found in war, or upon an unknown mountain

in heavy snow, or in a wreck upon a reef of

sharp rocks. They heard the dreadful cry of

a hurt man. Crabb's foot came upon one

who lay on the pavement. He was dead, or

so Crabb averred when he stooped and felt

him.

"I've seen many dead when I was soldier-

ing in India," said Crabb. Julia trembled

to hear him say so.

There were many people in the street;

some were drunk, and many wild, but most

were fearful. Vet the darkness released

some from fear and let loose their devilry.

It seemed that two men in front of them

smashed every window as they passed, and

laughed wildly. Once Julia called out, and

her lover said, " What is it ? "

" Did you kiss me, Gervase?"

There was horror in her voice. He had

not kissed her.

" My God ! " said Gervase. " My God !"

There was a strange laugh in the darkness.

He leapt at the laugh, caught it by the throat,

and dashed the laugher on the pavement.

And Julia's cry brought him back to her.

But they crossed at Duke Street, and

wondered how they did it.

" Now it's easy," said Crabb. " We're as

good as there, my lord."

In St. James's Square there were few people,

and they rested. Julia spoke again.

" Did youâ�� did you hurt him ?"

But Crabb heard her speak.

" Who spoke?" he said, suddenly.

" 'Twas Miss Semple spoke," answered

Bentley.

" Young lady, did you ever give a poor

blind man a sovereign ? " asked Crabb, in a

strange, far-off voice.

" Yes, once, many years ago," said Julia,

wondering.

"And you said, ' Poor blind man.' God

bless you, miss. I knew your voice just

now," said Crabb. " 'Twas the fifth of July,

five years ago; I never forget a voice."

He went on in silence and led them by

way of Pall Mall and the Square down

Whitehall and Parliament Street, going

through many perils, till the Houses of

Parliament were on their left and the Abbey

on their right.

" We're close now," said Crabb. " Tis

strange it should be the same to me as arly

other night. Is it better now ? "

" It's worse," said Bentley, gloomily.

But they came to the stairway of the flat

that Bentley lived in.

"Is this it?" asked Bentley, in surprise.

He could see nothing.

" You live here, or I'm a fool," said Crabb.

" I've led you straight. Go up and see."

On the first floor his fiat was, and Bentley's

young wife opened the door and cried out as

she took hold of him.

"A blind man led me, dear," said Bentley,

"and we've brought Lord Gervase North

and Lady Semple and Miss Semple. They

cannot get home. We must keep them till

to-morrow, when the fog goes."

So shadow spoke to shadow, and she

whom they could not see spoke to them and

bade them welcome in a trembling voice, and

found chairs for them. But Bentley and

Lord Gervase went out again to Crabb, who

took his five pounds gratefully.

" Will this fog last ? " asked Lord Gervase.

But none could answer him. Ere Crabb

went off to his solitary house close by,

Bentley said to him :â��

" If the fog's like this to-morrow, come in

and see us, Crabb."

They shook hands, for the danger brought

them close, and Crabb went off murmuring

to himself. Bentley went back upstairs

again, and it seemed to him that the fog

was thicker still. In the room was lighted

darkness, and the lamps showed the night

feebly.

"There never was such a fog," he said,

cheerfully. But Lady Semple moaned and

shed tears, and nothing they could say con-

soled htr. To be in her own home in such

a fog would be bad enough, but to be here !

Poor Mrs. Bentley, only lately married, was

terrified to think she had three such folks to
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deal with, but she had sense and some

energy in her. She took her husband aside.

" The Thompsons are away," she began.

These people lived in the opposite flat on

their landing. " Why shouldn't we break in

there and take their beds for these ladies ? "

" Break in ! " cried Bentley. " Suppose

they came back ? "

" They've gone for a week, and how can

they come back in this fog ? Besides, what

can we do ? "

" It's a notion after all," said her husband.

" I'll propose it to his lordship."

As a result of the proposal he and

Lord Gervase put their heads and shoulders

together and turned housebreakers inside

five minutes. They lighted fires and lamps

and mitigated the horrid darkness as much

as they could, and sent I^ady Semple and

Julia to bed. Mrs. Bentley soon followed, and

left her husband and his employer together.

" This is a qtieer situation, Bentley. I

wonder if it will last ? " said Lord Gervase.

" It's a rum startj-my lord," replied Bentley;

" and, to look at it, it might last for ever."

" Then what will become of London and

of us ? "

" We'll have to leave in your balloon, my

lord," said Bentley, with a grim laugh. " But

let's hope it will be better in the morning."

Lord Gervase slept in the Bentleys' spare

room, and slept soundly. When he woke it

was pitch-dark. He looked at his watch by

the light of a match and could not discern

the figures. It seemed as if he was blind.

But on opening the watch and feeling the

hands he found it was eight o'clock in the

morning. The fog was worse than ever.

The gloom that was outside settled on their

hearts. They had breakfast together and

hardly spoke. Lady Semple cried continually,

and Julia could hardly restrain her own tears.

" It's like the end of the world," sobbed

Lady Semple. " Weâ��we shall die of it."

In truth Mrs. Bentley wondered where

food was to come from if it continued. She

had nothing left after breakfast but a loaf of

bread. And they could not see each other.

When they opened the window the outside

fog was as thick as a black blanket. It

inspired a helpless, hopeless horror. They

sat about till nearly noon and said nothing.

At ten Crabb came to the outer door and

knocked. When they let his dark shadow

in he put something on the table.

" It's grub," he said. " I thought you

might want it."

He came to them from the outer world ;

they asked him for news.

Vol. x*xvi.â�� 49.

" Things are awful, my lord," he said,

quietly. But there was a strange ring in his

voice. " They're awful; I can't tell you all

that's going on. Tis madness. There are

awful things being done ; fires, murders, and

horrible screams about. I was in Trafalgar

Square and folks cried out suddenly, ' Light !

Light!' Something broke in the fog over-

head and a great light shone. People cried

out, and thenâ��then the fog came down

again. Terror is in us all, but many have

broken into liquor shops and are drunk; the

whole town's mad."

"Oh, will it last?" asked Julia. "What

do the papers say ? "

There were no papers ; there was nothing,

said Crabb. The very electric lights were

out; it seemed no one worked, no one could

work. There was a blind mob in the

streets, and all were lost. They sought to

escape, and knew not which way to run.

When he had finished I^ady Semple fainted,

falling into her daughter's arms. Julia

and Mrs. Bentley took hold of her, and

Crabb and Bentley and Lord Gervase went

apart.

" What's to be done ? " asked Lord Gervase,

in a kind of despair.

" Nothing but wait, my lord," said Bentley.

" Could you lead us out of London,

Crabb ? " asked Lord Gervase.

" I don't know more than my beat and a

bit over," said Crabb. " What I know I

know like the inside of my hat, but beyond

it there's a sort of blackness for me. But

I'll get you food."

"How did you get what you brought?"

asked Bentley.

" Out of an open shop," said Crabb.

"There was a dead man in it."

They said nothing for a time.

" Folks are going mad and jumping into

the river," said Crabb. " And I heard

women shrieking awfully. Wicked people

are about. There's fires already here and

there."

" What can we do ? " asked Lord Gervase.

" It can't last," said Bentley.

" Why can't it ?" asked Crabb, after a

pause.

" It might last a week, eh ? " said Bentley ;

" orâ�� or more ? "

" Where's London's food to come from ?

Where are folks to find it ?" asked Crabb.

" In three days they'll be eating each other.

I heard horrid things said in the dark by

blind voices, my lord. They gave me the

shivers and shakes."

"Where's that balloon, Bentley?" asked
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"SOMETHING DKOKE IN THE FOG OVERHEAD, AND A GKEAT LIGHT SHONE."

Lord Gervase, in a shaken voice. " Could

weâ��could we use it ? We must get Lady

Semple out of this; we must, or she will die ! "

It was in a store close by the gas-works,

but Bentley couldn't find it. Crabb said he

knew the gas-works if Bentley could find

the place in whioh the balloon was.

" But what will you do with it, my lord ? "

" Go up in it and out of this, and drift

away," said Lord Gervase. " It could be

done."

" Will there be any gas left ?" asked

Bentley, and then he clapped his thigh as if

he thought of something.
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"What is it, Bentley ?"

"There'll be none working at the gas-

works, my lord!"

" No ? "

" Crabb and I will go down and turn off

the supply if we can," said Bentley ; " turn it

off before it's gone."

" Do it," said Lord Gervase; " this is

horribleâ��my eyes ache. It's driving me mad.

Poor Julia !"

"Will you help me, Crabb ? " asked Bentley.

So they went out together, and passed

murder in the streets, and saw the glare of

fires, and heard awful things. And Bentley

was blind. But Crabb had eyes in his mind.

So at last they came to the works, and smote

on the door to see if by happy chance there

were any there. The watchman came

running; he had lost his nerve, and cried as

he held to them, telling how the men had

left him all alone. But he lived there, and

they had their homes elsewhere.

" What gas have you left ?" they asked

him, and when he could answer he said that

one gasometer was half full, but that it went

quickly.

" Come and turn it off, so -that it won't

waste any more," cried Bentley. And they

turned it off, knowing they brought bitter

darkness to many. But Crabb said he would

bring food to the watchman, and he was

easier in his mind.

"London's being destroyed," said the

watchman. " I hear dreadful things."

" Dreadful things are being done," said

Crabb. " But dreadful things are always

being done, my lad. I'm not so blind I

can't see that."

"This is blindness," said the watchman.

" I can't smoke even. 'Tis dreadful. Shall

we all die ? "

" Some day," said Crabb. " I can see

that."

And he and Bentley tried to find the store

where the balloon was, and, in trying, Crabb

once got lost and said so. Bentley's blood

ran cold, for Crabb was his sight, his life, and

the life of those he loved. For he loved not

only his wife, but Gervase North and Julia

Semple, since they were made to be loved,

both of them, and Bentley was kind-hearted.

Yet Crabb found himself again, and they

went back to the Square without discovering

the balloon shed.

" We'll try to-morrow," said Crabb.

They tried next day and failed.

They tried the next dayâ��and still failed.

But Crabb brought them food, very fine

food, wonderful things in pots and jars.

" I went up to Piccadilly and smashed a

window for 'em," said Crabb. " God's truth

I did. I hope they're good. Is it too dark

to see ? "

They, too, had no gas.

" We can taste," they answered. But they

tasted fogâ��fog thick, inspissated, yellow, a

pasty fog. And they tasted horror, for there

were lamentable voices in the streets, voicing

death and murder.

" What's this in the bottom of the sack ? "

asked Bentley, when he had taken out the

jars and the fine glasses of preserved foods.

" Jewels, I think," said Crabb, in a strange

voice. " I thought the ladies might like

'em. I found 'em on the pavement in an

open bag, and by the feel of 'em thought

they might be di'monds. And I passed

another shop and smashed the window and

grabbed a handful. Why not ? Who wants

'em ? London's dying. But you've your

balloon."

Again a heavy silence fell on them. Crabb

went awayâ��he wanted news, he said. So

he went lightly through the gloom, the paste

of darkness and night. London was like the

Pit: it was silent, but in the silence were

cries. Horses lay dead ; others wandered

loose. There were fires in the streets,

made of smashed vehicles; gloomy shadows

burnt themselves and cooked horseflesh by

the leaping hidden flames; some danced

drunkenly and fell in the fires. Many

offered golden loot for food, jewels for a

mouthful, and went about hunting. They

saidâ��voices saidâ��that the river was thick

with floating corpses already, and fires

increased. Out of the night came the mad

shrieks of women and the wildest laughter.

Dying men played with death and fell on fire

and crime and the awfullest disasters. Some

went madly crying for their wives and

daughters, their little children and their old

people who were lost. In churches they

prayed a blind organist made mad music to

Heaven in a church that Crabb passed. For

him a madman blew.

" ' Tis an awful strange world," said Crabb.

" Darkness fell on me years ago. But this

city's blind."

Some he spoke to were quiet and some

wild. They told him rumoursâ��the strangest.

It was wonderful how rumours went in the

dark. Wild crowds were marching east and

west and south and north, or trying to march.

But few had any guidance. 'Twas said one

man had a compass and led a thousand to

the river and there fell in. The parks were

full of wanderers. Rich people offered
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thousands from windows, and were slain for

money that the slayers could not find. One

man lighted a fire with bank notes. A voice

said that men were in the Bank, in all the

banks, stealing the sacks of gold. The

pavements were slippery with a thick fluid,

and the dead lay everywhere. Folks drank

at the river and fell in. They threw them-

selves from windows and fell on blind

wanderers.

The railways were quiet; nothing moved

there. Ships were deserted in the lower

river. The telegraphs were quiet; men fled

from them. The telephone exchanges were

empty. The outside world had deserted

London and cut it off. It was sunk in a

pit; it lay at the bottom of a well. And

these things Crabb gathered up and, going

back to his friends, told them. But he

brought them food and they ate in the dark-

ness. He took them wine and they drank in

the night. And they lost count of the days

and the nights. But every day (or night)

Bentley and Crabb sought for the place

where the balloon was stored.

On the tenth day they found it. That day

Lady Semple seemed near to death.

With infinite labour, though they had the

help of the watchman, they took the balloon

to the gas works, and then Lord Gervase

came with them, leaving Julia with her sick

mother.

" It's our only chance, my darling," he said,

as he left her.

He kissed her in the darkness, and kissed

the dying womanâ��for, indeed, unless they

got her out of darkness she was deadâ��and

went away with Crabb and Bentley.

With blind eyes they worked; their eyes

ached and saw nothing; their hearts laboured,

for the air was thick and foul, and ever fouler

and thicker, since the fires of the town grew

by the folly and madness of lost men. And

once again for an hour it grew lighter over-

head. They saw each other. Then the dark-

ness fell again. With the help of the watch-

man, now their slave and the slave of Crabbâ��

who did the work of many and was the

calmest of all â��they started the inflating

of the great balloon. In the blackness of

things they had to use infinite care lest they

should wound the gigantic ship which was

to save them. Yet at last the monster

commenced to grow wonderfully, like a

huge toadstool in the night. As it grew

it straightened out the gear, and they felt

its proportions and recognised this and that

and felt easier.

" We shall get out-," said Lord

Gervase. He yearned to live. He was

young and loved a woman, and the world

was big for him and fine. But he found

Bentley a bigger man than himself; and

Crabb was bigger than either, though he had

been no more than a soldier, wounded in a

foolish fight in far-off India. He gave them

courage to drinkâ��he held up their hearts.

For he loved the voice of Julia Semple, and

remembered her gift, and was glad to help

her and her lover.

" You shall want nothing after this, Crabb,"

said Gervase.

" I shall want much, or little always," re-

turned Crabb, in a strange exaltation. For

he had never loved a woman till now,

though he had kissed many. And her

whom he loved he could never kiss.

The world outside was not their world.

They were lost in Ixmdon in the darkness,

and were cut off. But the balloon grew and

grew. And then it ceased to grow. There

was no more gas.

That night it was a little lighter (for it was

night, though they knew it not), and the four

men laboured in the works, and set the

retorts going and made more gas. Crabb

was a man of strength, and now he grew more

strong. He held them up and laboured, and

made the watchman, who was a poor creature,

do all that he should do. He made him feel

brave. This is the gift of the strong; the

gift by which men know them. And at last

the balloon stood up and tugged upon its

ropes, made fast to an old boiler in the open

space.

" It will carryâ��how many?" asked Crabb.

This was a thing none had asked. It was a

great balloon, built for a special race and

for purposes of science, but it could not

carry them all, and they knew it.

Lord Gervase whispered to him.

" Five at the most, Crabb."

Including the watchman they were seven.

" I'll stay, my lord," said Crabb. " I can

get on by myself, as you see."

" You're a brave man," said Lord Gervase.

He was more than a brave man, this poor

blind fellow. But for him what would they

have done ? By now they would have been

dead. Through him they had one chance.

But if Crabb stayed, who was the other to

be ? They fought it out that night in the

flat among the threeâ��Lord Gervase, Crabb,

and Bentley. The women stayed apart in

another room, where some feared Lady

Semple was dying.

" I'll stay with those who can't go," said

Crabb. They understood him. He could
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'the kouk men laboured in the works, and set the retorts going and made more gas.*'

live. For him it was not dark. He had,

as he said, eyes, and his strong and quiet

mind could endure the horrors of which he

' told them. They knew he never told half,

but their minds told them the rest.

" Let it be so, Crabb. You've saved us,"

said Lord Gervase. " When this is over, ask

what you like and you shall have it."

" I'll stay with Crabb, sir," said Bentley.

He too was brave, but his heart sank as he

spoke.

" Your wife must go, then ! "

" She must," said Bentley.

" What about the watchman ?" asked

Crabb.

" If I stay he can go," said Bentley. " He

has helped ; but for him we couldn't have

filled the balloon. Let him go."

Bentley called to his wife. She came

from the other flat and went to his voice, and

leant upon him while he told her what they

meant to do. She was a young girl still, no

more than nineteen, and her soul was her

husband's in this hour.

" I'll stay with you, Will."

They could not move her. For when they

spoke urgently she laughed at them in scorn.

Every reason they urged for her safety was

one for her man's.

" I'd rather die with him. Don't say any

more. Let the watchman go," said she.

Bentley kissed her in the darkness, which

was lighted for him by her 'faith and love,

and she wept upon his heart.

"Take poor Lady Semple out of this place

quickly," she said, "or she will die."

They knew it was the truth. Lord Gervase

spoke.

"Then it's Lady Semple and Miss Semple,

myself and the watchman. Yet the balloon

might carry five. It's a pity."

" So much the better chance for you, my

lord," said Bentley.

The higher they could rise the greater

chance there was of getting an air-current to

carry them away from London. But they

knew there might be none.

" Lose no time," said Crabb. He was the

strongest there.

They needed a strong man, for if the fog

could be worse it was now worse indeed.

The heavy smoke of many fires ran along

the ground; nothing but the calm that

destroyed them kept them from being

destroyed.

" Let's go now," said Crabb. He carried

Lady Semple to the works in his arms, and

as they went she spoke to him.
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" Save my daughter, Crabb. I shall never

get out alive."

" We'll save you both, and all of you, my

lady," said Crabb, cheerfully.

" Oh, it's dreadful," she moaned. " Am I

blind, Crabb ? I see nothingâ��nothing !

I choke !"

" You'll be in sunlight, Cod's sunlight, in

half an hour, my lady," said Crabb. " Up

above this there's lightâ��there must be;

think of itâ��fine sunlight shining such as

I've not seen these ten years, since I saw it

out in India. Tis a sun there, my lady. I

remember shining temples, gold and marble.

Oh, yes, there's sunlight up above."

They came to the works and entered.

The watchman greeted them nervously.

" You must take me, gentlemen ; you must

take me," he cried, fearfully.

" Shut up," said Crabb. " You're going

to be taken. Don't act the cur."

But the watchman was half mad. There

were thousands mad that hour in London,

and tens of thousands would be. Yes, there

.was sunlight up above, said Crabb. Oh, the

brave man he was ! Could there be sunlight,

or had the sun been put out ?

They laid the sick woman in the car, and

she rested her head upon Julia's knees. The

watchman .held to the basket-work and leapt

in hurriedly. But Gervase North spoke with

Crabb and Bentley.

" Stay here if you can, Crabb. You,

Bentley, go back to your wife. She'll be

lonely. You're both brave menâ��the bravest.

I feel a cur to leave you. But you stay,

Crabb. If there's no wind up aloft we shall

come down hereâ�� here! You understand?"

They understood and shook hands.

" I'd like to shake hands with Miss Julia,

my lord," said Crabb, in a queer, strained

voice.

" Yes, yes," said Lord Gervase.

So Crabb spoke to the girl.

" Will you shake hands, miss ? "

Julia cried softly.

" Oh, yes ; you're a brave man."

" You said years ago, ' Poor blind man,'"

said Crabb. He kissed her hand gently.

"Good-bye, miss."

Gervase was in the car.

"You can let go, Crabb," he said. "Good-

bye, Bentley; good-bye, Crabb."

"Good luck and God's sunlight to you

all," said the blind man.

He and Bentley let the rope run slowly,

easing it off round a heavy pipe of iron that

lay by the big boiler.

" I'm at the end of the rope," said Crabb.

" Stand clear, Bentley. Good-bye, sir. Good-

bye, miss."

The balloon was invisible, the car unseen;

the world was blank and awful.

" Let go," said Gervase.

He heard a far dim voice below him cry

" Good-bye," and knew the earth had dropped

away. He grasped Julia's hand. Lady Semple

fainted and was quiet. The watchman

laughed. But Gervase looked upâ��up !

Above him he saw somethingâ��a dimness,

a blur, a space. It was almost black, but

visible; it was brown, it was yellow, and

then grey. There was a dash of wonderful

blue in it, and then they shot out into a

magic and intolerable day of noon ! The

sun shone upon them, and far below lay a

wonderful cloud with sunlight on it.

And the watchman giggled strangely.

Julia shrank from him and held out her

hand to her lover. They saw each other

once moreâ��-their sight was their own again.

But Gervase was grimed with the labour he

had done ; she hardly knew him. Even his

voice was strange.

" Thank God ! It's wonderful! " she said.

He bent and kissed her.

" My dearest! " he answered. And Lady

Semple moaned and woke.

" Where am I ?" she asked.

" In the daylight," said Gervase.

" The poor men who were left! " cried Julia.

She had never seen this Crabb with her eyes ;

she only knew him as a big shadow, a voice >

that was strong and yet trembled when he

spoke to her. She knew he was a hero, and

knew, as women must know, that he loved

her. He was in the darkness beneath them.

But how wonderful the world was ! The

sun was glorious, the heaven above a perfect

blue. The far cloud below was white, and

yet in places a strange dun colour. It

heaved and moved and rose and sank. Out

of it came strange pillars of yellow clouds.

" What are they ? " asked Julia, pointing

into the void.

" Fires," said her lover. He wondered if

the balloon moved, and could not see that it

did. There was no speck of cloud above

them to say if the air moved.

Far away from the city, to the east and

west, they saw a shining gleam of the river.

The great cloud rested only on the town.

They saw far off blue hills, and the far, far

country adorned with happy little towns.

Wrath lay only on the city; far away was

peace. The lower river was full of ships.

The outer world wondered at the end of

things.
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They rose no farther.

And they did not move.

Gervase grasped Julia's

hand.

"You're brave, my

dear ? "

It was a question, and

she knew it.

" What is it, Gervase ? "

" We don't move, Julia.

Neither up nor away from

here."

"What does that

mean ? "

She saw how grave he

looked.

" What does it mean ? "

" You're brave and will

be," he said.

So she understood. He

knew the balloon was

slowly sinking. Perhaps

there was a little leak in

it.

They came slowly,

very slowly, from the

heights. But still the

watchman chuckled, for

he watched no longer.

The golden cloud heaved

close beneath them.

" We're going down,

down," said the lovers.

It was as though a ship

sank in a turbid sea. A

little grey cloud gathered

about them. The sun

lost its golden clear sharp-

ness. And the watchman

saw it and watched, and ceased to laugh.

" Do we go down again, sir? " he asked.

"Aye," said Gervase. I.ady Sempleheard

him, but saw nothing. The light of day grew

dim. It was as though night fell about them.

The sun went out and darkness gathered

where they sank. They breathed uneasily

and sank into utter blackness.

Down below Crabb waited, quietly won-

dering. He had taken Bentley home and

had come back to the works by himself.

He sat quiet as a stoneâ��hoping, happy and

unhappy. She was, at any rate, in sunshine.

He thanked what gods there were for that.

The time went. Perhaps a wind blew high

up in the sunlight !

As he waited he heard a little sharp cry

like that of a bat, and then a sudden rushing

sound, and the flat sound of something

striking earth not many yards from him. It

'WHAT ARE THEY?' ASKEIJ JULIA, POINTING INTO THE VOID."

was very horrible, for what fell was softâ��

humanly softâ��and he knew it. He groped

his way to where the thing fell, and his

hands were wet when he touched it, and his

heart failed him. But he felt again, and

knew it was a man, or had been one, and

not a woman. He felt a beard. It was the

watchman. He sat by the bodyâ��by the

wreck of the body â�� and wondered.

Had Lord Gervase thrown him out 1 That

was possible. Anything was possible. Or

perhaps the man had gone mad. He knew

he was unbalanced. There were few wholly

sane in the great city. But if the balloon

had been coming down, it must have

ascended again.

" I'll wait," said Crabb. How long he

waited he did not know. No clocks chimed.

He had no sense of the hours ; there was no

light for him or for any. But at lastâ��at last
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â��he heard a far dim voice. It was not in

the street, for now none came there, or if they

came they cried lamentably. It was far

above him. The next moment he heard the

faint light impact of the car; heard it rebound

lightly and come down again, not twenty

yards from where it had ascended.

" Is that you, my lord ? " he asked.

A voice within two yards of him answered,

"Yes, Crabb."

" I'm sorry, sorry, my lord."

" It can't be helped/' said Gervase. " Did

you hear anything fall, Crabb ? "

" Aye, my lord."

" The watchman went mad and jumped

out. We rose again, but sank once more.

There's no wind up there, Crabb. And Lady

Semple's dead, Crabb."

Crabb heard Julia Semple weeping quietly,

but he found a sheet of iron and dragged it

over the hollow in which the watchman's

body lay before he went to the car.

" Make the ropes fast, Crabb," said Lord

Gervase.

Then they lifted Julia and her dead mother

from the car. They laid the body apart.

" God help us," said Gervase. " Where's

Bentley?"

" With his wife," stiid Crabb.

"We must keep the balloon full and try

again," said Gervase. Crabb brought Bentley,

and his wife came with him. The men fired

the retorts and made more gas with infinite

labour. Once more the balloon, which had

become limp and flaccid, stood up boldly.

There were five of them left. The car could

carry five, but even with four they had done

nothing. Before they did anything else they

buried Lady Semple, and heaped earth upon

the battered watchman. They thought then

that it was day.

" We must go," said Gervase.

Crabb stood apart once more, but Julia

Semple spoke.

" Let Crabb come."

" Oh, no, miss."

" You must come, or I will not go."

She took the blind man by the arm.

" Yes ; come, Crabb. We owe everything

to you," said Gervase.

" I'll come, then," said Crabb. His voice

was strained. They remembered it after-

wards. Some folks have gifts in their voices :

they mark the power of their nature, the

strength of them.

Before they went up they lightened the car

of every superfluous thing and cut away the

guide-rope. They took little food with them,

anH "ven cast away their boots.

" It's our last chance, Bentley," said Lord

Gervase. " We can't make more gas, Crabb

says."

They got into the car again.

" I'll cut the rope, my lord," said Crabb.

" Aye," said Gervase.

"Are we ready?"

" Yes."

Crabb cut the rope, and they rose. But

overhead the darkness was intense.

" We came through black and dun and

yellow and grey before," said Gervase. " And

then the lightâ��the light! "

Now they breathed again and saw a faint

greyness, and then stars sparkling suddenly

in deep dark blue, and far away to the west

a thin, thin moon. It was night, the dark

hour before the dawn. Towns shone with

lights far below them, sparkling on the

horizon.

" It's night still," they said.

Even as they spoke they saw in the east

a little grey flame of dawn, a faint whiteness,

a growth as of a lily opened.

" There's the day ! "

" I wish I could see it," said Crabb.

" Poor blind man," said Julia, and she

pressed his big hand.

" That's better than gold, missy. Oh, if

I could see your face !" said Crabb.

" I've never seen yours," she said, softly.

But the dawn rose like a magic palm in a

desert. There was gold in the flame of it,

and a heart of gold, and the upper limb of

the sun grew out of the east, and she saw

Crabb at last. Grimed though he was by

labour she saw: a strangely carved face, which

was very calm and strong. The lids upon his

sightless eyes were full and hid them. His

mouth was like that of some strange Egyptian.

It had power in it, and resolution.

" I see you now, Crabb," she said to

him.

The others looked at the dawn. Mrs.

Bentley wept softly.

" If I could only see you ! May I touch

your face, missy ? "

She raised his hand to it and he felt its

sweet, soft contours.

" You must be very beautiful," he mur-

mured. Then he said to Lord Gervase :â��

" Do we still rise, my lord ? "

" I think so, Crabb," Gervase answered.

" Look up, my lord. Is there a cloud

above us ?"

High in the zenith there was a faint wisp

of vapour in a cool current.

" That cloud above moves, my lord," said

Bentley.
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" We don't move," said Gervase, dully.

" 'Tis a thousand feet above us."

" Can we cast out anything ? " said Crabb,

in an eager voice.

They cast out some clothesâ��aye, and

some food and water.

" It's not enough," said Gervase. " But

there's a strong current high above us."

" Oh, there's enough," said Crabb.

But they only stared at him.

" You're blind, Crabb."

" I can see things," said Crabb. " I see

if we go down we shall not rise again. I see

thatâ��and more."

He bent his head to Julia.

" You see me, missy? Will you remember

me?"

" Oh, yes, Crabb."

He stood up and held the edge of the

car.

" Sit down, man !" cried Bentley.

But he stared at the warmth of the sun,

which he felt upon his pallid cheek.

" Oh, the sun's good, though I cannot see

it! And I've a sense of light in me! Good-

bye, missy."

He said that to Julia, and ere they

knew what he did he threw himself from

the car.

They saw his body fall, and Julia shrieked

vainly. He fell into the cloud, but the

balloon rose and entered the great wind of

the upper air. And the heavy cloud below

them slipped to the east.

HK FELL INTO THE CLOUlJ,

BUT THE UALUX'N K Â»*l

OF THE Ut'l'EK Alt*.

AM) ENTERED THE UKfcAT WIND
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MR. S. H. SIME AND HIS WORK.

By E. S. VALENTINE.

T is easy to seek after what

is at once grotesque and

art," once wrote a great

critic; "it is much more

difficult to find it." Mr.

Sidney Sime, one of the

ablest draughtsmen of the day, has not

sought after the grotesque; he has not,

indeed, found itâ��the grotesque has found

him.

" What I do," he said to me, as we sat

together in his studio in a remote corner of

Surrey, surrounded by a truly marvellous

collection of sketches in oil, ink, and water-

colourâ��" what I do I don't do consciously.

I'm speaking now of my ideas. I have a

natural inherent bent towards mystery, and

things must appear to be touched with what

I may call the ' bogey wand' or â�� well, I

simply don't see them ! I do not remember

a time when I did not

make drawingsâ��of

sorts. Like Traddles

I was much addicted

to skeletons, likewise

to ghosts and devils!"

Mr. Sime is, both

in character and per-

son, as far removed

as possible from the

dreamy, decadent,

degenerate type of

artist. He springs

direct from the com-

mon people, just as

William Blake did-

and, strange as it may

appear, there are

many points of

physical resemblance

between himself and

Blake. Weird and

charged with occult

significance as many

of his designs are,

Sime is a humoristâ��

and, moreover, a man

absolutely without

pose.

" I'm afraid," he

says, " the general

public want what is obvious and instantly

understood. The age is a commercial one,

and everyone is so busy making money that

A

MR. S. H. SIME.

AVom a Phvto. by (Sto. .WiriiM, Lttl.

few people have the time to acquire a taste for

what is really good in art. But I am not

going to rail at the public or call the man in

the street a tyrant. I have acquired a

competence and don't now depend, thank

Heaven, on his suffrage. He wants some-

thing he can fathom at once and throw

aside. If an artist's work can't be under-

stood at once people think he is posing.

Well, perhaps he is posing. I'm not.

" No; I don't draw from models. As I

am not a draughtsman in a technical sense,

I cannot say that any one of my drawings is

worse than another from a South Ken-

sington point of view. I like to draw things

which tickle my own fancyâ��but let me be

quite frank with you ; I really think farming

or sailoring better occupations for a grown

man."

After this burst of candour we talked

about Mr. Sime's first

Metropolitan appear-

ance in the pages of

rick-Me-Up, when

he succeeded Mr.

Raven-Hill, and pro-

duced drawings which

created an instant

sensation. Yet they

were as different from

the drawings since

associated with his

genius as can well

be imagined. He

began by caricatur-

ing popular actors

and music-hall

favourites. "It

took me some time

to study an actor's

mannerisms so as to

give a characteristic

picture of him. I

usually visited a

piece two or three

times before making

my finished sketch.

At the first visit I

would study his face

from the stalls ; at the

second visit I might

consider him from a dark corner of the pit,

noting his peculiarities of gesture and attitude."

Once Mr. Sime gave his impressions of the

m
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house from the stage while the inimitable

Dan Leno was delivering one of his mono-

logues ; in other words, how the audience

must have appeared to the comedian.

But all this kind of work was before Mr.

Sime became a daring adventurer in strange

tracts of countryâ��Dreamland, Fairyland, the

more than a suggestion of pain and disease.

But, apart from his temperament, his

technique was extraordinary. I think he

has influenced almost every man who is

drawing to-day. The same, of course, may

be said of Japanese art." As a consequence,

people charged Mr. Sime with being morbid.

1 HOW THE AUDIENCE APPEARED TO DAN LENO.''

(Reproduced by courtesy of The Sketch.)

Netherworld, and Utopia. At first, as he

confesses, he did not know how to express

himself in terms which the public would

understand. He tried Aubrey Beardsley as

a guide. He has even tried Forain.

" Beardsley's work was generally morbid,

and he introduced often into his drawings

Then there is that series of drawings of

the Netherworld and the serener atmosphere

of Elysium which brought the artist fame.

Who that has ever seen it can forget " The

Gate of Heaven," through which the rich man

has perforce to pass ? How can so corpulent

a soul pass through a portal so straitened ?
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Is there any draughtsman living who could

design anything weirder or more grotesque

than that which Mr. Sime has wrought

specially for The Strand, and to which he

gives the title of " The Squidg " ?

The whole presentment reeks of humour,

across the chasm leading to the captive

balloon, wherein the gardener goes and

fetches and carries for his egregious master.

All this is pure Simeâ��Sime for the nursery

as well as for our own lighter moments.

As a further example of Mr. Sime's peculiar

"THE GATE OK HEAVEN."

(Reproduced by courtesy of The Sketch.)

as well as of the ingenious fantasy of night-

mare. Pass but a glance at the smirking

monster that never was on sea or land,

crouched on the summit of his rocky cliff,

and then regard the serious absurdities of

the rest of the picture â�� the Squidg's gar-

dener, raking up a crop of pebbles which

grow upon the fertile adamant; the bridge

talents, take note of his drawing, "An Illus-

tration to an Unknown Tale." (See page 398.)

Obviously such a tale would be unknown.

Who would undertake to fit a story to such

pictorial licence as this? Is it a gorilla, is it

some extraordinary type of baboon, or is it a

new type of cannibal? The contents of the

saucepan point to the latter solution; but we
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are only certain of one thing, and that is the heeded by me, absorbed as I wasâ��for how

drawing is pure Sirae again. long I know notâ��in a profound and fatal

Mr. Sime himself suggests the following curiosity. . . ."

wording as descriptive of the picture, wording Obviously, nothing in prose or verse could

as truly explicit as the picture itself:â�� be more clear.

THE SQUIDG.

"... The sudden discovery of that in-

famous denâ��that renowned and impregnable

stronghold, the fear and envy of universal

wizardryâ��not only drowned my memory of

the quest, it involved me in perilous side

issues. The malevolence underlying the

Pophoff's hospitable greeting passed un-

Again, what an amount of tragi comedy

there is in "The Dream of the Woman of

Char." (See page 400.) The true nightmare

touch is evinced both in the weirdness of the

charwoman's surroundings and in the agony

of her plaintive cryâ��" I dreamed I was the

Woman of Char, and that it was my task to
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scrub the endless and gigantic stairs which

are neither here nor there. I had no water,

but my tears fell in great abundance, and

there was an occasional shower of rain ; so I

worked frantically, and the lather grew and

grew. But despair overcame me when I

resorts both to Nature and to books. I

asked him to whom he most owed inspiration.

"I owe everything to omnivorous and

indiscriminate reading," he replied ; " but

perhaps if I mention Poe, Heine, De

Quincey, it will give you some indication

realized the hideous mockery of the situa-

tionâ��The stairs were made of soap ! "

The expression Mr. Sime gives to the

charwomanâ��caught just as she makes her

momentous discoveryâ��is too delicious to

need description.

Although essentially imaginative, Mr. Sime

of my preferences in literature. And Meredith

â��above all, Meredith."

Periodically Mr. Sime emerges from the

remote and picturesque seclusion of the little

village of Worplesdon and plunges into fhe

heart of London. There he frequents cates,

music-halls, and other prosaic places where
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the man in the street loves to congregate,

keeping his eyes, if not his note-book, open,

It is curious, perhaps almost incredible,

that the idea for a "Squidg" or a "Zoom "

should be evolved by the artist through

scanning the comparatively prosaic faces of

his fellow-men. But Mr. Sime reads between

the lines in the Book of Life.

found in the landscapes of Mr. MacWh.rter

or Mr. Leader. One upon which he is now

at work, entitled " Wild Beast Wood," depicts

a moonlit, tree-dotted slope, taken from the

height of some giant pine or the back of a

mighty roc. The impression is one of eerie,

wind-swept silence, and this despite the herd

of gaunt black wolves who with blazing eyes

"THE ZOOM."

(Reproduced by courtesy of The Sketch.)

" I reproduce faces, when I want human

faces, from memory. When I am travelling

I often make a study of the people in the

railway carriage, and I can draw them all

from memory when I get home."

Little as his most ardent admirers suspect

it, Mr. Sime is a painter in oils, much addicted

to landscape. He is fondest of wild Scottish

Highland or Welsh scenery, which, coming

under the magic of his brush, takes on a

weird and " wicked" quality not at all to be

noiselessly steal across the open. (See next

page.) Almost involuntarily I exclaimed: â��

" Behold, there is your masterpiece !"

Simeâ��"the man Sime"â��as he used

invariably to be called in the pages of Pick-

Me-Upâ��smiled an indulgent smile.

" Masterpiece ? I haven't had time to

attempt a masterpiece. But I'll show you

something which is giving me more trouble

than anything else I ever did attempt."

From an adjacent easel the cloth was
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Imperturbable: Boatman: " Haud up yer rod, man ! Ye h.ive 'ni !â��ye have 'ml1'

(Reproduced by the special permission of the Proprietors of Clinch.)

removed, revealing a

perfect riot of vivid

colour and bizarre

shapes. It is intended

to represent a scene

from Poe's " The

Masque of the Red

Death," and will be

one of a triad of pic-

tures. One may safely

predicate of this

achievement that

when it comes to be

exhibited, at the Royal

Academy or elsewhere,

it will make all the

other paintings in its

immediate entourage

appear somewhat flat,

pale, and uninspired.

Mr. Sime has also

been a contributor to

Punch. The specimen

of his work in that

paper reproduced

above has the rare

VoL xxxvi.â��51.

distinction of being a

funny picture, apart

from the merit of the

joke.

Mr. Sime has,

amongst other dis-

tinctions, enjoyed that

of being caricatured

by Mr. Max Beerbohm.

It says much for the

elder artist's magnan-

imity that, in spite of

this performance, he

can yet declare warmly,

" Max is the only

caricaturist we have ! "

This was not uttered

in the spirit of one

illustrious victim,

whose comment was,

" If there were another

Max, or if Max had

Sime's skill in draughts-

manship, England

would be intolerable

for some of us !"

CARICATURE SKETCH OF MR. S. H. SIME,

BY " MAX."



CHAPTER XXIV.

HE news that Mrs. Chinnery

had taken a house of her own

and was anxious to let rooms

gave Robert Vyner an idea

which kept him busy the

whole of one morning. He

broached it next day to Hartley, but, finding

him hopelessly divided between joy and

nervousness, he took the matter into his own

hands and paid a visit to Tranquil Vale, the

result of which he communicated with some

pride to Joan Hartley the same afternoon.

" It was my own idea entirely," he said,

modestly. " Some people would call it

an inspiration. Directly I heard that Mrs.

Chinnery was anxious to let rooms I thought

of your children. I mentioned the idea to

your father, and escaped an embrace by a

hair's breadth. I was prepared to remind

him that ' Absence makes the heart grow

Copyright, 1908, by W. W. Jacobs,

fonder,' and to follow it up with ' Distance

lends enchantment to the view'; but it was

unnecessary. It will be a great thing for

Mrs. Chinnery."

Miss Hartley looked thoughtful.

" And you," said Robert, reproachfully.

" If father is satisfied " began Miss

Hartley.

" ' Satisfied ' is a cold and inadequate word,"

said Robert. " He was delighted. He could

not have been more pleased if I had told him

that the entire five had succumbed to an

attack of croup. I left my work to look after

itself to come and give you the news."

" You are very kind," said Joan, after some

consideration.

" It is a good thing for all concerned,"

said Robert. " It is a load off my mind.

The very last time I was here I was interrupted

at a most critical moment by the entrance of

Miss Trimblett."

in the United States of America.
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" And now, instead of coming here to

see them, you will have to go to Mrs.

Chinnery's," said Joan.

" When I want to," said Mr. Vyner, with

a forced smile, as the twins came rushing

into the room. " Yes."

The exodus took place three days after-

wards, to the entire satisfaction of all con-

cerned. Tranquil Vale alone regarded the

advent of the new-comers with a certain

amount of uneasiness ; the joy of Ted

and the twins when they found that there

was a river at the bottom of the garden

threatening to pass all bounds. In a state

of wild excitement they sat on the fence and

waved to passing craft, until in an attempt to

do justice to a larger ship than usual Miss

Gertrude Trimblett waved herself off the

fence on to the stones of the foreshore below.

Captain Sellers, who had been looking on

with much interest, at once descended and

rendered first aid. It was the first case he

had had since he had left the sea, but after

a careful examination he was able to assure

the sufferer that she had broken her right leg

in two places. The discovery was received

with howls of lamentation from both girls

until Dolly, blinded with her tears, happened

to fall over the injured limb and received in

return two such hearty kicks from it that the

captain was compelled to reconsider his

diagnosis, and after a further examination

discovered that it was only bent. In quite a

professional manner he used a few technical

terms that completely covered his dis-

comfiture.

It was the beginning of a friendship which

Tranquil Vale did its best to endure with

fortitude, and against which Mrs. Chinnery

fought in vain. In the company of Ted and

the twins Captain Sellers renewed his youth.

Together they discovered the muddiest places

on the foreshore, and together they borrowed

a neighbour's boat and sailed down the river

in quest of adventures. With youth at the

prow and dim-sighted age at the helm they

found several. News of their doings made

Hartley congratulate himself warmly on their

departure.

" Mrs. Chinnery is just the woman to

manage them," he said to Joan, " and Truefitt

tells me that having children to look after has

changed her wonderfully."

Miss Hartley, with a little shiver, said she

could quite understand it.

" I mean for the better," said her father.

" He said she is getting quite young and

jolly again. And he told me that young

Saunders is there a good deal."

Miss Hartley raised her eyebrows in mute

interrogation.

" He pretends that he goes to see George,"

said her father, dropping his voice, " but

Truefitt thinks that it is Jessie. I suppose

Trimblett won't mind; he always thought a

lot of Saunders. I don't know whether you

ought to interfere."

" I ? "' said Joan, flushing. " Certainly not.

What has it got to do with me ? "

"Well, I just mentioned it," said Hartley;

" although I suppose Mrs. Chinnery is mostly

responsible while they are with her. I am

writing to tell Trimblett that the children are

at Tranquil Vale. When he comes back

perhaps he will make other arrangements."

" Very likely," said his daughter, absently;

" or perhaps he will marry Mrs. Chinnery."

Mr. Hartley, who was at supper, put down

his knife and fork and sat eyeing her in very

natural amazement. "Marry Mrs. Chinnery?"

he gasped ; " but how can he ? "

" I mean," said Joan, with a sudden

remembrance of the state of affairsâ��"I mean

if anything should happen to me."

Mr. Hartley finished his supper and, draw-

ing his chair up to the fire, sat smoking in

thoughtful silence.

" And if anything happens to Trimblett,

perhaps you will marry again," he said at last.

Miss Hartley shook her head. " I am not

afraid of that," she said, ambiguously.

Her confidence was put to the test less

than a fortnight later by an unexpected visit

from Mr. Robert Vyner, who, entering the

room in a somewhat breathless condition,

accepted a chair and sat gazing at her with an

air of mysterious triumph.

" I'm the bearer of important news," he

murmured. " Despatches from the front.

You'll hear all about it from your father when

he comes home, but I wanted to be the first

with it."

" What is the matter ? " inquired Joan.

Mr. Vyner looked shocked. "All im-

portant news, good or bad, should be

broken gently," he said, reproachfully. " Do

you know any Scotch ? "

" Scotch ?" said the mystified Miss

Hartley.

Mr. Vyner nodded. " ' The best-laid

schemes o' mice and men gang aft agley,' "

he quoted, in a thrilling voice. " Do you

understand that ? "

" I'll wait till father comes home,"

announced Miss Hartley, with some decision.

" There are other quotations bearing on

the matter in hand," said Mr. Vyner,

thoughtfully, " but I have forgotten them.
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At present I am thinking of you to the utter

exclusion of everything else. Not that that

is anything unusual. Far from it. To cut a

long story short, Captain Trimblett has been

left behind at San Francisco with malaria,

and the mate has taken the ship on."

Miss Hartley gave a little cry of concern.

" He has had it before," said Mr. Vyner,

composedly, " but he seems to have got it

bad this time ; and when he is fit enough he

is coming home. Now, what are you going

to do?"

" Poor Captain Trimblett ! " said Joan.

" I am so sorry."

" What are you going to do ? " repeated

Mr. Vyner, impressively. " His children are

at Salthaven, and he will live here because

my father and I had practically decided to

give him the berth of ship's husband after

this voyage. He will have it a little sooner,

that's all. Appropriate berth for a marrying

man like that, isn't it? Sounds much more

romantic than marine superintendent."

" I made sure that he would be away for

at least two years," said Joan, regarding him

helplessly.

" There is nothing certain in this world,"

said Mr. Vyner, sedately. " You should

have thought of that before. The whole

thing is bound to come out now. There are

only two courses open to you. You might

marry Captain Trimblett in reality "

"What is the other ?" inquired Joan, as

he paused.

"The other," said Mr. Vyner, slowly, and

lowering his voiceâ��" the other stands before

you. All he can urge in his favour is that

he is younger than Trimblett and, as I have

said on another occasion, without encum-

brances."

" If there is nothing more than that in his

favour " said Joan, turning away.

" Nothing," said Robert, humbly, " un-

less "

" Unless what ? "

" Unless you know of anything."

Joan Hartley, her gaze still averted, shook

her head.

" Still," said Mr. Vyner, with an air of

great thoughtfulness, "a paragon would be

awful to live with. Awful. Fancy marrying

Bassett, for instance ! Fancy being married

to a man you could never find fault with !"

" There is a third course open to me," said

Joan, turning round. "I could go away."

Mr. Vyner got up slowly and took a step

towards her. " Would you â�� would you

sooner go away than stay with me ?" he

said, in a low voice.

" Iâ��I don't want to go away," said Joan,

after a long pause.

Mr. Vyner took two more steps.

" I'm so fond of Salthaven," added Joan,

hastily.

"So am I," said Robert. "It seems to

me that we have a lot of ideas in common.

Don't you think it would simplify matters if

you stayed at Salthaven and married me ? "

Joan eyed him gravely. " I don't think

that it would simplify matters with your

father," she said, slowly.

Mr. Vyner's fourth and last step took him

to her chair.

"Is that your only objection?" he mur-

mured, bending over her.

" I might think of othersâ��in time," said

Joan.

Mr. Vyner bent a little lower, but so

slowly that Miss Hartley was compelled to

notice it. She got up suddenly and con-

fronted him. He took both her hands in

his, but so gently that she offered no re-

sistance.

" That is a bargain," he said, trying to

steady his voice. " I will soon arrange

matters with my father."

Joan smiled faintly and shook her head.

" You'll see," said Robert, confidently.

" I've been a good son to him, and he knows

it. And I always have had my own way.

I'm not going to alter now. It wouldn't be

good for him."

" You are holding my hands," said Joan.

" I know," said Mr. Vyner. " I like it."

He released them reluctantly, and stood

looking at her. Miss Hartley, after a brave

attempt to meet his gaze, lowered her eyes.

For a time neither of them spoke.

" I'm as bad as Trimblett," said Robert

at last. " I am beginning to believe in fate.

It is my firm opinion that we were intended

for each other. I can't imagine marrying

anybody else, can you ? "

Miss Hartley, still looking down, made no

reply.

" Silence gives consent," said Robert, and,

leaning forward, took her hands again.

CHAPTER XXV.

Robert Vyner walked home slowly, trying

as he went to evolve a scheme which should,

in the first place, enable him to have his own

way, and, in the second, cause as little trouble

as possible to everybody. As a result of his

deliberations he sought his father, whom he

found enjoying a solitary cup of tea, and

told him that he had been to Hartley's with

the news of Captain Trimblett's illness. He



SALTHAVEN.

4Â°5

added, casually, that Mrs. Trimblett was

looking remarkably well. And he spoke

feelingly of the pleasure afforded to all

right-minded people at being able to carry a

little sympathy and consolation into the

homes of the afflicted.

Mr. Vyner, senior, sipped his tea. "She

has got her father and the children if she

vants sympathy," he said, gruffly.

Robert shook his head. " It's not quite

the same thing," he said, gravely.

" The children ought to be with her," said

his father. " I never understood why they

should have gone to Mrs. Chinnery; still,

that's not my affair."

" It was to assist Mrs. Chinnery, for one

thing," said Robert. " And, besides, they

were awfully in the way."

He heard his father put his tea-cup down,

and felt, rather than saw, that he was gazing

at him with some intentness. With a pre-

occupied air he rose and left the room.

Satisfied with the impression he had made,

he paid another visit to Hartley's on the day

following, and then, despite Joan's protests,

became an almost daily visitor. His assur-

ance that they were duty visits, paid with

a view to their future happiness, only served

to mystify her. The fact that Hartley twice

plucked up courage to throw out hints as to

the frequency of his visits, and the odd

glances with which Jiis father favoured him,

satisfied him that he was in the right path.

For a fortnight he went his way unchecked,

and, apparently blind to the growing stiffness

of his father every time the subject was

mentioned, spoke freely of Mrs. Trimblett,

and the beautiful resignation with which she

endured her husband's misfortunes. His

father listened for the most part in silence;

.but coming at last to the conclusion that

there was nothing to be gained by that policy,

he waited until his wife had left the dining-

room one evening and ventured a solemn

protest.

" She is a very nice girl," said the delighted

Robert, in a sullen voice.

" Just so," said his father, leaning towards

a candle and lighting his cigar; "although

perhaps that is hardly the way to speak of a

married woman."

"And we have been friends for a long

time," said Robert.

Mr. Vyner senior, coughed, dryly.

"Just so," he said again.

" Why shouldn't I go and see her when I

like ? " said Robert, after a pause.

" She is another man's wife," said his

father, " and it is a censorious world."

Robert Vyner looked down at the cloth.

" If she were not, I suppose there would be

some other objection," he said, gloomily.

Mr. Vyner laid his cigar on the side of a

plate and drew himself up. " My boy," he

said, impressively, " I don't think I deserve

that. Both your mother and myself would

ha â�� always put your happiness before our

own private inclinations."

He picked up his cigar again and, placing

it in his mouth, looked the personification of

injured fatherhood.

" Do you mean," said Robert, slowlyâ��"do

you mean that if she were single you would

be willing for me to marry her ? "

" It is no good discussing that," said Mr.

Vyner, with an air of great consideration.

" But would you ? " persisted his son.

Mr. Vyner was a very truthful man as a

rule, but there had been instances He

added another.

" Yes," Ke said, with a slight gasp.

Robert sprang up with a haste that over-

turned his coffee, and, seizing his father's

hand, shook it with enthusiasm. Mr. Vyner,

somewhat affected, responded heartily.

" Anything possible for you, Bob," he said,

fervently, " but this is impossible."

His son looked at him. " I have never

known you to go back on your word," he

said, emphatically.

" I never have," said Mr. Vyner.

" Your word is your bond," said Robert,

smiling at him. " And now I want to tell

you something."

"Well?" said the other, regarding him with

a little uneasiness.

" She is not married," said Robert, calmly.

Mr. Vyner started up and his cigar fell

unheeded to the floor.

" What ? " he said, loudly.

" She is not married," repeated his son.

Mr. Vyner sank back in his chair again,

and, looking down mechanically for his cigar,

found it tracing a design on the carpet.

" Con-found it! " he said, fervently, as he

stooped to recover it. He tossed it in his

plate and, leaning back, glared at his son.

" Do you mean that she didn't marry

Trimblett?" he inquired, in a trembling voice.

"Yes."

Mr. Vyner drew the cigar-box towards

him, and selecting a cigar with great care

nipped off the end and, having lighted it,

sat smoking in grim silence.

" This is very extraordinary," he said at

last, avoiding his son's eyes.

" I suppose she had a reason," said

Robert, in a matter-of-fact voice.
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SHE IS NOT MARRIED, SAID ROBERT

Mr. Vyner winced. He began to realize

the true state of affairs, and sat trembling in

impotent wrath. Then he rose and paced

up and down the room. He thought of his

veiled threats to Hartley, and the idea that

his son should know of them added fuel to

his anger.

" You are of full age," he said, bitterly,

"and you have your own incomeâ��now."

Robert flushed and then turned pale.

" I will give that up if you wish, provided

that you'll retain Hartley," he said, quietly.

Mr. Vyner continued his perambulations.

He smoked furiously, and muttered some-

thing about " forcing conditions upon him."

" I can't leave Hartley in the lurch," said

his son, quietly. " It's not his fault. I can

look after myself."

Mr. Vyner stopped and regarded him.

"Don't be a fool," he said, shortly. "If it

wasn't for your mother "

His son repressed a smile by an effort, and

began to feel more at ease. One of Mrs.

Vyner's wifely privileges was to serve as an

excuse for any display of weakness of which

her husband might be guilty.

" This pretended marriage will be a public

scandal," said Mr. Vyner, frowning. " What

are you going to tell people ? "

" Nothing," said Robert.

" Do you think it is conducive to discipline

to marry the daughter of my chief clerk ? "

continued his father.

Robert shook his head.

" No," he said, decidedly. " I have been

thinking of that. It would be better to give

him a small interest in the firmâ��equal to his

salary, say."

Well aware of the uses of physical exercise

at moments of mental stress, Mr. Vyner

started on his walk again. He began to

wonder whether, after all, he ought to consider

his wife's feelings in the matter.

"She is a very nice girl," said Robert,

after watching him for some time. " I wish

you knew her."

Mr. Vyner waved the remark away with a

large, impatient hand.

"She declined to marry me against your

wishes," continued his son, " but now that

you have given your consent "

The room suddenly became too small for



SALTHAVEN.

407

Mr. Vyner. He passed out into the hall,

and a few seconds later his son heard the

library door close with an eloquent bang.

He shrugged his shoulders and, lighting a

cigarette, sat down to wait. He was half-

way through his third cigarette when the

door opened and his father came into the

room again.

" I have been talking to your mother,"

said Mr. Vyner, in a stately fashion. " She

is very much upset, of course. Very. She

is not strong, and I haâ��we came to the

conclusion that you must do as you please."

He stepped to the table and, with a

trembling hand, helped himself to a whisky

and soda. Robert took up a glass with a

little claret in it.

" Success to the young couple," he said,

cheerfully.

Mr. Vyner paused with the glass at his

lips, and eyed him indignantly ; then, with

a wooden expression of faceâ��intended, pos-

sibly, to suggest that he had not heardâ��took

a satisfying drink. He placed the glass on

the table, and turned to see his son's out-

stretched hand.

CHAPTER XXVI.

Captain Trimblett, by special arrangement

with Mrs. Truefitt, was back again in his

old quarters, and already so much improved

in health that he was able to repel with

considerable vigour the many inquirers who

were anxious to be put in possession of the

real facts concerning his pretended marriage.

It was a subject on which the captain was

dumb, but in some mysterious fashion it

came to be understood that it was a device

on the part of a self-sacrificing and chivalrous

ship-master to save Miss Hartley from the

attentions of a determined admirer. she

had met in London. It was the version

sanctionedâ��if not inventedâ��by Mr. Robert

Vyner.

It was a source of some little perturbation

of spirit to Miss Jelks that the captain had

been brought home by his faithful boatswain.

Conduct based on an idea of two years'

absence had to be suddenly and entirely

altered. She had had a glimpse of them

both on the day of their arrival, but the fact

that Mr. Walters was with his superior officer,

and that she was with Mr. Filer, prevented

her from greeting him. In the matter of his

dismissal Mr. Filer met her more than half-

way.

" Somebody 'ad to look arter 'im," said

Mr. Walters, referring to the captain, as he

sat in Rosa's kitchen the following evening,

" and he always 'ad a liking for me. Besides

which I wanted to get 'ome and see you."

" You have got it bad," said Rosa, with a

gratified titter.

" Look arter you I ought to ha' said,"

retorted Mr. Walters, glowering at her ; " and

from wot I hear from Bassett it's about time

I did."

" Ho !" said Miss Jelks, taking a deep

breath. " Ho, really ! "

" I had it out of 'im this morning," con-

tinued Mr. Walters, eyeing her sternly. " I

waited for 'im as he come out of his 'ouse.

He didn't want to tell me at first, but when

he found as 'ow he'd be late for the office if

he didn't, he thought better of it."

Miss Jelks leaned back in her chair with a

ladylike sneer upon her expressive features.

" I'll Bassett him," she said, slowly.

" And I'll Filer him" said Mr. Walters, not

to be outdone in the coining of verbs.

" It's a pity he don't say these things to my

face," said Rosa. " I'd soon let him know."

" He's going to," said the boatswain,

readily. " I told 'im we'd meet him on

Sunday arternoon by K egg's boat - house.

Then we'll see wot you've got to say for

yourself. Shut that door! D'ye want to

freeze me ? "

" I'll shut it when you're gone," said Rosa,

calmly. " Make haste, else I shall catch

cold. I'll go with you on Sunday afternoon

â��just so as you can beg my pardonâ��and

after that I don't want nothing more to do

with you. You'd try the temper of a saint,

you would."

Mr. Walters looked round the warm and

comfortable kitchen, and his face fell. " I

ain't going to judge you till I've heard both

sides," he said, slowly, and then, seeing no

sign of relenting in Rosa's face, passed out

into the bleak night.

He walked down to the rendezvous on

Sunday afternoon with a well-dressed icicle.

Miss Jelks only spoke to him once, and that

was when he trod on her dress. A nipping

wind stirred the surface of the river, and the

place was deserted except for the small figure

of Bassett sheltering under the lee of the

boat-house. He came to meet them, and,

raising a new bowler hat, stood regarding

Miss Jelks with an expression in which com-

passion and judicial severity were pretty

evenly combined.

" Tell me afore her wot you told me the

other day," said Mr. Walters, plunging at

once into business.

"I would rather not," said Bassett, adjust-

ing his spectacles and looking from one to
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the other, " but in pursuance of my promise

I have no alternative." .

" Fire away ! " commanded the boatswain.

Bassett coughed, and then, in a thin but

firm voice, complied. The list of Miss Jelks's

misdeeds was a long one and the day was

cold, but he did not miss a single item.

Miss Jelks, eyeing him with some concern

as he proceeded, began to think that he must

have eyes at the back of his head. The

boatswain, whose colour was deepening as he

listened, regarded her with a lurid eye.

" And you believe it all ?" said Rosa,

turning to him with a pitying smile, as Bassett

concluded his tale. " Why don't he go on ?

He ain't finished yet."

" Wot ? " said Mr. Walters, with energy.

wanted to take me to Marsham Fair and

cried because I wouldn't go."

. " Eh ? " gasped the boatswain, staring at

the bewildered Bassett.

"Ask him if he didn't go down on his

knees to me in Fringle's Lane one dayâ��a

muddy dayâ��and ask me to be his," con-

tinued the unscrupulous Rosa. "Ask him

if he didn't say I was throwing myself away

on a wooden-headed boatswain with bandy

legs."

" Bandy wot ? " ejaculated the choking

Mr. Walters, as he bestowed an involuntary

glance at the limbs in question.

" I can assure you I never said so," cried

Bassett, earnestly. " I never noticed before

that they were bandy. And I never "

i

â�  ll

'ASK HIM IK HK DIDN'T SAY I WAS THROWING MYSELF AWAY ON A WOODEN-HEADED BOATSWAIN WITH PANDY LEGS."

" He ain't told you about making love to

me yet," said Rosa.

" I didn't," said the youth. " I shouldn't

think of doing such a thing. It was all a

mistake of yours."

Miss Jelks uttered a cruel laugh. " Ask

him whether he followed me like a pet dog,"

she said, turning to the astonished boatswain.

" Ask him if he didn't say he loved the

ground my feet trod on. Ask him if he

An enormous fist held just beneath his

nose stopped him in mid-career.

" If you was only three foot taller and six

or seven stun 'eavier," said the palpitating

boatswain, " I should know wot to do with

you."

" I assure you " began Bassett.

" If you say another word," declared Mr.

Walters, in grating accents, " I'll take you by

the scruff of your little neck and drop you in
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the river. And if you tell any more lies

about my young woman to a living soul, I'll

tear you limb from limb and box your ears

arterwards."

With a warning shake of his head at the

gasping Bassett he turned to Miss Jelks, but

that injured ludy, with her head at an alarm-

ing angle, was already moving away. Even

when he reached her side she seemed

unaware of his existence, and it was not until

the afternoon was well advanced that she

deigned to take the slightest notice of his

abject apologies.

" It's being at sea and away from you that

does it," he said, humbly.

" And a nasty jealous temper," added Miss

Jelks.

" I'm going to try for a shore berth," said

her admirer. " I spoke to Mr. Vynerâ��the

young oneâ��about it yesterday, and he's

going to see wot he can do for me. If I

get that I shall be a different man."

" He'd do anything for Miss Joan," said

the mollified Rosa, thoughtfully, "and if you

behave yourself and try and conquer your

wicked, jealous nature I might put in a word

for you with her myself."

Mr. Walters thanked her warmly, and,

with a natural anxiety regarding his future

prospects, paid frequent visits to learn what

progress she was making. He haunted the

kitchen with the persistency of a blackbeetle,

and became such a nuisance at last that

Miss Hartley espoused his cause almost with

enthusiasm.

" He is very much attached to Rosa, but

he takes up a lot of her time," she said to

Robert Vyner, as they were on their way one

evening to Tranquil Vale to pay a visit to

Captain Trimblett.

" I'll get him something for Rosa's sake,"

said Robert, softly. " I shall never forget

that she invited me to breakfast when her

mistress would have let me go empty away.

Do you remember ? "

" I remember wondering whether you were

going to stay all day," said Joan.

" It never occurred to me," said Mr. Vyner,

in tones of regret. " I'm afraid you must

have thought me very neglectful."

They walked on happily through the dark,

cold night until the lighted windows of

Tranquil Vale showed softly in the blackness.

There was a light in the front room of

No. 5, and .the sound of somebody moving

hurriedly about followed immediately upon

Mr. Vyner's knock. Then the door

opened, and Captain Trimblett stood before

them.

Vol. xxxvi.â��52.

" Come in," he said, heartily. " Come in.

I'm all alone this evening."

He closed the door behind them, and

while Mr. Vyner stood gazing curiously at a

mound on the table, which appeared to have

been hastily covered up with a rather soiled

towel, placed a couple of easy chairs by the

fire. Mr. Vyner, with his eyes still on the

table, took his seat slowly, and then, trans-

ferring his regards to Captain Trimblett,

asked him in a stern voice what he was

smiling at Joan for.

"She smiled at me first," said the captain.

Mr. Vyner shook his head at both of them,

and at an offer of a glass of beer looked so

undecided that the captain, after an uneasy

glance at the table, which did not escape

Mr. Vyner, went to the kitchen to procure

some.

" I wonder," said Robert, musingly, as he

turned to the tableâ��" I wonder if it would

be bad manners to "

" Yes," said Joan, promptly.

Mr. Vyner sighed, and tried to peer under

a corner of the towel.

" I can see a saucer," he murmured,

excitedly.

Miss Hartley rose, and, pointing with a

rigid forefinger at her own chair, changed

places with him.

" You want to see yourself," declared Mr.

Vyner.

Miss Hartley scorned to reply.

" Let's share the guilt," continued the

other. " You shut your eyes and raise a

corner of the towel, and I'll do the peeping."

The return of the unconscious captain with

the beer rendered a reply unnecessary.

" We half thought you would be at No. 9,"

said Robert, as the captain poured him out a

glass.

" I'm keeping house this evening," said the

captain, " or else I should have been."

" It's nice for you to have your children

with you," said Joan, softly.

Captain Trimblett assented. "And it's nice

to be able to give up the sea," he said, with

a grateful glance at Vyner. " I'm getting

old, and that last bout of malaria hasn't

made me any younger."

" The youngsters seem to get on all right

with Mrs. Chinnery," said Robert, eyeing

him closely.

" Splendidly," said the captain. " I should

never have thought that she would have been

so good with children. She half worships

them."

" Not all of them," said Mr. Vyner.

" All of 'em," said the captain.
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"Twins as well?" said Mr. Vyner, raising

his voice.

" She likes them best of all," was the

reply.

My Vyner rose slowly from his chair.

" She is a woman in a million," he said, im-

pressively. " I wonder why "

" They're very good girls," said the captain,

hastily. " Old Sellers thinks there is nobody

like them."

" I expect you will be making a home

for them soon," said Robert, thoughtfully ;

" although it will be rather hard on Mrs.

Chinnery to part with them, won't it ? "

"We are all in the hands of fate," said

the captain, gazing suddenly at his tumbler.

" Fate rules all things from the cradle to the

grave."

He poured himself out a little more beer

they must be going. Joan rose, and Captain

Trimblett, rising at the same moment,

knocked over his beer and, in a moment of

forgetfulness, snatched the towel from the

mound to wipe it up. The act revealed an

electro-plated salad bowl of noble propor-

tions, a saucer of whitening, and some pieces

of rag.

" Halloa ! " said Robert, looking from the

bowl to the captain's ruddy face. " What's

this?"

" I was just giving it a clean up," mur-

mured the captain.

" What is it ? " said the other.

" It's a present," said Captain Trimblett,

with a faint note of defiance in his voice

â��"a present from a dear old friend of mine

â��Captain Walsh."

He accompanied his visitors to the door,

"'it's a present,' said captain trimblett."

and, lapsing into a reminiscent mood, cited

various instances in his own career in con-

firmation. It was an interesting subject, but

time was passing, and Mr. Vyner, after a

regretful allusion to that fact, announced that

and after a cordial farewell stood looking

after them until their voices died away in the

darkness. Then he came back into the room

and, whistling cheerfully, took up a piece of

rag and resumed his interrupted task.

The End.
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HE prospectus, or advertise-

ment, of a certain American

typewriting machine com-

mences by informing the

public that "The type-

writer is founded on an idea."

When I saw this phrase I secured it for my

collection, for I felt that, without jest, it

contained the kernel of a true philosophy of

Nature. The forms, thephainomena, of Nature

are innumerable, multifarious, interwoven,

and infinitely perplexing, and you may spend

a happy life in unravelling their relations and

devising their evolutions ; but until you have

looked through them and seen the ideas that

are behind them you are a mere materialist

and a blind worker. The soul of Nature is

hid from you.

What is the bill of a bird and what does it

mean ? I do not refer to the bill of a Hawk,

or a Heron, or an Owl, or an Ostrich, but to

that which is the abstract of all these and a

thousand more. I hold, regardless of ana-

tomy and physiology, that a bird is a higher

being than a beast. No beast soars and

sings to its sweetheart ; no beast remains in

lifelong partnership with the wife of its

youth; no beast builds itself a summer-

house and decks it with feathers and bright

shells. A beast is a grovelling denizen of

the earth ; a bird is a free citizen of the air.

And who can say that there is not a

connection between this difference and other

developments ? The beast, thinking only of

its appetites, has evolved a delicate nose,

a discriminating palate, three kinds of

teeth to cut, tear, and grind its food,

salivary glands to moisten the same, and a

perfected apparatus of digestion. The bird,

occupied with thoughts of love and beauty,

with " fields, or waves, or mountains " and

" shapes of sky or plain," has made little

advance in the art and instruments of good

living. It swallows its food whole, scarcely

knowing the taste of it, and a pair of forceps

for picking it up, tipped and cased with horn,

is the whole of its dining furniture. For the

bill of a bird, primarily and essentially, is

that and nothing else. In the chickens and

the sparrows that come to steal their food,

and the robin that looks on, and all the little

dicky-birds, you may see it in its simplicity.

The size and shape may vary, as a Canadian

axe differs from a Scotch axe ; some are short

and stout and have a sharp edge for shelling

seeds ; some are longer and fine-pointed, for

picking worms and caterpillars out of their

hiding-places; some a little hooked at their

points, and one, that of the Crossbill, with

points crossed for picking the small seeds

out of fir-cones ; but all are practically the

same tool. Yet the last distinctly points

the way to those modifications by which

the simple bill is gradually adapted to one

special purpose or another, until it becomes

a wonderful mechanism in which the original

intention is quite out of sight.

At this point I find an instructive parable

in my tool chest. Fully half of the tools are

just knives. A chisel is a knife, a plane is a

knife set in a block of wood, a saw is a knife

with the edge notched. Moreover, there are
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many sorts of curious

planes and saws, each

intended for one dis-

tinct kind of fine work.

All these the joiner has

need of, but a school-

boy would rather have

one good, strong

pocket-knife than the

whole boxful. For,

just in proportion as

each tool is perfected

for its own special

work, it becomes use-

less for any other. And

your schoolboy is not

a specialist. He wants

a tool that will cut a

stick, carve a boat,

peel an apple, dig out

a wormâ��in short, one

that will do whatever

his active mind wants

done. Now apply this

parable to the birds.

If you see a bill that

is nothing but a large

and powerful pair of

forceps, good for any rough job, you may

know without further inquiry that the owner

is no limited specialist, but a " handy man,"

bold, enterprising, resourceful, and good all

round. He will not starve in the

desert. No wholesome food comes

amiss to himâ��grub, slug, or snail,

fruit, eggs, a live mouse or a dead

rat, and he can deal

with them all. Such

are the Magpie, the

" GOOD FOR ANY ROUGH 1

Crow, the Jackdaw,

and all of that ilk ; and

these are the birds that

are found in all coun-

tries and climates, and

prosper wherever they

go. But all birds

cannot play that part.

One is timid, another

fastidious, another shy

but ingenious. So, in

the universal competi-

tion for a living, each

has taken its own line

according to the bent

of its nature, and its

one tool has been per-

fected for its trade

until it can follow no

other. The Thrush

catches such worms as

rashly show themselves

above-ground; but an

ancient ancestor of the

Snipe found that, if it

followed them into

marshy lands, it could

probe the soft ground

and drag them out of their chambers. For

this operation it has now a bill three inches

long, straight, thin and sensitive at the tip,

a beautiful instrument, but good for no

purpose except extracting worms from

soft ground. If frost or drought

hardens the ground, the Snipe must

"each bird swears by its own pattern.â�¢
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starve or travel.

Among the

many "lang

nebbit" birds

that follow the

same profession

as the Snipe,

some, like the

Curlew and the

Ibis, have

curved bills of

prodigious

length. I do

not know the

compara t i v e

advantages of

the two forms,

but no doubt

each bird

swears by its

own pattern, as

every golfer

does by his own

putter.

But now be-

hold another

grub - hunter,

which, distast-

ing mud, has

discovered an

unworked mine

in the trunks of

trees. There, in

deep burrows,

lurked great succulent beetle-grubs, demanding

only a tool with which they might be dug out.

This has been perfected by many stages, and

I have now before me a splendid speci-

men of the most improved patternâ��namely,

the bill of the Great Black Woodpecker of

Western India, a bird nearly as big as a

crow. It is nothing else than a hatchet in

two parts, which, when locked together,

present a steeled edge about three-eighths of

an inch in breadth. The hatchet is two and

a half inches long by one in breadth at the

base, and a prominent ridge, or keel, runs

down the top from base to point. It is

further strengthened by a keel on each side.

Inside of it, ere the bird became a mummy,

was her tongue, which I myself drew out

three inches beyond the point of the bill.

It was round and tough, like gutta-percha,

tipped with a fine spike, and armed on each

side, for the last inch of its length, with a

row of sharp barbs pointing backwards. The

whole was lubricated with some patent stick-

fast, "always ready for use." That grub

must sit tight indeed which this corkscrew

"AN absukd helmet."

will not draw when once the hatchet has

opened a way.

The Swallows and Swifts, untirable on

their wings, but too gentle to hold their

own in a jostling crowd, soared away

after the midges and May-flies and pesti-

lent gnats that rise from marsh and pond

to hold their joyous dances under the

blue dome. Continually rushing open-

mouthed after these, they have stretched

their gape from ear to ear; but their bills

have dwindled by disuse and left only an

apology for their absence.

Compared with all these, the birds that

can do with a diet of fruit only lead an

easy life. They have just to pluck and

eatâ��that is, if they are pleased with small

fruits and content to swallow them whole.

But the Hornbills, being too bulky to hop

among twigs, need a long reach ; hence

the portentous machines which they carry

on their faces. The beak of a Hornbill

is nothing else than a pair of tongs long

enough to reach and strong enough to

wrench off a wild fig from its thick stem.

If it were of iron it would be thin and

heavy; being

of cellular

horn-stuff it is

bulky but light.

If you ask why

it should rise

up into an

absurd helmet

on the queer

fowl's head, I

cannot tell.

Nature has

quaint ways of using up

surplus material.

An easy life begets

luxuFy, and among

fruit-eaters the Parrot

has become an epicure.

It will not swallow its

food whole, and its bill

deserves study. In

birds generally the

upper mandible is more

or less joined to the

skull, leaving only the

lower jaw free to move.

But in the Parrot the

upper mandible is also

hinged, so that each

plays freely on the

other. The upper, as

we all know, is hooked

and pointed; the lower

ITS BILL DESERVES

STUDY."
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" HEKE THE COMPETITION HAS BEEN VERY KEEN INDEED."

has a sharp edge. The tongue is thick,

muscular, and sensitive. The whole makes

a wonderful instrument, unique among birds,

for feelingly manipulating a dainty morsel,

shelling, peeling, and slicing, until nothing is

left but the sweetest part of the core. Of all

gourmands Polly is the most

shameless waster.

Long before land, trees,

and air had been exploited

the primitive bird must

have discovered the harvest

of the waters, and here the

competition has been very

keen indeed. Yet the form

of bill most in use is very

simpleâ��just a plain pair of

forceps, long and sharp-

pointed like scissors. This

is evidently hard to beat,

for birds of many sorts use

it, handling it variously.

The Kingfisher plumps

bodily down on the minnow

from an overhanging perch ;

the Solan Goose, soaring,

plunges from a " pernicious

height " ; the Heron, high

on its stilts, darts out a long

and serpentine neck; the

Diver, with similar beak

and neck but different legs,

pursues the fleeing shoals

under water ; to the swift

and slippery fish all are

alike terrible in their cer-

tainty. There are, however,

other varieties of the fishing

THE RIDICULOUS BILL OF THE PUFFIN.

bill. Some have a hook at the point, as

that of the Cormorant, and some are straight

at the top, but curved on the under side.

This last form is handy for Storks, which do

not pluck fish out of water so much, but

scoop up frogs, crabs, and reptiles from the

ground. The ridiculous

bill of the Puffin, or Sea-

Parrot, is an eccentricity.

There may be some idea in

it, but I suspect it is an

effect of vanity merely,

being coloured blue, yellow,

and red, and quite in keep-

ing with the other absurdi-

ties of the wearer.

Apart from all these and

by itself stands a princely

fisher whose bill is no

modification, but an original

invention and a marvellous

one. Larger than a Swan

and gluttonous withal, the

Pelican cannot live on

single fishes. It has given

up angling altogether and

taken to netting; and the

way in which the net has

been constructed out of the

pair of forceps provided in

the original plan of its con-

struction is as well worth

your examining as any-

thing I know. It is a foot

in length, the upper jaw is

flat and broad, while the

lower consists of two thin,

elastic bones joined at the
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point, a mere ring to

carry the curious yellow

bag that hangs from it.

In pictures this is repre-

sented as a creel in

which the kind Pelican

carries home the child-

ren's breakfast ; you are

allowed to see the tail of a big fish hanging

out. But it is not a creel ; it is a net. The

great birds, marshalled in line on some broad

lake or marsh, and beating the water with

their wings, drive the .fish before them

until they have got a dense crowd

huddled in panic and confusion between

them and the shore. Now watch them

narrowly. As each monstrous bill opens,

the thin bones of the lower jaw stretch

sideways to the breadth of a span by

some curious mechanism not described

in the books, and at the

same time the shrunken

bag expands into a deep,

capacious net. Simul-

taneously the whole in-

strument is plunged into

the struggling, silvery mass

and comes up full. The

side bones instantly con-

tract again, and the upper

jaw is clapped on them

like a lid. No wonder

the fishermen of the East

detest the Pelican.

In the same marsh, per-

haps, standing with un-

equalled grace upon the

longest legs known in this

world, is a troop of giant

birds as wonderful as the

Pelican, but how oppo-

site ! The beautiful

Flamingo is a bird of

feeble intellect, delicate appetite, and

genteel tastes. It cannot eat fish, for

its slender throat would scarcely admit

a pea. Besides, the idea of catching

anything, or even picking up food

from the ground, does not occur to

its simple mind. Its diet consists of

certain small crustaceans, classed by

naturalists with water - fleas, which

abound in brackish water; and it has

an instrument for taking these which

it knows how to use. I kept Fla-

mingoes once, and, after trying many

things in vain, offered them bran, or

boiled rice,

floating in water.

Then they dined,

and I learned

the construction

and working of

the most mar-

vellous of all

bills. The lower

jaw is deep and

hollow, and its

upper edges turn

in to meet each

other, so that you

"as wonderful as the pelican, but how opposite]"
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may fairly describe it as a pipe

with a narrow slit along the

upper side. In this pipe lies

the tongue, and it cannot get

out, for it is wider than the

slit, but it can be pressed

against the top to close the

slit, and then the lower jaw

becomes an actual pipe. The

root of the tongue is furnished

on both sides with a loose

fringe which we will call the

first strainer. The upper jaw

is thin and flat and rests on

the lower like a lid, and it is

beautifully fringed along both

sides with small, leathery

points, close set, like the teeth

of a very fine saw. This is

the second strainer. To work

the machine you dip the point

into dirty water full of water-

fleas, draw bark the tip of

the tongue a little, and suck

in water till the lower jaw

(the pipe) is full, then close

the point again with the tip

of the tongue and

force the water out.

It can only get out

by passing through

the first strainers at

the root of the

tongue, then over

the palate, and so

through the second strainers at the sides

of the bill; and all the solid matter it

THF. HIKD LETS DOWN ITS HEAD INTO THE WATER.

tribute

but of

of the

right.

contained will remain in

the mouth. The suck-

ing in and squirting out

of the water is managed

by the cheeks, or rather

by the cheek, for a

Flamingo has only one

cheek, and that is situated

under the chin. When the

bird is feeding you will see

this throbbing faster than the

eye can follow it, while water

squirts from the sides of the

mouth in a continuous stream.

I should have said that the

whole bill is sharply bent

downwards at the middle.

The advantage of this is that,

when the bird lets down its

head into the water, like a

bucket into a well, the point

of the bill does not stick in

the mud, but lies flat on it,

upside down.

In conclusion, let us not

fail to note, whatever be

our political creed, that,

while all the birds pursue

their respective indus-

tries, there sit apart, in

pride of place, some

whose bills are not tools

wherewith to work, but

weapons wherewith to

slay. And these take

rest, not with their consent,

WEAPONS WHEREWITH TO SLAY.



jORPORAL SAM VICARY,

coming up to the edge of the

camp lire's light, stood there

for a moment with a white

face. The cause of it â��

though it would have been a

sufficient oneâ��was not the story to which

the men around the fire had been listening ;

for the teller, at sight of the corporal, had

broken off abruptly, knowing him to be a

good fellow, but a religious one after a

fashion, with a capacity for disapproval and

a pair of fists to back it up. So, while

his comrades guffawed, he rather cleverly

changed the subject.

"Oh, and by the way, talkin' of the con-

vent "â��he meant the Convent of Santa

Teresa, a high building under the very slope

of the citadel, protected by its guns and,

after three days' fighting, still held by the

enemy â��" do any of you know a small

house to the left of it ? Sort of a mud nest

it is, like a swallow's, stuck under the cliff

where it overhangs. No ? Well, that's a

pity ; for the General has promised five

pounds to the first man who breaks in there."

" But why, at all ?" inquired a man, close

on his right.

"I know the place," put in another; "a

mean kind of building, with one window

lookin' down the street, and that on the

second floor, as you might say. It don't look

to me the sort of house to hold five pounds'
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worth, all toldâ��let be that, to force it, a man

must cross half the fire from the convent,

and in full view. Five pounds be hanged !

â�¢Five pounds isn't so scarce in these times

that a man need go there to fetch it for his

widow."

Corporal Sam was turning away. For

three days San Sebastian had been a hell,

between the flames of which he had seen

things that sickened his soul, and that sickened

it yet in remembrance. Yes, and the sick-

ness had more than once come nigh to be

physical. His throat worked at the talk

of loot, now that he knew what men did

for it.

" The General ain't after the furnitcher,"

answered the first speaker. " It consarns a

child."

" A child ain't no such rarity in San

Sebastian that anybody need offer five

pounds for one."

" What's this talk about a child?" asked

Sergeant Wilkes, coming in from his rounds

and dropping to a seat by the blaze. He

caught sight of Corporal Sam standing a

little way back, and nodded.

" Well, it seems that, barring this child,

every soul in the house has been killed. The

place is pretty certain death to approach, and

the crittur, for all that's known, has been left

without food for two days and more. Tis a

boy, I'm toldâ��a small thing, not above four

at the most. Between whiles it runs to the

window and looks out. The sentries have

seen it more'n a dozen times, and one told

me he'd a sight sooner look on a ghost."

"Then why don't the Frenchies help?"

someone demanded. "There's a plenty of

'em close by in the convent."

ouch, in the United States of America.
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" The convent don't count. There's a

garden between it and the house, and on the

convent side a blank wallâ��no windows at

all, only loopholes. Besides which there's a

whole block of buildings in full blaze t'other

side of the house, and the smoke of it drives

across so that 'tis only between-whiles you

can see the child at all. The odds are he'll

be burnt alive or smothered before he starves

outright; and I reckon, put one against

another, 'twill be the mercifuller end."

" Poor little beggar! " said the sergeant.

" Hut why don't the General send in a white

flag and take him off?"

" A lot the Johnnies would believeâ��and

after what you and me have seen these two

days ! A nice tender-hearted crew, we are,

to tell 'em, ' If you please, we've come for a

poor little three-year-okl.' Why, they'd as lief

as not believe we meant to eat him."

Sergeant Wilkes glanced up across the

camp fire to the spot where Corporal Sam

had been standing. But Corporal Sam had

disappeared.

II.

Although the hour was close upon mid-

night and no moon showed, Corporal Sam

needed no lantern to light him through San

Sebastian ; for a great part of the upper town

still burned fiercely, and from time to time a

shell, soaring aloft from the mortar batteries

across the river, burst over the citadel or

against the rocks where the French yet clung,

and each explosion flooded the sky with

sudden glare.

He had passed into the town unchallenged.

The fatigue parties, hunting by twos and

threes among the ruins of the river-front for

corpses to burn or bury, doubtless supposed

him to be about the same business. At any

rate, they paid him no attention.

Just within the walls, where the conflagra-

tion had burnt itself out, there were patches

of black shadow to be crossed carefully. The

fighting had been obstinate here, and more

than one blazing house had collapsed into

the thick of it. The corporal picked his way

gingerly, shivering a little at the thought of

some things buried, or half buried, among

the loose stones. Indeed, at the head of the

first street his foot entangled itself in some-

thing soft. It turned out to be nothing more

than a man's cloak, or poncho, and he slipped

it on, to hide his uniform and avoid ex-

planations should he fall in with one of the

patrol ; but it had given him a scare for a

moment.

The lad, in fact, was sick of fighting and

slaughterâ��physically ill at the remembrance

and thought of them. The rage of the

assault had burnt its way through him like

a fever and left him weak, giddy, queasy of

stomach. He had always hated the sight of

suffering, even the suffering of dumb animals ;

and as a sportsman, home in England, he

had learnt to kill his game clean, were it

beast or bird. In thought he had always

loathed the trade of a butcher, and had

certainly never guessed that soldiering could

beâ��as here in San Sebastian he had seen it

â��more bestial than the shambles.

For some reason, as he picked his road,

his mind wandered away from the reek and

stink of San Sebastian and back to England,

back to Somerset, to the slopes of Mendip.

His home there had overlooked an ancient

battlefield ; and as a boy, tending the sheep

on the uplands, he had conned it often and

curiously, having heard the old men tell tales

of it. The battle had been fought on a wide

plain intersected by many water-dykes.

Twice or thrice he had taken a holiday to

explore it, half expecting that a close view

would tell him something of its history ; but,

having no books to help him, he had brought

back very little beyond a sense of awe that so

tremendous a thing had happened just there,

and (unconsciously) a stored remembrance

of the scents blown across the level from the

flowers that lined the dykesâ��scents of mint

and meadow-sweet, at home there as the

hawthorn on the hills.

He smelt them now, across the reek of

San Sebastian, and they wafted him back to

Englandâ�� to boyhood, dreaming of war but

innocent of its crimesâ��to long thoughts,

long summer days spent among the un-

heeding sheep, his dog Rover beside himâ��

an almost thoroughbred collie, and a good

dog, too, though his end had been tragic.

But why on earth should his thoughts be on

Rover just now ?

Yetâ��and although, as he went, England

was nearer to him and more .real than the

smoking heaps between which he picked his

wayâ��he steered all the while towards the

upper town ; through the square, and up the

hill overlooked by the convent and the rocky

base of the citadel. He knew the exact

position of the house, and chose a narrow

streetâ��uninhabited now, and devastated by

fireâ��that led directly to it.

The house was untouched by fire as yet,

though another to the left of it blazed

furiously. It clung, as it were a swallow's

nest, to the face of the cliff. A garden wall

ran under the front of it, and, parallel with
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the wall, a road pretty constantly swept by

musketry fire from the convent. At the head

of the street Corporal Sam stumbled against

a rifleman who, sheltered from bullets at the

angle of the crossing, stood calmly watching

the conflagration.

" Halloa! " said the rifleman, cheerily.

" I wanted some more audience, and you're

just in time."

"There's a child in the house, eh ?" panted

Corporal Sam, who had come up the street

at a run.

The rifleman nodded. " Poor little devil !

He'll soon be out of his pain, though."

" ' l*P OFKFR TO FICHT THE HOTH OF YOU,' UK SAID, ' HUT 'TIS TIME WASTED WITH A COUPLE OF WHITE-

LIVPRS THAT DON'T DARE FETCH A POOR CHILI* ACFOSS A ROADWAY.'"
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" Why, there's heaps of time ! The fire

won't take hold for another half-hour.

What's the best way in ? You an' me can

go shares, if that's what you're hangin' back

for," added Corporal Sam, seeing that the

man eyed him without stirring.

" Hi ! Bill !" The rifleman whistled to a

comrade who came slouching out of a door-

way close by with a clock in one hand and

in the other a lantern, by help of which he

had been examining the inside of this piece

of plunder. " Here's a boiled lobster in an

old woman's cloak wants to teach us the

way into the house yonder."

"Tell him to go home," said Bill, still

peering into the works of the clock. "Tell

him we've been there." He chuckled a

moment, looked up, and addressed himself

to Corporal Sam. " What regiment? "

"The Royals."

The two burst out laughing, scornfully

" Don't wonder you cover it up," said the

first rifleman.

Corporal Sam pulled pff his poncho. " I'd

offer to fight the both of you," he said,

" but 'tis time wasted with a couple of white-

livers that don't dare fetch a poor child

across a roadway. Let me go by, please.

You'll keep, anyway."

" Now look here, sonny." The first

rifleman blocked his road. " I don't bear

no malice for a word spoken in anger, so

stand quiet and take my advice. That house

isn't goin' to take fire. 'Cos why ? 'Cos,

as Bill says, we've been thereâ��there and in

the next house, now burnin'â��and we know.

'Cos before leavin'â��the night before last it

wasâ��some of our boys set two barrels o'

powder somewheres in the next house, on

the ground floor, with a slow match. That's

why we left; though, as it happened, the

match missed lire. But the poivder's there,

and if you'll wait a few minutes now you'll

not be disapp'inted."

" \ou left the child behind?"

" Well, we left in a hurry, as I tell you ;

and somehow, in the hurry, nobody brought

him along. I'm sorry for the poor little

devil too." The fellow swung about. "See

him there at the window, now ! If you want

him put out of his pain "

He lifted his rifle. Corporal Sam made

a clutch at his arm to drag it down, and in

the scuffle both men swayed out upon the

roadway. And with that, or a moment later,

he felt the rifleman slip down between his

arms, and saw the blood gush from his mouth

as he collapsed on the cobbles.

Corporal Sam heard the man Bill shout a

furious oath, cast one puzzled look up the

roadway towards the convent, saw the flashes

jetting from its high wall, and raced across

unscathed. A bullet sang past his ear as he

found the gate and hurled himself into the

garden. It was almost dark here, but dark only

for a moment. For, as he caught sight of

a flight of steps leading to a narrow doorway,

and ran for themâ��and even as he set foot on

the lowestâ��of a sudden the earth heaved

under him, seemed to catch him up in a

sheet of flame, and flung him backwardsâ��

backwards and flat on his backâ��into a clump

of laurels.

Slowly he picked himself up. The sky was

dark now ; but, marvellous to say, the house

stood. The mass of it yet loomed over the

laurels. Yes, and a light showed under the

door at the head of the steps. He groped

his way up and pushed the door open.

The light came through a rent in the

opposite wall, and on the edge of this jagged

hole some thin laths were just bursting into

a blaze. He rushed across the room to beat

out the flame, and this was easily done; but

as he did it he caught sight of a woman's

body stretched along the floor by the fire-

place, and of a child cowering in the corner,

watching him.

" Come and help, little one," said Corporal

Sam, still beating at the laths. The child

understood no English, and, moreover, was

too small to help. But it seemed that the

corporal's voice emboldened him, for he

drew near and stood watching.

" Who did this, little one?" asked Corporal

Sam, nodding towards the corpse, as he

rubbed the charred dust from his hands.

For a while the child stared at him, not

comprehending, but by and by pointed

beneath the table, and then back at its

mother.

The corporal walked to the table, stooped,

and drew from under it a rifle and a pouch

half filled with cartridges.

" Tell him we've been there." He seemed

to hear the rifleman Bill's voice repeating the

words close at harrd. He recognised the

badge on the pouch.

He was shaking where he stood ; and this,

perhaps, was why the child stared at him so

oddly. But looking into the wondering

young eyes, he read only the question, "What

are you going to do ? "

He hated these riflemen. Nay, looking

around the room, how he hated all the foul

forces that had made this room what it was!

And yet, on the edge of resolve, he knew

that he must die for what he meant to doâ��
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that the thing was unpardonable ; that in

the end he must be shot down, and rightly,

as a dog.

He remembered his dog Rover; how the

poor brute had been

tempted to sheep-killing

at night on the sly ; and

the look in his eyes

when, detected at length,

he had crawled forward

to his master to be shot.

No other sentence was

possible, and Rover had

known it.

in wonder he set the rifle on its butt

and rammed down a cartridge; and so,

dropping on hands and knees, crept to

the window.

"HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF a woman's BODY yiRETCHKD ALONG THK Fl-OOK.

Had he no better excuse ? Perhaps not.

He only knew that he could not help it; that

a thing had been done, and by the consent of

many ; that as a man he must kill for it,

though as a soldier he deserved only to be

killed.

With the child's eyes still resting on him

III.

Earlv next morning Sergeant Wilkes picked

his way across the ruins of the great breach

and into the town, keeping well to windward

of the fatigue parties already kindling fires

and collecting the dead bodies that remained

unburied.
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Within and along the sea-wall San Sebastian

was a heap of burnt-out ruins. Amid the

stones and rubble encumbering the streets

lay broken muskets, wrenched doors, shattered

sticks of furnitureâ��mirrors, hangings, women's

apparel, children's clothesâ��loot dropped by

the pillagers as valueless, wreckage of the

flood. He passed a very few inhabitants,

and these said nothing to himâ��indeed, did

not appear to see him, but sat by the ruins

of their houses with faces set in a stupid

horror. Even the crash of a falling house

near by would scarcely persuade them to stir,

and hundreds during the last three days had

been overwhelmed thus and buried.

The sergeant had grown callous to these

sights. He walked on, heeding only a little

more than he was heeded, came to the great

square, and climbed a street leading north-

wards, a little to the left of the great convent.

The street was a narrow one, for half its

length lined on both sides with fire gutted

houses ; but the upper half, though deserted,

appeared to be almost intact. At the very

head, and close under the citadel walls, it

took a sharp twist to the right, and another

twist, almost equally sharp, to the left, before

it ended in a broader thoroughfare crossing

it at right angles and running parallel with

the ramparts.

At the second twist the sergeant came to

a dead halt; for at his feet, stretched across

the causeway, lay a dead body.

He drew back with a start and looked

about him. Corporal Sam had been missing

since nine o'clock last night, and he felt sure

that Corporal Sam must be here or here-

abouts. But no living soul was in sight.

The body at his feet was that of a rifleman

â��a private in the 95thâ��one of the volun-

teers whose presence had been so unwelcome

to General Leith and the whole Fifth Division.

The dead fist yet clutched its rifle, and the

sergeant, stooping to disengage this, felt that

the body was warm.

" Come back, you silly fool ! "

He turned quickly. Another rifleman had

thrust his head out of a doorway close by.

The sergeant, snatching up the weapon,

sprang and joined him in the passage where

he sheltered.

" Iâ��I was looking for a friend hereabouts."

" Fat lot of friend you'll find at the head

of this street!" snarled the rifleman, and

jerked his thumb towards the corpse. "That

makes the third already this morning. These

Johnnies ain't no sense of honour leftâ��firing

on outposts as you may call it."

" Where are they firing from ? "

" No ' they ' about it. You saw that cot-

tage â�� or didn't you ? â��. right above there,

under the wall; the place with one window

in it? There's a devil behind it somewheres;

he fires from the back of the room, and,

what's more, he never misses his man. You

have Nick's own luckâ��the pretty target you

made tooâ��that is, unless, like some that call

themselves Englishmen and ought to know

better, he's a special spite on the Rifles."

The sergeant paid no heed to the sneer.

He was beginning to think, and to think

furiously.

"How long has this been going on?" he

asked.

" Only since daylight. There was a child

up yonder last night; but it stands to reason

a child can't be doing this. He never misses,

I tell you. Oh, you had luck just now !"

" I wonder," said Sergeant Wilkes, musing.

" I'll try it again, anyway." And while the

rifleman gasped, he stepped out boldly into

the road.

He knew that his guess might, likely

enough, be wrong ; that, even were it right,

the next two seconds might see him a

dead man. Yet he was bound to satisfy

himself. With his eyes on the sinister

windowâ��it stood half open and faced

straight down the narrow streetâ��he knelt by

the corpse, found its ammunition pouch,

unbuckled the strap, and drew out a handful

of cartridges. Then he straightened himself

steadily â��but his heart was beating hardâ��

and as steadily walked back and rejoined the

rifleman in the passage.

"You have a nerve," said the rifleman, his

voice shaking a little. " Looks like he don't

fire on red-coats ; but you have a nerve, all

the same."

" Or else he may be gone," suggested the

sergeant, and on the instant corrected him-

self; "but I warn you not to reckon upon

that. Is there a window facing on him any-

where, round the bend of the street ? "

" I dunno."

The rifleman peered forth, turning his

head sideways for a cautious reconnoitre.

" Maybe he has gone, after all."

It was but his head he exposed beyond the

angle of the doorway, and yet, on the instant,

a report cracked out sharply, and he pitched

forward into the causeway. His own rifle

clattered on the stones beside him, and

where he fell he lay, like a stone.

Sergeant Wilkes turned, with a set jaw,

and mounted the stairs of the deserted house

behind him. They led him up to the roof,

and there he dropped on his belly and
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crawled. Across three roofs he crawled, and

lay down behind a balustrade overlooking

the transverse roadway. Between the pillars

of the balustrade he looked right across the

roadway and into the half-open window of the

cottage. The room within was dark, save

for the glimmer of a mirror on the back

wall.

" Kill him I must," growled the sergeant

through his teeth, " though I wait the day

for it."

And he waited there, crouching, for an

hourâ��for two hours.

He was shifting his cramped attitude a

littleâ��a very littleâ��for about the twentieth

time, when a smur of colour showed on the

mirror and the next instant passed into a dark

shadow. It may be. that the marksman

within the cottage had spied yet another

rifleman in the street. But the sergeant had

noted the reflection in the glass, and that it was

red. Two shots rang out together. But the

sergeant, after peering through the parapet,

stood upright, walked back across the roofs,

and regained the stairway.

The street was empty. From one of the

doorways a voice called to him to come back.

But he walked on, up the street and across

the roadway to a green-painted wicket.- It

opened upon a garden, and across the garden

he came to a flight of steps with an open

door above. Through this, too, he passed

and stared into a small room. On the far

side of it, in an arm-chair, sat Corporal Sam,

leaning back, with a hand to his breast ; and

facing him, with a face full of innocent

wonder, stood a childâ��a small, grave, curly-

headed child.

IV.

" I'm glad you done it quick," said

Corporal Sam.

His voice was weak, yet he managed to

get out the words firmly, leaning back in the

wooden arm-chair, with one hand on his left

breast, spread and covering the lower ribs.

The sergeant did not answer at once.

Between the spread fingers he saw a thin

stream welling, darker than the scarlet tunic

which it discoloured. For perhaps three

seconds he watched it. To him the time

seemed as many minutes, and all the while

he was aware of the rifle-barrel warm in his

grasp.

" Because," Corporal Sam pursued, with a

smile that wavered a little, half wistfully,

seeking his eyes, " you'd 'a' had to 'a' done it

anywayâ��wouldn't you ? And any other way

itâ��mightâ��'a' been hard."

" But what made you ? " It was all Sergeant

Wilkes could say, and he said it, wondering

at the sound of his own voice. The child,

who, seeing that the two were friends, and not,

after all, disposed to murder one another, had

wandered to the head of the stairs to look

down into the sunlit garden shining below,

seemed to guess that something was amiss

after all, and, wandering back, stood at a little

distance, finger to lip.

" I don't know," the corporal answered,

like a man trying with difficulty to collect

his thoughts. " Leastways, not to explain to

you. It must 'a' been comin' on for some

time."

" But what, \adâ��what?"

" Ah â�� ' what ? ' says you. That's the

trouble, and I can't never make you seeâ��

yes, make you seeâ�� the hell of it. It began

with thinkin'â��just with thinkin'. And the

things I saw and heard ; and then, when I

came here, only meanin' to save htm "

He broke off and nodded at the child,

who, catching his eye, nodded back smiling.

He and the corporal had evidently made

great friends.

But the corporal's gaze, wavering past

him, had fixed itself on a trestle bed in the

corner.

" There was a woman," he said. " She was

stone-cold. But the child told meâ��until I

stopped his mouth and made a guess at the

rest. I took her down and buried her in the

garden, and with that it came over me that

the whole of it â��the whole businessâ��was

wrong, and that to put myself right I must

kill, and keep on killing. Of course, I knew

what the end would be, but I never looked

for such luck as your coming. I was

ashamed first along, catching sight o'

you â�� not â�� not ashamed, only I didn't

want you to see. But when you took

cover an' waited, though I wouldn't 'a'

hurt you for worlds, why, then I knew how

the end would be."

" Lad," said the sergeant, watching him as

he panted, " I don't understand you, except

that you're desprit wrong. But I saw youâ��

saw you by the lookin'-glass behind there, and

'tis right you should know."

"O' course you saw me. I'm not blamin',

am I ? You had to do it, and I had to take

it. That was the easiest way. I couldn't

do no other, an' you couldn't do no other,

that bein' your duty. An' the child

there "

Sergeant Wilkes turned for a moment to

the child, who met his gaze, round-eyed, then

to his friend again.
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But the corporal's head had dropped

forward on his chest.

The sergeant touched his shoulder, to

make sure ; then, with one look behind him,

defenders were even now withdrawing up the

hill to the citadel. He found the lesser

breach and climbed down it to the shore of

the Urumea,

T

"tup cokiokal's head had dropped forward on his chest."

but ignoring the child, reeled out of the room

and down the stairs, as in a dream. In the

sunny garden the fresh air revived him, and

he paused to stare at a rose-bush, rampant,

covered with white blossoms against which

the bees were humming. Their hum ran in

his head so that he failed to notice that the

sound of musketry had died down. An hour

before it had been death to walk, as he did,

under the convent wall and out into the

street leading to the lesser breach. The

convent had, in fact, surrendered, and its

He sat down on the bank and pulled off

boots and socks, preparing to wade, but

turned at a slight sound.

The child had followed him and stood

half-way down the ruins of the breach,

wistful, uncertain.

Sergeant Wilkes waved an arm. The

child came creeping up to him, and the

sergeant, taking him by the arm, swung him

to his shoulder, and with a small, warm arm

about his neck, waded across the ford

towards the camp.



Â®!H Â«

From a Photograph hy Bassnno, Ltd., London.

jHICH country's baby makes the

prettiest photograph ? The sub-

ject is one of more than passing

interest, and will doubtlessly

appeal to all lovers of children.

A photographer of wide experience with the

camera in many lands, when interrogated on

the subject, replied :â��

"' Handsome is as handsome does.'

Vol. xxxvi,â��54.

If you ask which is the best picture of

a baby I have ever taken, my answer

will be easier. So much has to be taken

into consideration when a photographer

is forced to select the fruit of one single

experience."

In looking over these photographs one is

reminded of the fact that our verb " to take "

may occasionally give rise to misconception.
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On one of the loneliest roads in Cumberland

a lady found herself hurrying at nightfall,

having got separated from her companions

and missed her way. Her nerves were at

their highest tension when she heard footfalls

livelihood ; the second that, " although he

was studying to be a poisoner, he frequently

took animals " ; the third ruffian avowed in

cold blood that he "took babies." The lady

raised the alarm, the trio were apprehended.

From a Photograph by Otto, Paris.

and male voices approaching. Pale with

terror, she concealed herself behind a tree

while three men sat down to refresh them-

selves. Although chance acquaintances

amongst themselves, they soon proved to be

malefactors of the deepest dye. One openly

confessed that he took office furniture for a

and proved to be two photographers and a

chemist's assistant on holiday.

If in the foregoing instance the " taking "

of babies aroused the deepest revulsion, in

reality, or, rather, in its photographic sense,

it ought to excite compassion. There is no

branch of the art so difficult. Once at
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an International Photographic Congress the

question was raised, which was the most

exciting pursuit in connection with the

camera ? One member averred, " Photo-

graphing wild beasts in Africa"; another

my speciality. I am a child-photographer."

The photographs which accompany this

article, of babies of the United Kingdom,

France, Germany, Holland, Japan, Hungary,

Italy, and America, are intrinsically of great

gave it as his opinion that photographing the

treacherous summits of the Alps and Hima-

layas was the most nerve-racking; another

mentioned submarine photography. When

they had all finished, a pale, wild-eyed man

got up and said, "Gentlemen, all these

things are placid diversions compared with

interest. And, besides this intrinsic interest,

they have another, as being types of the various

national ideas of child beauty. By contrasting

these it may be possible to arrive at a solution

of the questionâ��which is the prettiest.

Beauty in children is so various ; but all

are agreed that its first foundation
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â� essential is health. With health usually goes

an abundance of animal spirits. There is

the beginning of the photographer's difficulty;

there is where his trouble begins. What

does the baby thinkâ��what is in its little mind

brand-new phenomenon, a thing to strike a.

chill into the heart of the stoutest and

bravest, an uncanny being half enveloped in

a mysterious black cloth who makes vague

passes in the air with his hands, who moves

AMERICAN.

From a Photograph,

when a great man, with a portentous instru-

ment on three legs, advances towards him ?

Paterfamilias it understands ; the male relation

or chance visitor with insinuating smile ; even

the doctor with his teaspoonful of oil and his

everlasting tick-tick-ticker! But here is a

backwards and forwards nodding and gesticu-

lating, whose laugh rings hollow as he en-

treats baby to smileâ��(smile, forsooth !)â��

who sounds a futile rattle and calls a hypo-

critical attention to a wholly imaginary

" pretty dicky-bird." Is this conduct at al/
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calculated to conciliate, is this behaviour

destined to allay baby's fears ?

What wonder, these being the circum-

stances, that the unhappy victim refuses to

be cozened, emphatically declines to " look

amount of success out of these conditions is

reserved for such skill and tact as almost

amounts to genius. All amateurs of the

camera are ready to award the palm to the

successful child-photographer.

From a Photograph.

pretty " even to please the " nice gentleman "

who is at that critical moment invoking the

sun to do his officeâ��in other words, exposing

a plate not less sensitive to impressions than

the scowling and howling cherub in the chair

of torture ? To wrest an even moderate

Which nationality in babies is easiest to

photograph ? Of course, one would say the

most phlegmatic. But a picture of a phleg-

matic child is rarely artistic ; it can never

be very attractive. Consequently, one might

say that Dutch babies would be the easiest to
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photograph and the least attractive. But

such a proposition is nipped in the bud by the

statement of a French expert who has operated

in Amsterdam for nearly nine years, and con-

sequently is entitled to air his opinions.

" If the Hollanders are a phlegmatic

operator, and allow themselves to be taken

with their pleasantest expression."

Now, here we may have stumbled on a

momentous discoveryâ��namely, that if the

child is father to the man, as the poet tells

us (probably referring to children of ten or

From a Photograph.

people," he says, " this must apply to the

adults, for their babies are full of vivacity

even to restlessness. They are much harder

to photograph properly than French babies,

who generally sit quiet without fear of the

twelve), the baby is not his grandfather.

In other words, the placidity of an infant

offers no correct indication of its adult

character. If this is not true of individuals

it is seemingly true of nations. The liveliest
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nation is the Frenchâ��ergo, French babies

are the least vivacious. German children are

bursting with life and spirits.

"As to American babies," says the same

authority, " they are invariably corpulent and

complacent before the camera. They are

Some time ago Baby Competitions were

very much in favour in both London and

the provinces. Prizes were awarded by

harassed judges to the finest, prettiest, or

heaviest baby produced by some worshipping

mother, who, heedless of the scorching

Frotn a Photograpk.

the most self-conscious babies in the world,

but it is this very self-consciousness which

makes them look what American mothers

call ' cunning' in a photograph, and gives it

an element of interest to grown ups."

glances of her competitors, carried off the

prize triumphantly. These competitions

were, however, confined to our own country.

But how would the idea of an International

Babies' Photograph Competition appeal to
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the army of mothers in this country and

others ?

The very fact that the criterion of child-

beauty varies so in each landâ��one might

almost say in each maternal eyeâ��would lead

to complications. The German mother

would reject from the photographs all those

that did not evince a certain amount of

immature embonpoint and the slightly heavy

matically cropped hair and stoical visage.

When this was reached her search for the

prettiest photograph would be over â�� the

presentment of young Japan it would be

obviously impossible to improve upon from

the beauty standpoint.

And the mother of tiny Hans or Gretchen ?

Even supposing a representative photograph

was not available, she would select without

From a Photograph.

stolidity of typical Karl or Lina. The French

lady would plump for the dark, alert,

vivacious type; always, of course, choosing

the portrait most like her own child. By the

way, the portrait on page 426 represents the

daughter of l'rincesse de la Tour d'Auvergne,

by whose permission it is here reproduced.

But all of these children's photographs

would not please the maternal eye of the

little mother from Lotus Land. Gracefully she

would discard all the pictures until she arrived

at that of the quaint little fellow with mathe-

doubt the same, or nearly the same, one as

her German sister.

The English mother is, perhaps, in a class

apart, for she does not need to even look

at the photographs of babies of any other

nation She already knows which is the

most beautiful of them all, the pearl among

pearls ; in a wordâ��the British child.

The copyright in this country of the photo-

graphs of the Dutch, American, Hungarian,

German, and Italian children belongs to the

Rotary Photographic Company.

i



The Girl in the Light Blue Dress.

By RICHARD MARSH.

T might

have been

the heat;

perhaps it

was be-

cause he was in an

unusually languid

mood â�� the fact remained that Mr. Hugh

Stewart, having placed himself on the couch

in his own apartment, fell fast asleepâ��in the

middle of the afternoon. He slept till some-

thing roused him. It took him some seconds

to realize that he had been asleep; when he

had got so far he continued to lie still,

wondering what had happened. Something

had, or he would hardly have come out of

sleep quite so suddenly. All at once there

was a sound as of someone movingâ��someone

who moved with a swishing noise. The

room was empty when he lay downâ��who

could have come into it since ? Who swished

when moving ? A trifle bewildered, he raised

himself on his elbow to look about him.

Which of the two was the more surprised,

he or the lady, was a moot question. As he

might have guessed, had he had his senses

more about him, the person whose move-

ments had caused that rustling sound was of

the feminine sex. She stood by the little

centre table. Mr. Stewart was not only very

young, but he was even younger than he

thought, and susceptible to a degree of which

he had no notion. It seemed to him that

she was the most entrancing vision he had

A TRIFLE BEWILDERED, HK RAISED

MIMSKLK ON HIS KLHOW TO

LOOK ABOUT HIM."

Vol. XXXVI.â��65.
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ever seen ; possibly the effect was enhanced

by the fact that it was so unexpected, and

that he had so recently come out of slumber.

She was gowned in blueâ��light blue, the

proper Cambridge tint. He was an under-

graduate of Trinity Hall; to his confused

senses it almost seemed that the shade was

of the nature of a delicate compliment. Her

light blue hat was worn at the back of her

head, at an angle which became her uncom-

monly well. She was fair, with blue eyes,

and did not look more than nineteen.

As is not unusual in a delicate situation,

the lady was the first to speakâ��rather

haltingly.

" I beg your pardon ; I'd no idea "

She did not say of what she had no idea ;

there she stopped. He could hardly be said

to have filled the hiatus.

" I'm awfully sorry; butâ��if I'd only

known "

There he stopped; scrambling off the

couch as if he had been guilty of an im-

propriety in allowing himself to be found

upon it. Then, apparently, she completed

â�¢ her sentence ; speaking with a certain little

air of disdain which, to his thinking, became

her infinitely well.

" I'd no idea that the room was yours."

" No, of course not; I suppose you

wouldn't. As a matter of fact, it is mine."

" The window was open."

He glanced at it; at that moment it was

closed.

" Yes, I expect it was ; it's rather warm

this afternoon. As a matter of fact, I left it

open."

" I was coming along, when all at once I

was overtaken hy an, attack of faintness.

Seeing the window open, without thinking

what I was doing I came in."

She sank down on to a chair in an attitude

which suggested that that attack of faintness

was overtaking her again. His concern at

the sight of her condition was greater than

his command of words. He could only

make blundering suggestions.

" Is there anything I can do for you ? Is

there anything I can get ? "

She shook her pretty head with a languid

grace which to his excited fancy made her

almost flower-like.

" Nothing, thank you. I shall be better

presently. Will you please leave me ? "

He moved towards the door. If it

occurred to him that, considering it was his

room, there was about the request an

element of coolness, there was nothing in

his bearing to show it.

" Shall I send anyone to you ?â��my aunt's

maid ?â��she's a most excellent woman."

The proposition scarcely met with a

cordial reception ; the lady sat up with a

sudden rigidity which seemed to suggest that

it had itself gone some way towards effecting

a cure. Her tone was almost sharp.

" You will certainly not send anyone to

me. I know what is the matter with me

better than anyone else ; I shall be all right

presently if I'm left alone. You must

promise that you will not send anyone to

meâ��it will only make me worse ; promise

that you will not even tell anyone that I am

here. I trust you ; promise me."

" Of course I won't tell anyone ifâ��if you

don't want me to."

" Then be so good as to understand that

I do not want you to. Now, please, go."

He wentâ��turned out of his own room as

if he had been the intruder, not she. He

almost fell into the arms of his aunt's maid.

" Master Hugh ! " she observed, " your

aunt wants to see you at once."

He went up to his aunt's room on the first

floor. At the door was a chambermaid ;

close by was a waiter; within were the

manager of the hotel and his aunt, who was

plainly in a state of considerable agitation.

Mrs. Macartneyâ��-who, physically, was nearly

as broad as she was longâ��had a habit, when

she was at all excited, of appearing to gasp

for breath. She was evidently excited then.

" So it's you ! " she exclaimed. " Where

have you been ? I've been looking for you

all over the place ! "

" My dear aunt, I've been in my room !"

She went on, paying no heed to what he

said.

" Monte Carlo's a nice place ! It's a den

of thieves ! They may well call it the dust-

heap of Europe ! And this is a nice hotel !

Hughie, I've been robbed ! That's the sort

of hotel this is ! "

She glanced at the manager with so much

meaning that that functionary made what

proved to be a futile effort to divert the lady's

wrath.

If madam will permit me, I would

observe "

But she would permit him to observe

nothing. She went breathlessly on :â��

" I was going out, as I told you I meant

to do, for a run in the car, and just as I got

into the hall I suddenly remembered that I

had left my rings and my bracelets, and my

watch and chain, and a pearl necklace and

a gold purse, and two thousand five hundred

francs in notes, and soma other things, which
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I shall recollect when I have time to think,

on the table in my room. I came rushing

back to get them, Directly I opened the

door I saw, standing by the table, just about

where I am, a womanâ��a creature in a pale

blue dress."

" In a what, aunt ? "

The question came from Mr. Stewart.

" I said in a pale blue dressâ��don't I speak

clearly enough, or are you deaf?â��and a hat

to match ; both the gown and the hat were

perfect. I shouldn't be surprised if both of

them came from the Rue de la Paix. I took

it that it was someone come to see me,

though I couldn't think for the moment who

it was, and I was just about to advance to

her and say ' Good afternoon,' when she

ran across the floor on to the balcony

and vaulted over the railing into mid air.

I never was so horrified in my life â�� I

screamed!"

" I heard madam scream."

This was the manager.

"Oh, you did! It's a consolation, in an

hotel like this, to

know that some-

one does at least

hear something;

I suppose if I'd

been killed you'd

have heard me

being murdered.

I was so taken

aback that I

nearly lost my

senses; it was

some seconds be-

fore I regained

sufficient self-

possession to en-

able me to ap-

proach the bal-

cony and look

over the railing.

I imagined my-

self to have wit-

nessed a suicide ;

I quite expected

to see the crea-

ture lying in a

huddled mass

below, instead of

which there was

not a vestige of

her to be seen."

"After all,"

pointed out the

manager, " it is

only about twelve

feet from madam's balcony to the ground;

for an active young woman not such a very

difficult jump."

" Perhaps not for you, or for the persons

who are in the habit of frequenting your

hotel. I know that if I fell off that balcony

I should never expect to rise again. How-

ever, when I discovered that there was no one

there, and no one even in sight, I was so

bewildered that for some moments I felt

that I must be dreaming, and that there

really had been no young woman in a

light blue dress. It was only when I came

back into the room that I began to realize

what kind of hotel this actually was. My

rings, my bracelets, my watch and. chain,

my pearl necklace, my gold purse, my

two thousand five hundred francs, to speak

of nothing else, had vanished â�� with

that girl in the light blue dress. Then

I understood ; the creature was a thiefâ��a

brazen as well as an athletic thiefâ��probably

one of the persons who are in the habit of

frequenting this hotel, and who think nothing

''AFTER ALL,' POINTED OUT THE MANAGER, 'IT IS only ABOUT TWELVE FEET FROM

JIAOAM S BALCONY TO THE GROUND.' "
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of a twelve-foot jump. Very well ! Since

the creature is probably well known as an

habituee of the house, I shall insist on her

being immediately arrested; and I shall

expect my property to be at once returned

to me, or adequate compensation made upon

the spot."

Mrs. Macartney was very short of breath

indeed before her eloquence was exhausted.

When the hotel manager went so far as

to venture to point out, with the pro-

foundest courtesy, that she had been guilty

of what resembled contributory negligence

in leaving her valuables exposed, she

worked herself into such a state of agita-

tion that her maid, Packham, insisted on

turning both men out of the room as the

only means of warding off from her mistress

an attack of hysterics.

Parting from the manager at the foot of

the staircase, Mr. Stewart moved towards

his own room, slowly, as one at a loss.

Stopping outside his door, he tapped at a

panel; he had a feeling that he was not

entitled to enter his own premises without at

least giving warning. When, after an interval,

no answer came, he entered the room. It

was empty. Quite what he had expected to

find he could not have said. The silence had

troubled him. He thought it possible that

the entrancing visionâ��conscience-stricken,

ashamed, realizing that she was brought to

bay, that escape was hopelessâ��had been

guilty of that desperate act which his aunt

had supposed her to be perpetrating when

she saw her vault over her balcony into

" mid air."

Stay ! What was that ? Heavens ! what

could it be ? There on the floor, as if it had

been hurriedly thrown down, was what looked

like a light blue dress, and on an adjacent

chair was a light blue hat. On the back

of the chair on which at present reposed that

light blue hat had been a suit of hisâ��a grey

tweed suit. The suit was gone. It dawned

upon him also that a green felt hat had

vanished off the table.

That evening he dined with Mrs. Putten-

ham. Mrs. Puttenham was a widow with

whom, during the last two or three days, he

had almost convinced himself he was in love.

Being only fifteen or sixteen years older than

he was she found him, on the whole, amus-

ing. They were a partie carree that night

at her flat in the Villa des Fleurs ; Colonel

Trefusis and Miss Blaine were the other two.

After dinner, wandering about the small

salon, he came upon a photograph, the sight

of which made him exclaim :â��

"Why, what on earthâ��who is this?"

Mrs. Puttenham, who was sitting by the

open window all aloneâ��Colonel Trefusis had

gone on with Miss Blaine to the roomsâ��had

been conscious that the young gentleman's

attentions had not been so entirely centred

on herself as heretofore. Her guest's sudden

exclamation, after quite a perceptible interval

of silence, made her start.

He was holding out to her the portrait of

a young woman. She regarded him with

rather an acid smile.

" Do you think it is quite nice of you to

make a fuss about another girl when I am

here ? "

" I say ! I'm not making a fuss about

her! I only wish to know who she is."

" My dear Hugh, since you are evidently

interested in the girl, and not at all in me,

I'll tell you all I know about her, if you like.

She is Lady Vera Denzil "

"Lady Vera Denzil?"

" I said Lady Vera Denzilâ��aren't you a

trifle slow in taking one's meaning to-night?

â� â��presumed to be a daughter of the Earl of

Horley, as I thought everybody knew ; but I

suppose you're not old enough to be told

such stories. Hers is a piquant history, in

more senses than one. I could tell you tales.

Just now she's in this neighbourhood ; she's

staying with her aunt, the Marchioness of Rye,

in that old house over by Roccabruna. As

she's giving what's by way of being a garden-

party to-morrow, to which you ought to have

no difficulty in gaining admission, since all

the scum of the place seems going, you will

have an opportunity of informing yourself as

to whether Vera Denzil is or is not the original

of the photograph in which you take so flat-

tering an interest."

Mrs. Puttenham rose from her seat with

the air of one who was weary.

" I think, if you don't mind, I'll go over to

the casino ; it ought to be slightly more

cheerful there than it is here. Perhaps you

will escort me to the door."

He did as she suggested, and at the door

he said " Good night."

When at last he did return to his hotel he

found on the table in his room a brown-paper

parcel. Having opened it, he discovered

within his grey tweed suit. On the top was

half a sheet of note-paper, on which was

written, in a small, clear hand, which was

scarcely feminine, " Returnedâ�� with thanks

for unintentional loan. I think I'll keep the

green felt hat in remembrance.'' Not a word

was said of the return of the light blue dress,

to say nothing of the hat.
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While he was still

regarding what was

written on that scrap

of paper, Mrs. Mac-

artney entered, un-

announced.

"Hugh," she ex-

claimed, "where

have you been ? I

thought something

must have happened

to you ; I've been

hunting for you all

over Monte Carlo.

Nothing has been

heard of my rings,

and bracelets, and

necklace, and money,

and other things, and

nothing has been

seen of that jade in

the light blue dress."

"Should you know

her if you saw her

again ? "

" I should know

the dress and the

hatâ��I should know

them anywhere; but

as for her face, I

never had a proper

look at itâ��she took

care of thatâ��so how

could I know her

again ? As for the

manager of this

hotel, his imperti-

nence is unbearable.

But I'll show him !

I'm fully resolved, if

I don't receive com-

plete satisfaction the

first thing to-morrow

morning, to go straight to the British Consul."

The injured lady did not receive complete

satisfaction in the morning; but she received

a visit from a high official of the police, who

was the pink of courtesy, and who assured

her, on what grounds he alone knew, that

his underlings were hard on the miscreant's

heels, whose capture might be expected at

any moment. And as the manager of the

hotel was apologetic, Mrs. Macartney, her

feathers somewhat smoothed, decided to

postpone that visit to the British Consul.

Then an acquaintance â�� the Comtesse

Beauregardâ��made her a proposition which

was of the nature of a bargain, offering, in

exchange for a seat in her car, to introduce

' l SAY ! I'M NOT MAKING A KUSS ABOUT HER ! I ONLY WISH TO KNOW WHO SHE IS

Mrs. Macartney, and, if he desired, her

nephew also, to the Marchioness of Rye's

garden-party. Thus it came about that Mr.

Hugh Stewart found himself one of a throng

which suggested that the marchioness was

giving a public rather than a private enter-

tainment.

He had not been there a quarter of an

hour before he came upon the lady of the

light blue dress.

Desirous of avoiding the crowdâ��in which

there seemed to be no one he knewâ��he was

wandering down one of the side-paths in the

large but ill-kept grounds, when he saw her

approaching from the opposite direction.

It was only when they were within three or
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four feet of each other that, realizing that she

did mean to extend him recognition, he

ventured to raise his fingers to his hat. She

stopped. Theoretically, she ought to have

been overcome by confusion, to say nothing

of shame; actually, she was very far from

being anything of the kind. Something

about her mouth, which was distinctly a

pretty one, suggested an embryonic smile;

while she looked him straight in the face

with an expression in her blue eyes which gave

him a dreadful feeling that she was looking

at him as if she saw in him something to

laugh at. Anyone less resembling conscience-

stricken guilt one could scarcely conceive.

"before she could bk asked to explain she walked

her farasol as she went."

" I think," she remarked, after they had

confronted each other for quite an uncomfort-

able number of seconds, " that we have met

before."

" Iâ��I rather fancy we have."

He tried to imitate her bearing of smiling

unconcern ; but the attempt was a failure.

The quizzical light in her eyes grew more

pronounced.

" I hope you're feeling rested."

For a moment he was at a loss as to what

the words referred to. When he recalled how

she had found him asleep upon the couch he

turned a generous schoolboy red. While he

was struggling to find words with which to

answer, she went onâ��a

new tone in her voice.

" I believe your name

is Stewart ? "

He stammeringly

admitted that it was.

" Allow me," she said,

" to introduce you to my

aunt, the Marchioness of

Rye. Tuppenny "â��this

was addressed to an old

lady who had come up,

unnoticed by the young

gentleman, from behind

himâ��"this is Mr. Hugh

Stewart. I dare say, if

well shaken before taken,

you may find him good

for the blues."

What she meant was

certainly not clear. Before

she could be asked to

explain she walked briskly

off, swinging her parasol

as she went. The mar-

chioness stood looking

after her, a puzzled smile

on her wrinkled face, as

if she were wondering

what the young woman

might mean. Then she

turned to Mr. Stewart,

who stood before her with

his hat in his hand.

" Pleased to meet you,

Mr. Stewart. Aie you an

old friend of my niece?"

" I am afraid I cannot

claim that honour."

" Honour ! You call

it honour ? It's a doubt-

ful one. I am afraid

there can hardly be a

more dangerous friend,

BRISKLY OFF, SWINGING
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for a certain sort of nice boy, than Vera

Denzil."

The word " boy " stung him. He was at

an age when any reference to his youth

touched him almost as if it were an imperti-

nence. He felt that he would like to prove

to this old lady, as well as to the young one,

that there was very little of a boy about him.

Still aloneâ��he had an unusual feeling

strong upon him that the less he had of his

fellows' society for the present the betterâ��

he was sitting under a tree in a secluded part

of the grounds, when he was addressed from

the back by a voice which, although he had

only heard it twice, already seemed curiously

familiar.

" Again enjoying your own company ?

You seem fond of solitude, Mr. Stewart."

He sprang up, to find himself once more

confronting the laughing eyes.

" You also seem to be a good deal alone."

" I hope you will feel flattered when I tell

you that is partly because I have been look-

ing for you."

" I do feel flattered."

" Did you get a parcel last night ? So

much obliged. I trust you'll excuse theâ��

liberty I took, but you've no idea how handy

they were."

" I think I ought to tell you, since you

don't seem to be aware of the fact, that I am

Mrs. Macartney's nephew."

"Are you? Is that so? How very inter-

esting ; how nice for Mrs. Macartney ! Who

is Mrs. Macartney?"

"You vaulted over the railing of her

balcony!"

It was possible, because he put the matter

in what he felt was such a delicate way, that,

for some instants, she did not appear to

understand the reference. When she did,

instead of beingâ��as he thought might be

the case at lastâ��overwhelmed by the shame

and horror of the discovery, she laughed

right out.

" How very drojl ! To think that you

should be that dear woman's nephew!

What nice aunts we both of us have got !

Do you know, when you woke up on that

couch, I wondered if you could be any con-

nection of the lady's overhead. Doesn't it

strike you as comical ? "

" I'm afraid it doesn't."

" Haven't you any sense of humour ? Oh,

I see you're shocked! I'm afraid the pos-

sibility of that didn't occur to me ; I suppose

it ought to have done. Poor, poor young

man ! What you must have suffered on my

account 1 And I never guessed ! Perhaps

under the circumstances I ought to give you

an explanation."

" Iâ��I only hope there is an explanation."

" There isn'tâ��in that sense; none. I dare

say you'll be horrified, but from my point of

view, in that sense, none is required. What

I was about to explain is that I'm in advance

of the age."

Resting both hands on the knob of her

parasol, she regarded him with a light in her

eyes which made it difficult to say whether

she wished him to take her seriously. What

was clear to him was that she continued to

find something about him which was quite

unintentionally amusing.

" The loftiest spirits always have been in

advance of their age. It is with pride I

announce to you that I am one of that fine

army. I am an advanced socialist, a con-

vinced anarchist, an enthusiastic contemner

of the present social structure, not, as so

many are, in theory only, but in practice

also. It is that which makes me in advance

of my age. I practise what I believe, what I

preach. A gets money from B, B from C,

C from D, D from E; what does it matter

how or from whom E gets it, so long as,

since under present conditions money is a

necessity, he does get it ? There you have,

in concrete form, the unspoken creed of

millions, the spoken creed of thousands, the

acted creed of two or threeâ��of whom I am

one. To-morrow it will be recognised that

the criminal is A, who, having a sufficiency,

refuses to allow B to take what he requires.

I am four-and twenty hours in advanceâ��that

is all; I assert it now; your aunt has had

proof of it. I was visiting a friend who

is at the hotel in which she is stopping;

I was passing along a corridor; the door

of a room was wide open; I saw some-

thing on a table; I went to see what it

wasâ��it was just what I wanted. No one

has any idea how hideously hard up a girl in

my positionâ��who has no regular income on

which she can positively rely â�� can get.

Naturally I took what I required. As I was

in the act of taking it a portly lady flounced

in. I perceived that it was quite possible

that she might refuse, even at the eleventh

hour, to allow me to take what I required.

I went to the window and vaulted over the

balcony. Don't you think that that was

rather a plucky thing for me to do ? "

" I would rather not tell you what I think,

if you don't mind."

"You think it was risky?â��rash? One

has to take hazards. I confess it was lucky

I alighted on my feet instead of on my head,
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as I quite easily might have done ; as it was

I was so shaken that, had it not been for

your open window, I don't know what I

should have done. You have, in one way or

another, placed me under quite a consider-

able obligation."

" Are you aware that my aunt is here,

that she has placed the matter in the hands

of the police, and that, if she recognises you,

the consequences will be serious?"

" To me, to you, or to her ? How you

frighten me 1 Are you going to tell her

tales?"

" I am not. I am hoping to be able to

induce you to tell her yourself; lam sure

she will forgive you if you explain that it was

all a joke."

" Which it wasn't. Mr. Stewart, do you

wish me to tell your aunt the thing which

is not ? For shame ! Do you know that

practising what I preach brought me luck ?

That's the point which I've been approach-

ing. I went last night to the rooms with the

notes of which I had become the fortunate

possessor. I placed a fifty-franc note on the

table and won. It was returned to me with

others. I staked again, won again. I kept

on winning ; I couldn't lose. I ended by

winning more than eighteen thousand francs

â��which only shows that there is a tide even

in the affairs of women which, taken when

you are most in need of it, leads on to

fortune."

" I am sorry to hear you talk like this.

Iâ��I only trust that you are not in earnest."

" Eighteen thousand francs is not a large

sum when resolved into pounds, shillings,

and pence, but to a girl in my position it's

comforting. This morning I looked at things

through another pair of spectaclesâ��at your

aunt's things. I realized that they weren't

worth so very much, probably nothing like

so much as she had tried to persuade her

acquaintance that they were. Having now a

sufficiency, at least for a time, until something

is paid on account of those abominable

dressmakers' bills, I resolved to carry my

principles to their logical conclusion, and

present your aunt with what I have made

mine, in order that she may again place it,

by means of another open door, at the dis-

position of someone who is more in need

than I am. Did you notice a summer-house

at the end of this path?"

He contented himself with nodding ; pos-

sibly because he would have found it difficult

to express himself in articulate speech. She

commented on his silence.

" You're not very conversational, are you,

Mr. Stewart ? Never mind; it's a positive

relief; so many boys of your age are such

chatterboxes. If you look into that summer-

house in about ten minutes you'll see what

you will see. Good-bye; we haven't seen

very much of each other, but what I have

seen of you I've distinctly liked. I'm return-

ing to England to-night; I'm leaving this at

once. We may meet again. If we do, I

think it possible that you may pour forth on

my offending head that flood of eloquence

with which, at this moment, you are nearly

bursting."

She nodded, laughed, and was off.

Some minutes later, chastened in spirit,

appreciating himself at a much lower valua-

tion than he was in the habit of doing, he

rejoined his aunt and again became one of

the crowd. They were approaching the

summer-house of which the young woman

had spoken when a girl came running out of

it with something in her hand.

"Oh, I say!" she exclaimed to an ac-

quaintance. " Just look what I've found in

there ! "

She had in her hand a green felt hat, which

Hugh Stewart thought he recognised. He

moved towards her.

" Excuse me, but I rather fancy that that's

my hat."

" Is it ? But just see what there is

inside it."

" Why," exclaimed Mrs. Macartney, who

had kept close to her nephew's side, " there

are my rings and bracelets, and necklace

and gold purse, and notes, and all my things!

I never did ! Of all the marvels ! How ever

did your hat get into that summer-house, and

how did my things get inside your hat ?"

Mr. Hugh Stewart, glancing round, saw on

the fringe of the crowd Lady Vera Denzil.

She nodded to him and smiled, and touched

her fingers to her lips as if she were blowing

him a kiss. When he returned to the hotel

he found a note awaiting him :â��

"Dear Mr. Stewart,â��Might I trouble

you to return frock and hat, care of my aunt ?

She'll send them on. I've a weakness for

that frock ; I'm rather fond of myself in light

blue, and nice frocks are so hard to get in

these hard times.â��Until we meet again,

believe me to be, gratefully yours,

"V. D."

Turning the page he found on the other

side a postscript, which, as sometimes is the

case when a lady is the scribe, contained

more than the letter :â��

" I am a wretch ! If you only knew how

I hate myself, and how ashamed 1 am ! I
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was so ashamed when I saw you that I did

not dare to let you know how ashamed I was,

so I behaved like a wretch instead. I never

meant to touch the things, of course I didn't.

I never dreamt of it; I don't know how I

did it now. I could bang my head against

the wall when I think of it!

" As I told you, I was going along the

passage, and there was the open door. At

first I really thought it was my friend's room.

When I saw those things on the table I

felt When I tell you that I was going

to my friend to try to get her to lend me

enough money to buy a ticket to take me

back to London, and that I was nearly sure

that she wouldn't lend it me, you will begin

to understand what I did feel like.

I was afriid of myself as I stood there.

They represented more money than I had

ever had in my life, and at that moment I

hadn't a louis in the world. As I had them

in my hand, and was fighting the feeling that

seemed to have me by the throat, I am sure

I should have won if your aunt had not

come into the room ; but then I lost my

head, and rushed to the window and flung

myself over the balcony. How I escaped

without broken bones is a miracle. I did

not know that I had taken the things till I

found them in my hand ; then I stuck them

into a flower - tub which was under your

aunt's room, and I sought refuge through the

first open window.

" The rest you know.

" My one thought afterwards was how to

get back the things without discovery.

Thanks to you, I have succeeded in doing

so. How grateful I am to you you will

never know. Please don't think I am the

kind of creature I made myself out to be.

I am not! I am not!

" I am a wretch ; but if ever you do think

of me, try not to think of me as quite the

wretch I have seemed. I am a terrible

illustration of how easy it is to be, and do,

the thing one loathes !

" I shall often think of youâ��always when

I say my prayers."

Vol. xxxvi.â��53.



Up the Schreckhorn in a Storm.

By GEORGE D. ABRAHAM.
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From a Sketch] A BREAK IN THIC STORKâ�� THE SUMMIT KIDGE OK THE SCHRECKHORN. \l,y the Author.

their glories. Grindelwald, even though it

may be called Brighton -by-the-Mountains, is

but as a small speck of dust on a great picture.

After all, the peaks are the Oberlandâ��the

town is the " Unterland."

The mountaineer is nowadays inclined to

shun Grindelwald, and this is easily done, for

it is so situated that scarcely more than an

hour's walk will take him into the heart of

his beloved solitudes. 'Midst the crags of

the Schreckhorn, which is a far grander peak

HO, in these days of popular

travel, has not heard of " The

Three Graces" of Grindelwald,

the snow-wreathed Jungfrau,

the glacier-clad Monch, and

the rock battlemented liiger?

Truly they grace the most beautiful valley in

the Alps with their vast magnificence. All the

world comes to see them, and even railways,

German bands, kursaals, and almost all kinds

of civilized society nuisances have not spoiled
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than any of its better known neighbours, he

need not fear at every corner to spoil a love

making scene, even though at his hotel he

may incur the displeasure of match-making

matrons because he prefers a Jungfrau of the

mountain variety.

Out-of-season wanderers see little of this,

and during my autumn visit these discom-

forts were not the cause that led me to

attempt the Schreckhorn under doubtful con-

ditions. Rather was it an alluring peep of

this wonderful mountain which was disclosed

during the ride up the popular railway route

to the Wengern Alp.

The huge wedge of granite towered into

the Alpine sky, black and truculent-looking.

It seemed a real " Terror-Peak," but the

almost entire absence of snow and ice on

its crest led me to hope that under such

conditions the usually impossible western

ridge could be assailed. Perchance with a

high wind and signs of a change in the

weather it was a mad idea, but we have

been told that a man without ambition is

like a monkey without a tailâ��unnatural and

incompleteâ��'tis better to aim high than not

to aim at all, or, in other words, "laze" in

Grindelwald.

Thus, the early hours of the next morning

saw us trudging away up through the pine-

woods. Even in the valley there was a

wintry feeling in the air, but as we mounted

higher to where the storm-shattered pines

clung sparsely to the rocky slopes of the

Mettenberg, the scene became a fairyland of

beauty. The damp night mists were shifting

lazily upwards, leaving behind a wondrous

mantle of hoar-frost ; every blade of grass

and twig was ermine-coated, and the

branches of the trees drooped gracefully

THE SCHRECKHORN FROM THE F1ESCHERHOHN, SHOWING THE ROUTE FOLLOWED.
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with the weight of their covering. Beyond

the chalet of the Baregg we emerged

from the shadows of the deep gorge

into glorious sunshine; midwinter suddenly

changed to midsummer, and we perspired

accordingly.

The idea was to climb the slopes of the

Fiescherhorn, on the opposite side of the

valley, to prospect the route for the morrow,

and the illustration on the preceding page

shows what we saw. By means of a powerful

glassâ��I do not refer to anything of a liquid

natureâ��we were able to see, perchance with

the eye of faith, a possible route up the rocks

direct to the summit. Everything promised

arrangements, so I was able to stroll outside

and enjoy the glorious view. After the meal

came bed amongst the straw, and oblivion

until the persistent striking of matches

caused a partial awakening.

Then was heard a scuffling sound, and the

door of the hut was opened to let in a whiff

of chill night air. Rudolf was inspecting the

weather, and the words " Three o'clock and a

cloudy morning, sir," dispelled all tendency

to slumber. A peep outside disclosed

nothing but a drifting mist; however, it felt

dry and harmless, so we decided to start as

soon as the usual formalities of eating, etc.,

had been attended to.

"THREADING A PASSAGE THROUGH AN INTRICATE ICE-PALL."

well; with the exception of some dense

clouds which shut out the Grindelwald

Valley, now many thousands of feet below,

the weather seemed perfect.

Shortly after midday we were slowly

wending our way down the great ice-slopes,

and after threading a passage through an

intricate ice-fall we arrived at the Schwarzegg

Hut as the rosy glint of sunset fell athwart

the gaunt crags and icy couloirs of our peak

which stretched above the sleeping-place.

Rudolf, the guide, was an expert cook,

and the porter who had charge of my

ubiquitous camera saw to the sleeping

After roping together in the hut we lit the

two lanterns and sallied forth into the dark-

ness, wondering what the " Terror-Peak " had

in store for us. Anyhow, we quickly realized

its powers as an Alpine "quick-change

artiste " so far as weather was concerned, for

as we trudged across the loose rocks and

snow a " thin " wind swept across the slope,

suggestively laden with tiny snow - flakes.

However, we soon entered the foot of the

long snow couloir, which rises a few hundred

yards from the back of the hut, and there

we found comparative shelter.

Up and up we went in the darkness, our
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lanterns casting a weird light over the steep,

frozen snow. The view was restricted to this

area, and I remember that the main feature

of my outlook was a vari coloured patch in

the trousers of the guide in front. Words

were unnecessary and inadvisable, for we all

knew the dangers of the lower couloir.

Undue noise might bring down the over-

hanging glacier, which in daylight grins

grimly down on those who come within reach

of its jaws, and now and again the icy monster

detaches huge masses and hurls them down

on those presumptuous mortals who dare the

dangers of his sanctuary.

The risky section was passed in safety, and

we mounted gaily in the unmistakable bed

of the couloir until it narrowed somewhat,

and the presence of ice made me suggest our

taking to the rocks on the right to avoid step-

cutting. Whilst the discussion was in

progress Rudolf gave a sudden shout of

warning, and at the same moment we heard

the sound of falling stones high above us,

but evidently coming down the natural funnel

wherein we lingered. It was an unnerving

experience thus to be trapped, but fractions

of seconds were valuable. Rudolf had good

holding on the rocks to the right of the

couloir, and a terrific jerk on the rope put an

end to my momentary inaction by dragging

me clean out of my icy footsteps. Then I

seemed to crash with a rush-and-tumble

swing into the rocks below Rudolf, and

almost instantly the porter came rolling down

on the top of me.

Fortunately for us all there was a deep

hollow between the icy bed of the couloir

and the rocks, and in this we all got shelter,

thanks to Rudolf's rough but effective action.

He had jumped impetuously down into the

dark hole, and the tightening rope had pulled

us all down into the same rift at a lower

point. But not an instant too soon, for,

crouching down as far as possible, the fore-

runners of the small avalanche were heard

whizzing down the couloir with a hum like a

Mauser bullet. Then the big guns opened

fire and great rocks came crashing down,

first on one side of the couloir and then on

the other, covering us with loose snow and

small splinters.

Eventually the din subsided, but it was

some minutes before we could inspect our

bruises, which proved to be only of a minor

order, and we deferred the application of

bandages and sticking-plaster until a more

convenient resting place was available. Sad

to tell, one of our lanterns had disappeared,

probably dashed to pieces in the first wild

rush, and this made progress up the rocks,

which we attacked at once, somewhat slow.

The point of divergence is visible in the

illustration taken from the Fiescherhorn, and

the dangers of the couloir are also evident;

it acts as a receptacle for loose matter that

falls from the face of the mountain above.

The difficulties of the rocks were increased

by the darkness, but in about half an hour's

time we arrived on a snowy platform, and

passing away to the right below the " nose "

of the west ridge the scene was impressive.

The mist was scurrying across the great black

crags above us, where the gale echoed fiercely,

but down below and far away across the vast

Ewig Schneefeldâ��the Everlasting Snowfield

â��on the opposite side of the valley, com-

parative peace seemed to reign. The clouds

had suddenly drawn aside like a huge curtain.

There, flooded with the weak rays of a misty

full moon, we saw the wondrous white peaks

of the " Monk " and " Ogre," crouching in

front of the graceful form of the Jungfrau,

whose head was swathed in a light gauzy veil

of mist. To the left, and almost in front of

the moon, the fearsome shape of the Finster-

aarhornâ��the Peak of the Black Eagleâ��cleft

the clearing sky like the sharp beak of some

cruel and monstrous bird of prey. But the

lull soon ended, clouds enveloped us, and

the storm shrieked louder than ever amongst

the crags up which we had hoped to climb

to the summit.

Man proposes, the weather disposes in the

Alps. Our intended route was obviously

impossible at present, but we decided to wait

in the shelter of the rocks for an hour, to

give the weather a chance of improving.

This allowed us time to partake of second

breakfast and patch up the damage sus-

tained lower down. After shivering out the

appointed hour and noting that the weather

showed no signs of improvement, we decided

to forsake the west ridge and force a way to

the summit by the ordinary course. The

Schreckhorn was evidently in a playful mood

that day, and we knew that even the usual

route, which at best is difficult, would give

us exercise and excitement enough and to

spare. â�¢

Then we launched boldly forth upon the

cloud-swept surface of the glacier on the

right. The way proved fairly easy to find,

because the rocks on the left served as a

landmark for some time, until several big

crevasses forced us away to the right in an

easterly direction. Just when progress began

to get monotonous, and the mist grew lighter

with the coming dawn, we were stopped by
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an awesome crevasse which stretched across

the glacier from side to side. This was the

famous Bergschrund which we knew had

defeated a guideless party a few days pre-

viously. At the point of approach the

passage was impossible, for the upper lip of

the Schrund, besides being several feet above

the level of our heads, was some yards away

on the other side of the icy chasm, which

seemed hundreds of feet deep. Fortunately

we turned to

the right, and,

moving care-

fully along the

lower lip of

the Schrund

for two or three

hundred yards,

a vulnerable-

looking place

attracted atten-

tion.

Peering over

the edge of the

abyss we saw

that some large

splinters had

fallen away

from the

farther side of

the gulf and be-

come wedged

in its interior;

one of these

with a thin,

sharp, icy crest

formed a

natural bridge,

and perchance

offered the

only way to the

top that day.

The ice was so

shattered and

broken on the

farther side

that the exit would cause little trouble, but

with the descent to the bridge it was otherwise.

There was quite twenty-five feet of smooth,

slipnery, vertical ice to negotiate, and I found

such difficulty in following down the ice-stair-

case, which Rudolf had skilfully cut with his

axe, that we deemed it unsafe for the porter,

as last man, to descend without a rope from

above. This meant leaving our spare length

of rope, tied to an ice-axe, which the porter

drove firmly into the hard snow. Then he

slid carefully down the rope to our level, and

it was comforting to know that we had a

THK GNKAT SNOW-WNKATHKU ROCK-WALL.

certain means of return, for the climb up

that icy wall unaided would have been almost

impossible. Certainly we were short of an

ice-axe, but the rocks were close at hand, and

its absence was scarcely felt at all.

'Twas a weird experience to sit astride that

fragile bridge in the gloomy, yet sheltered,

depths of the Bergschrund, with huge icicles

dependent on every hand. One at a time

we edged warily across this veritable pons

as inor urn, and

each uttered a

cry of satisfac-

tion when the

firm ice on the

farther side

was attainable.

Ere long we

were out of the

clutches of the

chilly chasm

and battling

with the rising

wind which

rushed down

upon us during

the approach

to the rocks.

Once these

were gained we

mounted gaily

and at a great

speed for the

sake of pro-

moting bodily

warmth. Day-

light came on

apace as we

wrestled with

the great, snow-

wreathed rock-

wall, which is

one of the prin-

cipal details of

an ascent of the

Schreckhorn.

One of the outstanding features of the

" Terror-Peak " is its unenviable reputation

for throwing stones at those who come within

range. We had verified this lower down, but

the high cliff above the Bergschrund is really

responsible for this evil name. The place

certainly possessed plenty of available loose

matterâ��in fact, we were often compelled to

climb up it. I know of no more surprising

sensation in the world than, on an exposed

precipice, to catch hold of a promising-look-

ing hand-hold and feel it suddenly come

away with a jerk. The unnerving experience
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is heightened if the cliff is almost vertical

and there is naught below for thousands

of feet but "cloud-filled nothingness."

One of usâ��fortunately not the leader

â��tasted of the discomforts of such a

performance that morning on the Schreek-

horn ; "but, after all, the adventure served

a useful purposeâ��it acted as a warning,

and made everybody move carefully.

After crossing the upper couloir the

gale suddenly swept the clouds aside.

Night lingered below, but far above our

heads we saw the roseate tinge of dawn

flashing across the summit snows. The

sight was gloriously inspiring, and with

renewed energy we struggled onwardsâ��

Up the high steep across the golden sill,

Up out of shadow into very light,

Up out of dwindling light to light aglow.

But this enthusiasm received a sudden

shock, for one of the partyâ��I am afraid

it was the amateurâ��carekssly dis-

lodged a loose rock, which started

quite a junior avalanche lower down.

All at once it dawned upon us that

should any of the falling matter smash

the ice-axe which supported the be-

layed rope in the Bergschrund a thou-

sand feet below, our return might

easily be indefinitely delayed.

However, we were soon too busy

to think of such disagreeable matters,

for on the crest of the rock-wall the

storm caught us in full force; it was

impossible to stand upright in the

blast, and we crept under the lee-

ward side of the ridge for partial

shelter. By this means we made

quick progress, until about five hun-

dred feet higher it became necessary

to climb on the narrow, exposed crest

of the ridge which leads direct to the

summit. Before emerging we crouched

in the " shadow of a great rock in a

weary land," and made external and

internal preparation for the final dash.

RUDOLF LED US BOLDLY UP ON TO THE GALh-SWEPT RIDGE.
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Every> article of spare clothing was now

brought into use. Then, leaving all the

luggage behind, Rudolf led us boldly up on

to the gale-swept ridge. Our reception was

terrific. A tremendous wind came tearing

up from the cloud-filled depths on the other

side of the mountain, and nearly carried us

all along with it into space. Movement was

impossible for quite half a minute, but in the

succeeding lull we scrambled hurriedly up-

wards, and for some time progress could

only be made during these quieter intervals.

dense clouds of loose snow were being torn

off the north eastern face, hurled up the

tremendous cliff, and then carried far out to

leeward. The din was overpoweringâ��not a

word could be heard between us; in fact,

at times my companions at each end of the

rope were invisible. Infinite care and judg-

ment were necessary; the slightest slip

would have precipitated matters in more

ways than one.

Ere long only a narrow ridge of snow

separated us from the summit, and this

THE TOP OF THE SCHKECKHOKN.

At such times it was possible to realize the

situation.

We were perched astride a steep, narrow

rock ridge of the knife-edge variety which

bent gracefully over to the left, overhanging

a bottomless abyss filled with seething mist;

whilst on the right the view downwards was

scarcely less impressive. I remember that

the extreme sharpness of the ridge to which

we clung suggested the idea of being cut into

two equal parts, and I kept wondering which

of these would be the first to reach the

glaciers some thousands of feet below on

either hand.

For a moment we caught a glimpse of

the summit just before reaching the final

geniarme on the ridge. It was here that the

full force of the storm was felt. Great,

reminded us of the terrible accident which

happened here to a young Englishman who

recently persisted in tackling the peak alone.

Another party with a well-known ' guide

watched him returning from the summit,

when they were horrified to see the snow

suddenly break away under his feet. His

body crashed through it and fell headlong to

the glacier, over two thousand feet below.

Such sinister history, coming as it were

out of the heart of the storm, proved

scarcely cheerful, but it was quickly for-

gotten in the joys of victory.

Just one touch of the tapering summit

stones, thirteen thousand three hundred and

eighty-six feet above the sea, and we hegan

the descent immediately, for any chance of

a view in such a tourmente was hopeless.
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Slowly, but surely, we moved downwards

out of the storm and danger-zone until our

sheltered ledge was reached and a meal

could be attempted. This was a failure;

everything was frozen hard ; some oranges

were as solid as cricket-balls and inaccessible

unless dissected with an ice-axe. The

chicken was as hard as a board ; and my

wine-gourd was frozen into a solid mass, so

we tried to persuade ourselves that alcoholic

stimulants are unnecessary in mountaineering

â��in fact, they are positively dangerous.

However, raisins and biscuits were available,

and these proved sufficient for the rest of

the descent. Down and down we went,

quickly as well as surely, over slippery rocks

and treacherous ice-slopes, for the weather

was evidently growing worse ; down into

the welcome warmth, our frozen limbs

gradually thawing with the violent exercise.

Intermittent snow-showers fell, and when we

gained the glacier vivid flashes of lightning

flickered eerily amidst the snow-laden vapour.

Fortunately the ice-axe and rope were

intact, and after escaping from the Bergschrund

we rattled quickly down the glacier to near

the top of the dangerous couloir. Then

came a sudden stop ; the porter absolutely

refused to go down to the hut by this route.

It seemed that a few years previously he was

descending the place late in the afternoon

with a famous Grindelwald guide and an

amateur, and when within sight of the bottom

they heard a tremendous crash and a hissing

roar above their heads. There was no need

to look upwards

â��the hanging

glacier was thun-

dering down-

wards. Off they

ran down the

couloir faster than

their legs would

carry them, liter-

ally, but too late.

In a few seconds

they were over-

taken by the

seething mass of

ice and snow, and

hurled down-

wards on its crest

for over five hun-

dred feet. Fortu-

nately they were

not seriously en-

gulfed in the

avalanche, and,

ends on a fairly level snow-field, their escape

may be considered nothing short of miracu-

lous. The guide had a few broken bones,

our porter suffered for a few months with

a damaged spine, and the amateur was

practically uninjured.

When he had told this tale we appreciated

our porter's opinion on the subject, though

I tried an argument that had prevailed on

a former occasion. Whoever heard of the

Schreckhorn making two attempts to kill a

climber? If fate had decreed his demise in

this fashion, surely he might rest assured that

the work would have been properly finished

at the first attempt. In fact, his desperate

experience actually enhanced the safety of us

all. However, foolishness did not prevail;

as a matter of fact, we were glad at heart to

follow the porter's advice and descend by the

Strahlegg, despite the long and wearisome

detour.

At the Schwarzegg Hut we picked up some

of our belongings and raced down to Grindel-

wald, well pleased with the world in general.

Next morning the valley and its peaks were

swathed in damp rain-clouds borne on a

south - westerly gale ; the climbing season

was over. Then, an revoir to the land of

soaring mountains and everlasting snows ;

and next day, greeting to Old England,

with its rush and roar of city life. The

Alps, those truly delectable places, were far

away, left toâ��

Bleak wintry storms with tenfold fierceness armed,

And snow and icy blasts.

THE SCHWARZEOG HUT.

though the couloir

Vol. xxxviâ��57.



First Statue,

By FRED M. WHITE.

| HE woman sat there flirting

her fan to and fro listlessly,

her dark eyes bent upon the

stage as if she were absolutely

lost in the brilliant new

comedy which was being pre-

sented for the first time by the great actor-

manager of the Comus Theatre. She lay

back in her stall, haughty and listless and

indifferent, as if compelled to admiration in

spite of herself. She looked every inch the

grande dame going through a round of

pleasure and accepting it all entirely as a

matter of course. She was beautifully,

naturally dressed ; diamonds shimmered in

her dark hair ; there was around her

that nameless atmosphere which seems to

always go with wealth and breeding. She

might not have had a single care in the

world; she might have been one of those

spoilt darlings of society for whom, pre-

sumedly, Providence has intended the uni-

verse, to the exclusion of all others. Despite

her coldness and her beauty and her air of

absolute aloofness, there was now and then

a flicker of the delicate nostril and a

tightening of the haughty mouth which told

of pain, either physical or mental. She laid

her fan down upon the vacant stall on her

left and clasped her long - gloved hands

together.

There were several people in the theatre

who had regarded more or less curiously this

dark, stately beauty sitting there all alone.

It was possible to speculate as to the mean-

ing of the empty stall by her side. There

was admiration as well as envy and sundry

glances cast in her direction, and yet at that

moment Stella Clinash would have been

perfectly willing to have changed places with

the humblest little domestic servant perched

up far above in the roaring red atmosphere of

the gallery.

She was glad now that her husband had

not come. She was fiercely glad that Clive

Clinash had stayed away. He had meant to

come with her, of course, for the Clinashes

were alone in London. They were only over

from Buenos Ayres for a short stay. They

had intended to get back to South America

in the course of a day or two. Almost at the

last moment there had come a telegram from

Clinash to the Dominion Hotel, where they

were staying, saying that he had been

detained on important business and would

probably join his wife in the theatre a little

later on.

She had been rather glad to get this

message. Sooth to say, she was a little

tired of sight-seeing ; she would have pre-

ferred an evening at home in her own sitting-

room. But, then, there was the chance that

Clinash would go straight to the theatre, and

he would be greatly disappointed to find his

wife absent. Therefore she had gone alone,

with that strange feeling upon her that some-

thing was going to happen. It seemed to

her that she had never hated London so

much as she did at that moment; it seemed

to her that it would have been far wiser to

remain at Buenos Ayres, but Clinash would

not hear of it. Besides, they had only been

married a few months, and Stella Clinash

had always been a solitary woman, and when

she had come to find a home and husband

she clung to both with a tenacity and

passion which, at times, fairly frightened her.

Like most people who pass for being cold

and self-contained, she had depths of feeling

and emotion of which Clinash, with all his

love and admiration for her, knew nothing.

And he had taken her on trust, too. He

had found her eighteen months before, getting

a precarious living in London as an addresser

of envelopes. He had fallen in love with her

on the spot, and had, in his impetuous way,

asked her to marry him. Just for the moment

she had hesitated. There were reasons why

she should have refused. And yet, when she

came to think of the drab monotony of the

life that lay before her, she hesitated no longer.

She wanted someone to lavish her affection

upon, and here she found him. For Clinash

was rich and prosperous, he was young and
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fairly good-looking, andâ��well, there was only

one end to a struggle like that.

And now all the misery and unhappiness

had gradually faded like an ugly landscape

blurred in a cloud of mist. The ice had

gradually melted from round Stella's heart

until she could stand there in the sunshine

of her own happiness and wonder what she

had done that God should be so good to

her as all this.

That was up to a few moments ago. And

then she had seen him standing there by the

entrance to the stalls, glancing casually round

the theatre as if he were in some way

connected with the management. He stood

there neatly dressed in a dark frock suit,

a glossy hat was perched upon his head,

and his round, hard face and keen grey

eyes seemed to be taking in the whole

audience. Stella Clinash recognised him

at once. She would have recognised him

anywhere and in any circumstances. There

were no delusions in her mind on the score

of his failing to remember her. She felt his

eyes running the measure of the rule over

her, she saw him turn and say something to a

theatre attendant, then presently he vanished

and another man suspiciously like him took

his place. There was no facial resemblance

between the two, but they were both cast in

entirely the same mould, both of them trim

and clean and reserved, both of them speak-

ing of the Criminal Investigation Department

of Scotland Yard to anybody who had ever

had any contact with that dread institution.

And although the second man never for one

moment looked in Stella Clinash's direction

she knew perfectly well that he was waiting

for her, and that she would have to speak to

him before the performance was over.

Well, the thing was finished now. She had

had more than a year on the other side

of the golden gates, and now the barriers of

desolation yawned before her. And the

strange thing was that she was not frightened,

she did not seem to be in the least alarmed,

or angry, or unhappy. She had been the

sport of Fate too long to accept a blow like

this with anything but resignation.

Clive would have to know. Indeed, she

blamed herself now for not telling him before.

But she had been afraid to do so; she had

been afraid to risk the happiness which had

suddenly opened before her in such dazzling

splendour. She had temporized, and the

time was lost, and now it was too late. Still,

she must let her husband know, she must

prepare him for the inevitable. It would

never do for her to bring disgrace upon

his honoured name. He must abandon

her to her fate, he must never see

her again; no one must know that

guilty secret but themselves. And perhaps,

when she had served her sentence out, he

might be disposed to remember that for

over a year she had been a good and faith-

ful wife to him. He might be willing to

make some provision to save her from want

in the future. Fortunately, they knew nobody

in London ; it would not be an easy matter

to trace her back to the Dominion Hotel,

and Clive would be clever enough to hide

all her tracks. Of course, he would be

sorry, for she knew how genuinely fond he

was of her ; but at the same time his good

name must not suffer, and in that respect she

would help him to the best of her ability.

Why, oh, why had she returned to England

at all ? Clinash's own call had been impera-

tiveâ��a business crisis that demanded his

presence in England. Most men have these

moments of commercial peril. And she had

risked it all to be with himâ��not to lose a

moment of her glorious happiness, as a love-

sick girl might have done. Oh, the incredible

folly of it!

She had thought it out now. She waited

till the curtain fell on the third act, then she

beckoned a programme-seller in her direction.

From her purse she took out a half-sovereign

and placed it in the girl's hand.

" Don't ask any questions," she murmured.

" Procure me at once a sheet of paper, an

envelope, and a. pencil. I am going to write

a note which I want delivered at the

Dominion Hotel at once. If you can

manage this for me the half-sovereign is

yours. All I ask you to do is to be silent

and say nothing of this."

The girl nodded. Perhaps the request did '

not strike her as being particularly strange.

She came back presently with writing mate-

rials, and Stella Clinash wrote her letter. It

was characteristic of her that her handwriting

was firm and neat, that the letter was per-

fectly coherent and collected.

" There," she whispered ; " will you take

that now ? "

" At once, madam," the girl replied.

" You can rely upon me. Besides, I am

going that way."

The comedy was drawing to a close now.

Stella Clinash looked at the watch on her

wrist, and saw that it was half-past eleven.

No doubt Clive had received her letter an

hour before. He would have made up his

mind by this time exactly what to do.
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' SHE CAME BACK PRESENTLY WITH WHITING MATERIALS, AND STELLA

CLINASH WROTE HER LETTER."

Already some of the audience had begun to

leave the theatre. She rose calmly and drew

a wrap round her shoulders and over her

head. Then she walked quite steadily and

collectedly through the vestibule up to the

folding doors, where the man with the hard,

keen face appeared to be awaiting someone.

Stella drew a little quick breath, and her lips

quivered as she touched the man on the

shoulder.

"I think you are waiting for me," she said,

quietly. "I don't happen to know your name,

but you recognise me."

The man turned and smiled good-naturedly.

" Detective-Sergeant Swift," he said, ten-

tatively. " You are Stella Treheme. Rapson

asked me to wait here. He recognised you,

though, as a matter of fact, he was looking

for somebody else. Hard luck, isn't it ? "

The man spoke in a friendly enough tone.

There was nothing

of the traditional

man-hunter about

him. He was

merely a machine

cut and drilled and

polished to a dia-

mond hardness.

Possibly in private

life he was as

generous and good-

natured as other

people. But he had

his dutyto perform,

and he meant to

do it.

" I don't want

any sympathy,"

Stella said, coldly.

" I am quite pre-

pared to take the

consequences. And

yet, if a thousand

pounds would be

the slightest good

to you, I am pre-

paredâ��â� â��"

Swift turned,

aside apparently

unheeding.

"Don't say that,"

he whispered.

" Because, you see, it would

make no difference. And if I

mentioned it to the magistrate

to-morrow morning But

perhaps I didn't exactly catch

what you said. Would you

like a cab ? "

" That is kind of you," Stella said, in the

same strangely even voice. " I suppose I

ought not to blame you so much as the

iniquitous system of which you are at once

the slave and tool. Of course, I must have

a cab. I could hardly walk through the

streets to the police-station dressed like this."

" Of course not," Swift agreed. " But

wouldn't you like to go anywhere first ?

Would it not be as well to get as far as your

hotel or your rooms, where you can procure

a change of clothing ? Of course, it is no

business of mine to pry into your present

position, but, judging from what one can see,

matters appear to have gone very well with

you of late. I presume you are married ? "
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The blood flamed into Stella's face.

" Is that necessary ? " she asked.

" Well, of course not," Swift said, with

some sign of confusion. " But we flatter

ourselves we can always tell the difference

between the woman whoâ��well, you know

what I mean."

" I am obliged for your good opinion,"

Stella said, calmly. " Married or not, at the

present moment I am a woman who has to

face a trouble entirely alone. And I have

done no wrong ; or, at least, if I have, I have

paid for it dearly enough, God knows. Why

do you hunt us like this ? Why don't you

give us a chance to lead a clean and honest

life ? Why should we be dragged month by

month to report ourselves at the nearest

police-station ? You know it always results

in the same exposure. Our employers get to

hear of it, and the same weary struggle begins

over again. I am sure that two-thirds of the

criminals on ticket-of-leave find their way

back to jail again simply because of this

cruel system of yours. It would be far kinder

to keep us under lock and key till the sen-

tence is worked out. As a sensible man,

you must know I am speaking the truth."

Swift shrugged his shoulders. It was not

for him to question the iconoclast methods

of his department. He was a mere pawn in

the game of diabolical chess which the police

are unceasingly playing with the criminal

classes. And, besides, he had expected some

sort of passionate outburst like this. They

mostly behaved in the same fashion. The

people were beginning to pour out of the

theatre now. Stella standing there, tall and

slim in her white dress, was attracting atten-

tion. A cab came up, and Swift stood aside

for Stella to enter.

They drove along silently through the

well-lighted streets. They passed the portico

of the Dominion Hotel, where the porter was

standing with his hands behind him. As the

great front of the building stood out red and

bold Stella caught her lip between her teeth

and blinked the tears from her eyes. But

she was not going to give way, she was not

going to pity herself. She had played her

game and she had lost it, and she was pre-

pared to pay the price.

Still, she turned cold and faint and dizzy

as the cab pulled up presently outside a

police-station. There was something horribly

familiar about the place, something so repul-

sive about the whitewashed walls and the

bare, clanging passages. A couple of police-

men sitting there in the charge-room, stolidly

eating their suppers, looked up with a certain

languid curiosity as Swift and his prisoner

entered. But they were too used to these

fiery, dramatic entrances and exits to do

more than take in the details of the woman's

dress and the cold, proud frostiness of her

face. An inspector sitting behind the table

glanced interrogatively at Swift.

" Stella Treheme," he said. " Charged

with failing to report herself. Released on

licence about twenty months ago and only

been heard of once since."

The inspector bent over the table and

scribbled something on a sheet of paper.

From his point of view it was all a matter of

business. Had Stella appeared there either

in rags or in silken attire he would have

displayed the same lack of interest or

emotion.

" Want to send for your friends ?" he

asked. " You can't appear like that to-

morrow morning, you know. What is your

address ? "

" My address is refused," Stella said, quietly.

" You know my name, and that is sufficient

As to the rest, I must make the best of it.

There are reasons why I cannot give you my

addressâ��imperative reasons why my present

friends must not know what has happened to

me. I have money in my purse. I suppose

I can keep that, and perhaps one of the

female warders will get me something from

one of the adjacent shops in the morning.

As there is no charge against me, except for

failing to report myself, I must ask you to

let me retain possession of my money."

. The inspector scraped his jaw thoughtfully.

" Seems reasonably" he said. " Very well;

we will do what you require. Is there any-

thing you would like before morning? Per-

haps you would like to send out for some

food ? "

Stella fairly shuddered at the suggestion.

The mere notion of food filled her with

loathing and disgust. There was absolutely

nothing she wanted, she said. Her one

desire was to be alone. In a dreamy kind

of way she followed a policeman presently

along an echoing flagged passage. She heard

the quick turn of keys in well-oiled locks, she

was once more back in those horribly sugges-

tive environments where life has lost its savour

and where the word " hope" becomes no

more than a mocking, empty sound. All that

banging of doors and clicking of keys seemed

to be superfluous ; such a waste of strength

and tyrannical grip to hold one so small and

crushed and miserable in durance vile. She

had no inclination to shirk the inevitable.

Had all the doors been thrown wide before
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her she would have made no attempt to escape

now. For what good would such a thing

have been ? By this time her husband knew

everything and he would act accordingly.

Already she was beginning to think of him

less now as her husband than as Give Clinash.

She would never see him again. It did not

seem to her that she wanted to. At all

hazards now, she was going through with it

to the bitter end. She would be sent to one

of those dreadful convict prisons, there to

serve out the rest of her sentence. But, at

any rate, after that she would be free ; her

term of imprisonment embraced no subse-

quent police supervision. Once it was over

and done with she could go where she liked

and do as she pleased.

She sat down there with her head in her

hands on that cold, hard travesty of a bed,

the like of which she knew only too well.

From time to time she could hear the heavy

tramp of feet along the corridor; from time

to time some drunken woman prisoner burst

into horrible screams. Now and again from

a cell close by a man was singing a snatch

of comic opera in a pleasant tenor voice.

Then gradually the sounds died away, and

in an uneasy manner Stella slept.

She woke presently chill and cold in the

grey dawn, and the whole thing came back
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to her with overwhelming force. She was

hungry now, and yet the mere thought of

food was repulsive to her. Gradually the

atmosphere grew warmer. She could hear

sounds of life and movement about the

place. A little later the door of her cell

opened and a hard-featured woman looked

in. She threw a bundle on the floor, with

an intimation that everything necessary was

there, and withdrew.

Here was a chance to do something, how-

ever trivial, to pass away the time. Stella's

rings and jewellery had been taken possession

of the night before, but her dainty dress

looked hideously grotesque in the pale light

of the morning. She stripped it off and cast

it aside as if it had been some loathsome

thing. She was almost thankful to find

herself in coarse, ill-fitting black garments,

with a plain straw hat. At any rate, there

was no chance of any acquaintance recog-

nising her now. There would be no oppor

tunity for the sensational journalist to make

half a column of copy out of her story.

The time had come now. She was walk-

ing across the courtyard. She stood presently

in a dreamy kind of way with her hand clasp-

ing the dock; she heard her name mentioned,

then the magistrate appeared to be asking

her a question.

He "was a kindly-looking man, and Stella

took fresh heart of grace.

" Come," he said, " I am waiting for you

to speak."

Stella looked up dreamily. The question

seemed to be floating around the roof of the

court before it reached her ears. She had

been watching a bee climbing up one of the

windows, fighting angrily for liberty ; she was

intensely interested in the efforts of the little

insect. Would it manage to reach the ven-

tilator or not ? she wondered. She was more

concerned with this now than with her own

future. She was quite anxious about it. She

gave a little sigh of relief, at length, when the

bee reached the opening and sped away into

the open air. Then it was that Stella came

back to herself, and the knowledge that the

grey-haired old gentleman opposite to her

was asking her questions, and looking at her

not unkindly from behind his spectacles.

" I don't know," she murmured. " I beg

your pardon ; I was not listening."

" What have you, then, to say ?" the

magistrate asked.

Stella shook her head wearily. What was

the use of saying anything ? She knew per-

fectly well that any plea for mercy on her

part would pass unheeded. After all said

and done, the police were doing no more

than their duty. It was all part of the

diabolical system, part of the constant warfare

which went on between the law and the

criminal. She would have to go back and

finish her sentence. She had been warned

on the first day of her liberty that there

would be no trifling in this matter. She had

lost everything now, position, reputation,

husband, all at one feel swoop. There was

nothing more to be said or done.

The magistrate still paused. So far as

Stella was concerned, she had lost all interest

in the proceedings. Somebody had jumped

up in the well of the court below the dock

and commenced to address the magistrate.

He spoke clearly and well; evidently he was

quite at home with this kind of work. In

the same dreamy, half-blind fashion Stella

could see that his shrewd, clean-shaven face

was kindly enough. She gathered that he

was saying something on her behalf. She

heard this advocate of hers addressed pre-

sently as Mr. Hallam. She wondered in the

same dull, groping way where she had heard

the name before. Then it flashed upon her

that this was a famous barrister whom she

had read of over and over again. She knew

that he was a man at the head of his profes-

sion ; she realized that he would not have

left other and more important work had not

his fee been a handsome one. There could

be no question as to who had procured the

services of Mr. Hallam, K.C. Her husband

must have sent him, and in a way Stella fell

grateful.

She glanced wearily round the court to see

if she could see Clive anywhere, but he had

not put in an appearance. He would never

forgive her, of course, he would never want

to see her again; but that would not

necessarily prevent him from acting a noble,

manly part, and doing everything he could

to lighten her sentence. She was more

interested now; she began to follow eagerly

and carefully what Hallam was saying.

" With all due respect, sir," the advocate

said, in his smooth tones, " with all due

respect, I urge this as an exceptional case.

As to the facts stated by the police I have

nothing to say. My unfortunate client was

certainly convicted at the Old Bailey four

years ago on a charge of fraud and conspiracy

under her maiden name of Treherne. As a

matter of fact, there would have been no

sentence of penal servitude if the prisoner

had not been identified by the police with

a certain notorious woman criminal whose
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name it is not necessary to mention. That

was quite a mistake, and would have been

shown at the trial had my client been

properly represented. 1 appeal to Sergeant

Swift, who has charge of this case, to confirm

this statement. It was only after my client

disappeared that these facts came to light."

"That is so, your worship," Swift admitted.

"An unfortunate mistake was made. We

did our best to find the prisoner after she

vanished, but without effect. But that does

not touch the present chargeâ��the charge

that the prisoner failed to report herself and

rendered herself liable to arrest and to be

conveyed back to prison, there to serve out

the balance of her sentence."

"Oh, I am not contesting the point,"

Hallam cried. " I am entirely in the hands

of the Court, but I have proved that a cruel

mistake has been made, and that my client

ought never to have been sentenced to penal

servitude at all. It is not for me to question

the system which compels criminals on

licence to report themselves to the nearest

police-station, but I do say that in certain

cases it is harsh and unnecessarily brutal.

Take my client's position as an instance.

For a year after she came out of jail she had

an exceedingly bitter struggle to live, but

there was nothing against her, and when the

opportunity came for turning her back upon

Kngland, when she had a chance of a

happy marriage and a new life in a foreign

country, the temptation was too much for

her. My client is well-born, she was carefully

brought up, and yet she knew what it was

more than once to spend the night out of

doors. Think of the temptation, think of

the opportunities ! How many women would

have hesitated ? I venture to say, not many.

She never told her husband. It is only

within the last few hours that he has made

this terrible discovery. And he is a man

in an exceedingly good position in South

America; he is rich and respected. He

would have been here to-day, but he is

utterly overcome by this unexpected revela-

tion, and unfortunately he cannot get here.

If your worship likes, I will hand the name

up to the Bench. You will quite see there

is nothing to be gained by making my

client's husband's name public."

" Is this a fact, Mr. Hallam ? " the magis-

trate asked.

" I give you my word for it, sir," the

barrister responded. " My statement will

probably be confirmed by the circumstances

in which my client was arrested last night.

Now I am going to ask you, sir, to exercise

your discretion in this case and allow this

lady to be released on her own recognisances.

When you have read the name which I

propose to write down for you "

" No," Stella Clinash cried, suddenly, " I

implore you not to do anything of the kind.

I would rather suffer any humiliation than

allow my husband's name to be dragged into

this business. I am quite prepared to face

the consequences of my folly. I shall never

see my husband again. He will never want

to see me. I greatly regret that he should

have sent this gentleman here to-day. Oh,

can't you see that I wish to get this over as

soon as possible ? Can't you see what an

unspeakable humiliation this is to me ?

Send me back where I came from. At

least I shall be beyond the reach of star-

vation there. I was not so guilty as they

said; I was the tool of others, though I

do not want to shirk my responsibility.

I deceived my husband, and that is the

knowledge that hurts me most."

The passionate words rang through the

court; the few reporters and the handful of

the public present followed with breathless

interest. Here was an unexpected human

drama unfolding itself before themâ��a story

more profoundly tragic than anything ever

yet seen upon the stage. Stella ceased to

speak ; a silence fell upon the Court. It

seemed to her that she had the sympathy

of everyone present.

"This is unusual," the magistrate mur-

mured. " I am sure this unfortunate lady

will think better of what she says when

she has time for consideration. I cannot

blind myself to the fact that had the true

facts of the case come out during the trial

she would not be here at all. Also, I have

not overlooked the inspector's statement that

there is nothing against the prisoner since

she' came out of jail. After all said and done,

it is merely a technical offence which has been

committed, and I think the interests of justice

will be served by a nominal sentence of a

day's imprisonmentâ��in other words, the

prisoner is free to leave the dock now."

Stella seemed barely to comprehend. There

was something like a murmur of applause

from those present in the court. A warder

touched her on the arm and intimated that

she might go. She did not seem quite to

understand what the sentence meant. She

stood there dazed and confused in the body

of the court, trying to collect her scattered

senses. Her advocate was still addressing

the Bench. He wanted to know if this

persecution was to continue. He desired
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to know whether application would be made

to the Home Secretary to remit the incon-

venience of these periodical calls upon the

police. The magistrate shook his head

doubtfully.

" That will be in your own hands, Mr.

Hallam," he said. " I presume the police

would raise no objection. They have no

desire, of course, to turn this into a per-

secution."

"I am obliged to you, sir," the barrister

said. " I may assume, therefore, that so long

as my client is outside the jurisdiction of the

Court no steps will be taken."

The magistrate shook his head with a

smile.

" Ah, now you are assuming too much,"

he said. " I think you have no cause to be

dissatisfied. Next case, please."

Stella wandered slowly out of court. She

stood in the open air, undecided as to what

to do or where to go next. She seemed to

understand that Hallam wished to speak

to her. He was asking her to wait for one

moment, and then he had certain things

to say.

Stella murmured something; she hardly

knew what it was. She was free to go now.

She had all the world before her. There

were just a few shillings in her pocket. All

she wanted now was to be alone, to get away

from all who knew her, to start life afresh.

She turned and walked rapidly down the

street until she came into the thick of the

traffic ; then she drifted on the breast of the

tideâ��a human derelict, alone and friendless.

" I shall manage," she murmured to her-

self. " It can be no worse than it was

before."

It was a warm night, fortunately, so that it

would be no great hardship to sleep out of

doors, and anything was better than the foul,

horrible den in which Stella Clinash had

passed the last two nights. Her money was

all gone now, with the exception of one

solitary sixpence, to which she clung tena-

ciously. She was tired and worn out. Her

one desire was to fall down somewhere and

sleep. She walked along the Embankment,

looking in vain for a quiet corner where the

lynx eye of the law might possibly overlook her.

The clock at Westminster was striking ten, the

Embankment was more or less deserted, save

for a hansom cab or two taking more fortunate

people to some place of amusement. Here was

a seat at length where Stella could sit down

and rest her weary limbs. She lay back there

drowsy and half unconscious. She wondered

Vol. xxxvi.â��58.

vaguely what this man was doing, this man

who was moving from seat to seat closely

scrutinizing the miserable outcasts who were

resting there. She could see that he was

well dressed, that he was wearing a light coat

over his evening clothes. Then something

rose in her throat and her heart gave a great

leap as she recognised her husband. She

bent down so that he might pass. Surely

he would never recognise her in the ugly

black garments which she wore. But all the

same he paused before her, and then, as if

sure that he had come to the end of his

search, he laid his hand upon her shoulder.

"Thank God!" he murmured. "Thank

God I have found you ! I have been search-

ing high and low for the last three days. It

is only by a mere accident that I have come

across you now. Come along."

"Come," Stella asked, vaguely, "where?"

" Oh, not here ; this is no place for ex-

planations. Good heavens, do you suppose

I am so black and hard as to desert you like

this ? When you know everything you will

see I am more to blame than yourself. But

come along, everything is ready. I have

moved to another hotel. Nobody knows

that you are the wife of Clive Clinash.

Directly I got your note I sent your maid

away on a pretext. A telephone message will

fetch her at any moment. I have moved

everything to the Blenheim Hotel. They

think I am expecting my wife every hour.

Come, you can change and dress, and we can

have supper. Oh, my poor child, how white

your face is! What awful rings you have

under your eyes ! Why, you are starving."

All this in a voice of infinite tenderness

and feeling. Stella had risen to her feet.

She could see nothing of her husband's face

because her eyes were blind with tears. She

wanted to run away ; she wanted to leave

him there and hide herself once.more under

the cover of the darkness. But she was too

weak and spent for thatâ��too tired and worn-

out to make even the semblance of a struggle.

When she came to herself again her head

was on her husband's shoulder ; she could

feel his strong arm about her. She was being

half led, half carried. She was in a hansom

presently ; she could hear the click, clack of

the horse's hoofs on the asphalt. Then she

was passing through the brilliantly-lighted

vestibule of an hotel. She was in a luxuriant

bedroom with all her own things about her.

Here were her jewels and her silver toilet

accessories. Here was the warm bath that she

needed. Then presently, in the same aesthetic

dream, she found herself looking at her
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'THANK GOD ! ' HE MURMURED. ' THANK GOD 1 HAVE FOUND VOU ! '

own slim, graceful presentment in a looking-

glass.

The diamonds were in her hair again, a

bunch of yellow roses nestled at her throat.

There was a smile on her trembling lips now,

the dark eyes were liquid with happiness

despite the black rings below them. And

yet Stella was full of contempt for her own

weakness, half ashamed of a resolution she

had made because she knew that it would

never be carried into effect. It was good,

oh, so good of Clive to treat her like this, to
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say nothing of the past, never to allude even

by so much as a look to the disgrace which

she had brought upon his good name. And

here he was again with his arm about her

waist gazing fondly into her face. He was

seated opposite to her now at the supper-

table, and Stella was eating as, it seemed

to her, she had never eaten before. The

events of the last three days seemed to be

disappearing like the mists of some hideous

nightmare, they seemed to be drifting into

space.

The table was cleared presently and they

were alone in that luxuriously - appointed

sitting-room, where the lights were discreetly

shaded and the soft gloom invited confidence

and the opening out of hearts.

" Aren't you going to scold me ?" Stella

whispered. " Do you know what I meant to

do ? I meant to go away and never see you

again. I meant to disappear and fight my

own battles in the future, because I have

treated you abominably, Clive, and I am not

worthy to be called your wife; but the

temptation was so great, the life I had led so

awful, andâ��well, I really and truly loved

you, and I can think of no better excuse than

that. You may think that I was cold and

reserved, but behind it all "

She paused, and for a moment it seemed

as if she had no more to say. What more

was there to say ?

" I know, sweetheart," Clinash murmured,

" I know. I heard all that happened in

court the other day, and I believe I read

your mind then as if it had been an open

book. And because you are so weak I love

you so well. It is good to know that you

were so ready to come back to me. Perhaps

the knowledge of it flatters my vanity. But

that matters little or nothing, because from

the very first you never deceived me at all.

When I married you in London eighteen

months ago I knew the history of your

troubles as well as I know it now. I was

aware even then of the cruel injustice of your

sentence. But I did not tell you I knew,

becauseâ��well, why should I torture you?

Perhaps I thought that if I let you know you

would have refused to become my wife. But

if I had foreseen this 1 would have sacrificed

everything rather than imperil your future. I

know that that was a mistake now. But you

longed to come, and Iâ��well, every man in

love is a fool sometimes."

Stella looked into her husband's face

wonderingly.

" You knew ? " she murmured ; " You

actually knew ? Oh ! you are not deceiving

me, Clive ? You are not trying to make the

way smooth and pleasant for me ? "

" My dearest, 1 am telling you no more

than the truth. The first time I ever saw

you was in court on the day of your trial. I

think I fell in love with you then. It might

have been love born of pity, but it is none

the less true and sincere for that. And I

felt then, as I feel now, that you are the

victim of circumstances, and that the man

who was really behind that conspiracy took

advantage of your lack of knowledge to get

you to alter the date on those telegrams for

him. Of course, you were not blameless,

but you were more of a child in the matter.

And in the interest I had in watching your

case I forgot for a moment my own troubles."

" Your troubles," Stella murmured; " what

were they ? "

" Well, simply that I was practically a

prisoner, too. I was out on bail; I was

waiting to be tried. My case came actually

next to yours. Oh, it was a bad business,

and I am making no attempt to palliate it,

but it was the only slip I ever made in my

life, and I registered a vow there and then

that when I came out of jail I would seek

you out and make you my wife. It seemed

to me that we had much in common, that we

should have nothing to reproach one another

with. And when I did come out the struggle

was too hard for me to think of anything

but bare existence. Like you I felt the

iniquity of that reporting system, and like

you I deliberately broke it. I had mar-

vellous luck abroad, and in a few months

I came back a rich man. The rest you

know. And you know now why I dared

not appear in court the other morning, why

I had to keep out of the way for fear that

I should be recognised too, and for fear that

our happiness would collapse altogether. For

your sake I had to take risks. But it turned

out for the best. Luck was on our side for

once. And, you see, I must get back to

Buenos Ayres without delay. My whole

prosperity turns upon it. And now I must

ask you to forgive me."

" Is there any question of forgiveness

between us ? " Stella said. The tears were

running down her cheeks now. " Do you

know, I am almost glad. It seems a strange

thing to say ; but I am. And now, when do

we sail ? I shall know no happiness while I

remain in this country."

Clive stooped and kissed his wife.

" To-morrow," he whispered. " I have

arranged that. And all our future is bound

up in that wordâ��to-morrow."



The Comic Side of Crime.

ii.

Written and Illustrated by HARRY FURNISS.

| HE old lady who was in the

habit of looking under the

bed for burglars every night,

after many years actually

found one, armed to the teeth,

with dark lantern, jemmy,

and all the burglar's stock-in-trade. He wore

a mask, which made him look desperate and

hideous ; his socks were drawn over his boots

to deaden the sound of his footsteps, and

gloves were on his hands to prevent any

finger-marks. All this the old lady in her

nightdress observed as she held the bed-

covering on high and surveyed the burly

ruffian.

Now for the drama !

The ordinary drama in such cases consists

of a scream, an upheaval of the bed, a short

tussle, a blow from the jemmy, a gag in the

mouth, the victim tied to the bedpost, the

house ransacked, and the next morning the

old lady discovered nearly dead and the

culprit escaped.

The real scene as it happened was pure

comedy. The old lady, after her careful

scrutiny of the armed villain, addressed

him with a bright, rather pleased voice as

follows:â��

"Oh, there you are, are you? Why, I

have been looking for you for years ! "

The desperado made no response ; astonish-

"OH, THERE YOU ARE, ARE YOU ? WHY, I HAVE BEEN LOOKING FOR

YOU FOR YEARS 1 "

ment disarmed him more effectually than

any weapon could have done. He crawled

from under the bed, slunk out of the room,

down the stairs, and out of the house, and

the old lady, quite happy, got into her bed

and went to sleep.

There are few, of course, possessed of

courage enough to emulate that old lady. But

they might try.

This case reminds me of another. Even

the most desperate characters have either

humour or find themselves in comic situa-

tions. Many years ago there was a burglary

in Regent's Park which attracted considerable

attention. One of the desperadoes was a

well-known terror of the time, who, for some

reason I do not know, was known as " The

Galloway Doctor." His real name was

William Dyson, a tall, powerful fellow, with

pale face and red whiskers. Another was a

famous burglar named Mahon, and the third

was John Mitchell, five feet six inches high,

stout, with a pug nose.

It was the day of knuckle-dusters and other

vicious weapons of attack, of garrotting and

terror of all kinds, made so much of in Punch

and other papers.

The rich merchant's house in Regent's

Park was entered by the three stalwart

marauders at two in the morning, but one of

them slipped, and the noise awoke the

butler, who managed to

secure two of the intruders.

The thirdâ��the one with the

pug noseâ��used his life-pre-

server pretty freely, and,

although the alarm was given,

he managed to escape. The

pluc'.y butler, however, seized

a gun and potted him as he

scaled the garden wall. The

man was hit in the back,

near the shoulder, with goose-

shot ; nevertheless, he con-

trived to escape. The other

two were secured by the

police, who had been attracted

to the spot by the noise of

fire-arms.

Possibly the snub - nosed

burglar would have got off
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scot - free, for no man with a wounded

shoulder could be discovered anywhere.

The police and detectives had given

up all idea of discovering him, when they

received an anonymous letter to say that if

they could find an old lady with a shot back

she might turn out to be the burglar, and

even went so far as to hint at which house in

Surrey Street, Blackfriars Road, a lady might

be found suffering from pellets in her back.

The police went to the house and found a

poor lady in bed.

She had on a

woman's nightcap

and nightgown,

but, although she

made a pathetic

picture, the snub-

nose gave the

show away.

" She " was trans-

ported for life in

man's attire. For

Mitchell had

assumed the

nightcap and

lady's nightgown

for one night

only.

Of all the chief

actors in crime in

our time, so far

as comedy is

concerned hand

in hand with

downright villainy and murder, we must give

the place of chief comedian to Charles Peace.

Major Arthur Griffiths saw a good deal of

Peace at the end of his extraordinary career,

and relates some interesting facts concerning

him. He agreed with others who were

familiar with Peace, that he was an artist in

the way of disguising himself.

In every locality he appeared as a different

personage, and lived up to the character he

honoured the locality by adopting. Peckham

knew him as a churchwardenâ��a nice, quiet,

religious, prosperous citizen. No one in

Peckham would have believed, even from his

own lips, that he was anything else, and

Major Arthur Griffiths gives an amusing

conversation, about veracity, which he had

with Peace when awaiting his trial for murder.

" What is the good of telling the truth ? "

he asked ; " no one believes you when you

do. Now listen to this. When I was

Mr. Johnson, of Peckham, I went into the

chemist's one morning, smoking an excellent

cigar.

" The chemist observed, ' That is very

good tobacco, Mr. Johnson. Where do you

get your cigars ? '

" ' Steal them,' I replied, perfectly frankly

and truthfully. It was the absolute fact; I

had stolen those cigars. But my friend the

chemist thought it an excellent joke. He

roared with laughter, and, of course, did not

believe me in the least.

" ' I wish you'd steal me a few of the same

kind,' he said, and I generously promised to

do so.

THE POLICE WENT TO THE HOUSE AND FOUND A POOR LADV IN BED.

" Some weeks afterwards I came across a

very fine lot of Havanas in a house 1 visited

rather late at night, and I secured them. The

chemist got a box of them.

" ' There, Mr. So-and-so,' I said, ' I have

stolen you these. I hope you will like them.'

" Again he laughed loudly, and he no

more believed me than before. Still, I only

told him what was perfectly true."

When Peace told the Major this ingenious

story of the lack of belief in veracity which

so commonly prevails, he no doubt had his

tongue in his cheek and chuckled to himself

on so easily " spoofing" his hearer. That

Griffiths did not see through the imposition is

curious ; Peace was so well known for his

abstemiousness from beer and tobacco. It

only goes to enhance the cleverness of the

man's character as an actor and storyteller

and further his clever appreciation of the

possibly gullible. It is with the object of

showing this comic side of the scoundrel

Peace that I introduce the story. To hood-

wink the great and experienced official and
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writer so cleverly is immense, for the Major

was a very shrewd man indeed.

Peace had a profound contempt for the

police. In a measure he was justified in his

attitude, for none of his many disguises had

been penetrated, and so clever an actor was

he that, in the character of a " Methody"

minister, a quack doctor, a furnaceman, or a

collier, he would court the society of the

very men who were searching for him.

How grim a joke to him must have been

the fact of his presence in

the Assize Court when

Habron was sentenced to

death for the crime he

had himself committed!

There he was, the real

culprit, cheek by jowl

with the men who prided

themselves on having run

to earth the slayer of

their fellow-officer in the

Manchester suburb!

Crime and comedy

went hand in hand in

connection with the ex-

ploit which brought Peace

to the scaffold. He was

hanged at Armley Jail,

Leeds, for the murder of

Mr. Arthur Dyson, a civil

engineer, at the secluded

and picturesque suburb

of Banner-cross, Sheffield.

Peace killed his victim

in the evening, shooting

him dead almost on the

threshold of the residence

he had just moved into,

in order to put a distance of some miles

between himself and his former neighbours.

It was, of course, another case of thtrchez la

femme, but that is another story, as Kipling

would say.

That was the tragedy; now comes the

comedy.

Peace, whose contempt for the police was

no doubt due to their ineffectual efforts to

elucidate the many burglary mysteries he

had left for their consideration, escaped from

the scene of the crime by vaulting a wall,

crossing a field skirting a local beauty-spot,

passing through Endcliffe Woods, and thence

by a roundabout way to his home. Why

he should have gone there is a puzzle, but

his visit was brief. Proceeding to a district

station he took train, and late at night found

himself at Hull, where his wife was then

living.

CHARLES PEACE.

His spouse received him without question.

She knew him so well that she dared not

inquire what had brought him to her shelter,

but she guessed that something exceptional

had happened to account for his appearance

there.

Peace passed the night under his wife's

roof. Next morning the couple were seated

at breakfast in " the houseplace," as the

general living-room is termed in the North.

The entrance to the apartment opened direct

upon the public road.

A smart knock upon

the door preceded an

immediate attempt to

open it. The door waÂ»

secured and another

sharp knock immediately

followed.

Mrs. Peace rose

leisurely, collected her

cup and saucer, and

placed them in the wash-

bowl on the sink. Then

she opened the door.

With a hearty "Good

morning, Mrs. Peace,"

two men in bowler hats,

ignoring any lack of in-

vitation to enter, stepped

into the house. They

glanced hurriedly around

and at the table.

The place was quiet

and clean ; and from the

single cup and saucer on

the table it was evident

that the visitors had dis-

turbed the lady's breakfast.

" All alone, I see ? " remarked one of the

men.

" Yes," said Mrs. Peace; " what do you

want ? "

" Oh, that's all right," answered the other

intruder ; " we simply dropped in to see if

Charley was here."

" No, he isn't ; so you'd better get out,"

replied the indignant lady. Then, woman-

like, her inquisitiveness prevailed ; but it is

possible it was not so much natural inquisi-

tiveness as a semblance of the trait adopted

under stress of circumstances with an object.

Turning to the men, she demanded with

some show of asperity, " What do you want

him for?"

"Oh, nothing much," one observed; "we

have not seen him for some time, and as he

could give us a little helpful information

we just dropped in here to see if he was
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staying in Hull. Do you know where

he is?"

" Well, he's not here, and I don't know

where he is, and, what's more, I don't care.

So there you are, and now you can go."

" All right, old girl," said one of the

visitors, whom Mrs. Peace had at once

rightly conjectured to be detective officers;

" we'll just have a look round before we go."

And without delay, or offering any apology,

the men thoroughly explored the lower

premises and then ascended the stairs.

They searched everywhere, but all to no

purpose, and thin left the house to report at

the Central Police Office.

The warning knock at the door was the

signal to Peace to make himself scarce, and

this he lost no time in doing. He slipped

upstairs, opened a back bedroom window,

and closed it after him. Scaling a rain-pipe,

he reached the roof and there remained

until he heard his wife admit the visitors.

Now was his time. Sliding down the

slates, he crept along the slate gutter until

he reached another rain-pipe, by means of

which he descended to the street. Luckily

it was early, and the street was practically

deserted. His antics were not, therefore,

the object of a crowd's curiosity.

But there was a neighbour who lived on

the opposite side of the road to Mrs. Peace,

and he, while lazily taking the morning air

in his shirt-sleeves on his doorstep, had seen

everything. He had been attracted by the

strangers knocking at the

new neighbour's door, he

had seen them enter with

no indication of welcome

on the lady's face, he had

been astonished to see a

third stranger appear on the

tiles of the house opposite,

and his interest being

generally aroused he had

waited to see the game

through.

When Peace had

descended to the street he

darted across the road and

half pushed, half led the

coatless gentleman into his

domicile.

" 'Ello, guv'nor ! what's

the game ?" asked that

individual.

Peace measured his man

in a moment. " They are

bailiff's men after me for

a County Court job," he

said. " Stand at t' door as tha did afore,

an' ef they speer (question) thee abaht me,

bunk 'em (mislead them). They'll p'r'aps

tell thee a rum tale abaht me. Tak' no

notice, for it's nobbut (nothing but) part o'

t' gam'."

And with these remarks Charles urged his

companion to the door again. The man

willingly complied with the fugitive's request,

and would with equal readiness have stood

between the hunted and the hunters, for

sheriffs' officers and such like find little

sympathy with the working classes.

From the window of the little dwelling

Peace watched the detectives in his wife's

home and saw them finally depart. Then

he recrossed the street and finished his

breakfast!

For cool daring under exceptionally trying

circumstances this performance of Charle|

Peace strikes me as one of the most enter-

taining in the history of crime. It is full of

comedy, and so like the man, admittedly

the greatest of all criminal comedians.

The hero of the following ingenious little

comedy, which describes not at all an un-

common experience amongst the medical

profession, is to be classed with the cleverest

kind of pests. One evening, when a friend

of mine, a doctor, had finished his calls and

was about to sit down to dinner, he received

a message to the effect that there was a gentle-

man in the waiting-room who wanted to see

him at once. He walked through the surgery

HE AT ONCE COMMENCED TO POUR OUT HIS TALE OF WOE.
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and beckoned to the gentleman to enter. The

visitor, a young man, came in, apparently in a

state of great excitement, and at once com-

menced to pour out his tale of woe. His

wife at home, he feared, was dying, and unless

the doctor came at once nothing could save

her. He said that my friend had attended

her once years ago, and that now, in her

illness and delirium, she did nothing but call

upon him by name to come and save her.

My doctor friend stopped his flow of eloquence

by asking him to hasten for someone else,

declaring that it was utterly impossible for

him to go as he had an urgent case to visit in

the opposite direction, so that even as it was

he would not have time to finish his dinner.

But the man only redoubled his entreaties,

where he was going, but, on receiving a re-

assuring reply, settled down again. Presently

he noticed the same thing, and being con-

vinced the man did not know his way he put

the same question to him again, whereupon

the driver admitted that he could not find

the place.

" Ask that policeman !" said the doctor.

The cabman did so.

" No such street! " curtly responded the

constable.

" Back again ! " angrily cried the doctor,

now thoroughly aroused to the conviction

that he was being hoaxed.

Here the cabman began some rigmarole

about his fare, and having been driving about

all day.

"the average jury seems imbued with every quality but common sense."

saying that he had a cab outside and would

drive the doctor to his house in a few

minutes, adding a heartrending inquiry as

to the relative value of a short space of time

spent arid a precious human life saved.

This last appeal completely bowled my

sympathetic friend over, and he consented

to snatch a mouthful only and accompany

the man. Without stopping to close the

door of the surgery the doctor hurried in to

have an apology for a meal, and soon after

came out to the waiting-room, pulling on his

overcoat ready to start.

The young man was not in the waiting-

room, neither was he in the surgery ; so the

doctor went out, expecting to find him in the

cab. As he approached it, the driver said :â��

" All right, sir; the gentleman has given me

the address. He said as 'ow he wouldn't

wait, but took another cab, and said I had

better bring you on after him as fast as I

could."

Quite unsuspecting, my friend stepped in

and the man drove off.

After some time, noticing that he seemed

to be driven in a very in-and out sort of

direction, he asked the cabman if he knew

" Police-station ! " roared the doctor, with

the result that the cabman drove him quickly

home.

On his arrival at his residence the cabby

demanded thirty shillings, stating that he had

driven the young man about to different

houses all day, and that the doctor must pay

the fare.

Eventually my friend paid him fifteen shil-

lings to get rid of him. On going indoors

my victimized friend went straight to his

surgery, to see if his suspicions were correct.

Too true! A case of valuable instruments

had been stolen.

But it is not the criminal alone who

provides the comic side of crime. The

comicality of jurymen, for example, would

fill a volume. The average jury seems

imbued with every quality but common sense,

and naturally strong personalities such as

the late Lord Brampton, both as an advocate

and later as a judge, had little respect for

them. He was accustomed to relate a

curious and inexplicable case of stupidity on

the part of a jury.

A man was tried on evidence irresistible

"to anybody but a jury" for a most terrible
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murder. He had slain his father and mother

on testimony so clear that there could be no

shadow of doubt as to his guilt.

The jury brought in a verdict of " Not

guilty."

It was an example of the comic juryâ��yes,

screamingly funny comediansâ��a troupe of

twelve led by a comic foreman.

The judge was furious and asked the

comedians what they meant by such an out-

rageous verdict, " when they knew the culprit

was guilty and ought to be hanged."

" That's just it, my lord," said the foreman

of this distinguished body. " I assure you

we had no doubt about the prisoner's guilt,

but we thought there had been deaths enough

in the family lately !"

Lucky is the criminal who commits his or

her crime on the north side of the Tweed.

The Scottish Courts are notorious for letting

off criminals. The " Not proven" verdict

covers a multitude of crime and lets off

many a rogue.

As a lecturer I have always found Scottish

audiences bright, quick, and ready to see a

joke. That old saying that it takes a surgical

operation to get a joke into a Scotsman's

Vol. xxxvi.â��59.

head is a libel. I neverâ��from my own

experienceâ��could see any reason for it I

really think what was intended wasâ��it takes

a surgical operation to get a proper verdict

into a Scotsman's head. They are witty, no

doubt, and it is the natural wit of the Scot

that makes him only see the comic side of

crime, and his "Not proven" is his standing

judicial joke.

One cannot, of course, refer to recent

cases, those let off by the Scotch jokist being

still alive. It will be sufficient for me to

refer to the remarkable story of Madeline

Smith, who without doubt poisoned her

husband to marry a man she was in love

withâ��one of the simplest cases ever brought

into court.

" Not proven " was the Scottish joke.

But then, be it remembered, Madeline

was beautiful. She was also dressed for the

part, and played it magnificently. Slje looked

more bewitching every day ; while, on the

other hand, her husband was a beast.

The Scots are a very susceptible nation.

Of course there was applause in court

when the verdict was given, and of course

the lady had any number of offers of mar-

riage, and â�� of course â�� she was one of the

most cold-blooded murderesses that ever

lived.

MADELINE SMITH.



466

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

It would be interesting, had I time to

study the subject and space enough to add

to these chapters, to endeavour to analyze

the fascination which insignificant, cruel,

unworthy men ofttimes have for pretty and

attractive women. I think it will be seen, as

in the case of Madeline Smith, that such

unnatural infatuation tends to crime.

There are several well-known cases of the

protests from the clerk of the court and the

judge himself, he demanded to be seen and

heard. He called loudly on the prosecutor

to look at him. The prosecutor was startled ;

so were judge, counsel, and jury.

The new-comer was the very living image

of the prisoner in the dockâ��in height, figure,

face, dress, in every detail. The bewildered

prosecutor could not swear if the second

"the New-comer was the very living image of the prisoner in the dock."

Courts being humbugged by the cleverness of

confederates. Surely nothing could be more

comic than the predicament in which Sir

William Garrow, a judge on the Oxford

circuit, found himself in the good old days of

highwaymen. He had a highwayman before

him, charged with robbery. The case was

simple ; the identity of the robber was sworn

to by his victim.

The judge summed up, and just as the

jury were retiring to consider their verdict a

man on horseback galloped up to the court.

He was covered with mud; his horse was all

but dead with exhaustion, for it had galloped

fifty good miles. Was he in time to save an

innocent man's life ? He pushed his way

into the court, and, ignoring the officials and

man was not the man after all. The one in

the dock had sworn from the first that he

was innocent. There was nothing to do but

to acquit him.

Then the legal farce began. A fresh jury,

a fresh prisonerâ��but the same prosecutor !

Absurd ! He swore to the identity of No. i ;

now how could he swear with equal con

fidence to No. 2 ? So No. 2 got off. Of

course, they were brothers, and the fierce

gallop, "just in time," the careful arrange-

ment of attire, and so forth, as it turned out

afterwards, was all a clever ruse for one

robber to get another off. The guilty one in

this case was No. t.

Mr. Justice Hawkins, as well as Griffiths

and other writers on criminals, recalls the
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following case, so clever and so comic that

no record of criminal trials can be complete

without it.

It appears that a highly respectable gentle-

man arrived at York one evening with luggage

and dined well, went to bed early, rose in

good time, and had a substantial breakfast.

After this meal he casually asked the land-

lord if there was anything of special interest

in York. " The Assizes are on, but I do not

know if there is anything particularly interest-

ing in the list," was the response.

"Thanks," drawled the stranger ; " I'll look

in if I happen to pass the court and see."

He did look in and heard a follower of

Dick Turpin in the dock, charged with high-

way robbery, plead-

ing his innocence

vehemently to a

stolid judge and

jury, who, with firm

faces, did not look

as if they placed

much credence in

the prisoner's pro-

fession of inno-

cence. Suddenly

the prisoner

caught sight of the

stranger, who had

strolled in from

the hotel out of

curiosity.

"Here, thank

God, is someone

who can prove my

innocence !" cried

the prisoner, point-

ing to the stranger,

who was aghast at

becoming the

centre of interest

so unexpectedly.

He seemed

astonished and

shook his head.

"Oh, yes," cried

the accused ; "just

think. You were

at Doverâ��a long way from hereâ��you came

out of the Ship Hotel, and I took your

luggage in a wheelbarrow to the Calais

packet at the pier. That was the day I am

supposed to have committed the crime up

here."

The stranger seemed bewildered. The

judge, struck with the tragic earnestness of

the prisoner, questioned the stranger, but the

latter could not assist him much.

" Have you any note-books ? " asked the

judgeâ��"any memorandum of your move-

ments on that day ? "

"I am a merchant," replied the stranger,

" connected with an old-established firm of

bankers in London. I travel a lot, and of

course enter everything in my books. Here

are my keys, if the Court cares to send to

my hotel and bring here the books out of

my case. I can easily settle the point."

The books were fetched. The gentleman

had been in 1 )over that day and had left by

the Calais packet. This was sufficient for

'HERB, THANK GOD, IS SOMEONE WHO CAN PROVE MY INNOCENCE I ' CRIEO THE PRISONER."

the judge and jury. The prisoner was

acquitted.

Comic sequel : Both the " banker from

London " and the highwayman were placed

in the same dock shortly afterwards charged

with daring burglaries in the neighbour-

hood !

(To be continued.)



A STORY FOR

CHILDREN.

CHAPTER X.

DEVELOPMENTS.

}OME on," said Edred, "you

measure out the hypo and

mt the four pie-dishes ready.

I'll get the water."

He got it, with Mrs.

Honeysett's helpâ��two brim-

ming pails full.

" You mustn't come in for anything, will

you, Mrs. Honeysett ? " he earnestly urged.

" You see, if the door's open ever so little, all

the photographs will be done for."

:-a-duck ! " said Mrs. Honeysett,

folding her fat waist with her fat hands. " /

sha'n't come in ; I ain't got nothing to come

in for."

" \Ve'll bolt the door, all the same," said

Edred, when she was gone, " in case she was

to think of something."

Long dusty rays of light came through

the cracks where the hinges of the shutters

were. Newspapers were no good for them.

The door had to be unbolted and Mrs.

Honeysett found. She was sitting in a little

Copyright, too?, by

low chair at the back door plucking

a white chicken. The sight of the

little white feathers floating fluffily

about brought wonderful memories

to Edred. But he only said :â��

" I say, you haven't any old curtains, have

you? Thick ones â�� or thin, if they are

red."

Mrs. Honeysett laid the chicken down

among its white feathers, and went to a

chest of drawers that stood in the kitchen.

" Here you are," she said, handing out

two old red velvet curtains, with which he

disappeared.

Dear reader, you must try and imagine the

rapture with which the two children saw the

perfect development of the six little perfect

pictures. For they were perfect. They were

perfect pictures of Arden Castle at a time

when it, too, was perfect. No broken arches,

no crumbling wall, but every part neat and

clear-cut as they had seen it when they went

into the past that was three hundred years ago.

They were equally fortunate with the

second film. It, too, had its six faultless

pictures of Arden Castle three hundred years

ago. And the last film developed just as

finely. Only, just before the moment which

was the right moment for taking the film out

of the hypo-bath and beginning to wash it, a

E. Nesbit-Bland.
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tiny white feather fell out of Edred's hair into

the dish. It was so tiny that in that dim

light he did not notice it. And it did not

stick to the film or do any of those things

which you might have feared if you had seen

the little white thing flutter down. It may

have been the feather's doing; I don't know.

I just tell you the thing as it happened.

Of course, you know that films have to be

pinned up to dry.

Well, the first film was pinned on the right-

hand panel of the door and the second film

was pinned on the left-hand panel of the door.

And when it came to the third, the one that

had had the little white feather dropped near

it, there was nothing wooden left to pin it to

â�� for the walls were of stone â�� nothing

wooden except the shutters. So it was

pinned across these.

" It doesn't matter," said Edred, " because

we needn't open the shutters till it's dry."

And with that he stuck in four pins at its

four comers, and turned to blow out the

lamp and unbolt the door. He meant to do

this, but the door, as a matter of fact, wasn't

bolted at all, because Edred had forgotten

to do it when he came back with the curtains,

so he couldn't have unbolted it anyway.

But he could blow out the red-sided lamp;

and he did.

And then the wonderful thing happened.

Of course the room ought to have been quite

dark. I'm sure enough trouble had been

taken to make it so. But it wasn't. The

window, the window where the shutters were

â��the shutters that the film was pinned onâ��

the film on which the little white feather had

fallenâ��the little white feather that had settled

on Edred's hair when Mrs. Honeysett was

plucking that chicken at the back doorâ��

that window now showed as a broad oblong

of light. And in that broad oblong was a

sort of shining, a faint sparkling movement,

like the movement of the light on the sheet

of a cinematograph before the pictures begin

to show.

" Oh ! " said Elfrida, catching at Edred's

hand. What she did catch was his hair. She

felt her way down his arm, and so caught

what she had meant to catch, and held it

fast.

" It's more magic," said Edred, ungratefully.

" I do wish "

"Oh, hush!" said Elfrida; "look-oh,

look ! "

The light â�� broad, oblong â�� suddenly

changed from mere light to figures, to move-

ment. It was a living pictureâ��rather like a

cinematograph, but much more like some-

thing else. The something else that it was

more like was life.

It seemed as though the window had been

openedâ��as though they could see through it

into the world of light and sunshine and

blue skyâ��the world where things happen.

There was the castle, and there were

people going across the drawbridgeâ��men

with sacks on their backs. And a man with

a silver chain round his neck and a tall stick

in his hand was standing under the great

gateway telling them where to take the sacks.

And a cart drove up, with casks, and they

were rolled across the drawbridge and under

the tall arch of the gate-tower. The men

were dressed in clothes rather like those the

children had seen worn by serving-men in

Gunpowder Plot times, but rather plainer.

Then something blinked, and the scene

changed. It was indoors now â�� a long

room with many pictures on one side of it

and many windows on the other; a lady

in a large white collar and beautiful long

curls, very like Aunt Edith, was laying

fine dresses in a chest. A gentleman, also

with long hair, and with a good deal of lace

about his collar and cuffs, was putting jugs

and plates of gold and silver into another

chest; and servants kept bringing more golden

grand things, and more and more.

Edred and Elfrida did not say a word.

They couldn't. What they were looking at

was far too thrilling. But in each heart the

same words were uttered :â��

" That's the treasure !" And each mind

held the same thought.

" If it only goes on till the treasure's

hidden, we shall see where they put it, and

then we can go and find it."

I think myself that the white Mouldiwarp

was anxious to help a little. I believe it had

arranged the whole of this exhibition so that

the children might get an idea of the where-

abouts of the treasure, and so cease to call

on it at all hours of the day and night with

the sort of poetry which even a mole must

see not to be so very good. However this

may be, it was a wonderful show. One

seemed to see things better somehow like

that, through the window that looked into

the past, than one did who was really in

the past taking an active part in what was

going on.

There appeared, at any rate, to be no

doubt that this really was the treasure, and

still less that it was a treasure both plentiful

and picturesque. Quickly and more quickly

the beautiful rich things were being packed

into the chests. More and more pale looked
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A CHEST WAS OEING CARRIED IIY FOUR MEN, WHO STRAINED AND STAGGERED UNDER ITS WEIGHT.

the lady; more and more anxious the

gentleman.

The lady was taking from her waiting-

woman little boxes and bundles with which

the woman's apron was filled, and the chest

before which she was kneeling was nearly

full when the door at the end of the gallery

opened suddenly, and Elfrida and Edred, in

the dark in the still-room, were confronted

with the spectacle of themselves coming

down the long picture-gallery towards that

group of chests and treasure and hurried

human people. They saw themselves in

blue silk and lace and black velvet, and they

saw on their own faces fear and love, and

the wonder what was to happen next. They

saw themselves embraced by the grown-ups,

who were quite plainly father and motherâ��-

they saw themselves speak, and the grown-

ups reply.

" I'd give all my pocket-money for a year

to hear what they're saying," Edred told

himself.

"That daddy's just like my daddy," Elfrida

was telling herself, "and just like the daddy

in the Tower that was so like my own

daddy."

Then the children in the picture kneeled

down, and the daddy in the picture laid his

hands on their heads, and the children out of

the picture bent their own heads there in the

dark still-room, for they knew what was

happening in the picture. Elfrida even half

held out her arms, but it was no good.

Again the scene changed. A chest was

being carried by four men, who strained and

staggered under its weight. They were carry-

ing it along a vaulted passage by ropes that

passed under the chest and over their

shoulders. Every now and then they set it

down and stretched, and wiped their faces.

And the picture kept on changing so that

the children seemed to be going with the

men down a flight of stairs into a spacious

hall full of men, all talking, and very busy

with armour and big boots, and then across

the courtyard, full of more men, very busy,

too, polishing axes and things that looked

like spears, cleaning muskets and fitting new

flints to pistols and sharpening swords on a

big grindstone. Edred would have loved to

stay and watch them do these things, but

they and their work were gone quite quickly,

and the chest and the men who carried it

were going under an archway. Here one of

the men wanted to rest again, but the others

said it was not worth whileâ��they were almost

there. It was quite plain that they said this,

though no sound could be heard.

" Now we shall really know," said Edred
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to himself. Elfrida squeezed his hand. That

was just what she was thinking, too.

The men stopped at a door, knocked,

knocked again, and yet once more. And,

curiously enough, the children in the still-

room could hear the sound of the knocking

quite plainly, though they had heard nothing

else.

The men looked at each other across the

chest that they had set down. Then one

man set his shoulder to the door. There

was a scrunching sound and the picture dis-

appearedâ��went out; and there were the

shutters with the film pinned across them,

and behind them the door, open, and Mrs.

Honeysett telling them that dinnerâ��which

was roast rabbit and a boiled hand of porkâ��

would be cold if they didn't make haste and

come along.

" Oh, Mrs. Honeysett," said Elfrida, with

deep feeling, " you are too badâ��you really

are!"

" I hope I've not spoiled the photos," said

Mrs. Honeysett ; " but I did knock three

times, and you was that quiet I was afraid

something had happened to youâ��poisoned

yourselves without thinking, or something of

that."

" It's too bad," said Edred, bitterly ; " it's

much too bad. I don't want any dinner ; I

don't want anything. Everything's spoiled."

" Perhaps," said Mrs. Honeysett, patiently,

" I might ha' gone on knocking longer, only

I thought the door was boltedâ��you did so

keep on a-bolting of it at the beginning,

didn't you ? So I just got hold of the handle

to try, and it come open in my hand. Come

along, lovey; don't bear malice now. I

didn't go for to do it. An' I'll get you some

more of whatever it is that's spoiled, and you

can take some more photos to-morrow."

" You might have known we were all right,"

said Edred, still furious ; but both thought

it only fair to say, " It wasn't the photographs

that were spoiled "â��and they said it at the

same moment.

" Then what was it ? " said Mrs. Honey-

sett. "And do come along, for goodness'

sake, and eat your dinner while it's hot."

" It wasâ��it was a different sort of picture,"

said Elfrida, with a gulp, " and it was a pity."

" Never mind, love," said Mrs. Honeysett,

who was as kind as a grandmother, and I

can't say more than that; " there's a lovely

surprise coming by and by for good little

gel Is and boys, and the rabbit'll be stone-cold

if you don't make hasteâ��leastways, it would

have been if I hadn't thought to pop it in the

oven when I came to call you, knowing full

well what your hands would be like after all

that messing about with poison in dishes; and

if I was your aunt I'd forbid it downright.

And now come along and wash your hands,

and don't let's have any more nonsense

about it. Do you hear ? "

I dare say you notice that Mrs. Honeysett

was quite cross at the end of this speech and

quite coaxing and kind at the beginning. She

had just talked herself into being cross. It's

quite easy. I dare say you have often done it.

It was at the end of dinner that Elfrida, as

she got down from her chair, saw Mrs.

Honeysett's face, and saw how different it

looked from the kind face that she usually

wore. She went over to her very slowly, and

very quickly threw her arms round her and

kissed her.

" I'm sorry we've been so piggy," she said.

" It's not your fault that you're not clever

enough to know about pictures and things,

is it ? "

If Mrs. Honeysett hadn't been a perfect

dear, this apology would have been worse

than none. But she was a perfect dear, so

she laughed and hugged Elfrida, and some-

how Edred got caught into the hug and the

laugh, and the three were friends again. The

sky was blue and the sun began to shine.

And then the two children went down to

old Neale's.

There were roses in his garden now, and

white English flags and lupins and tall fox-

gloves bordering the little brick path. Old

Neale was sitting " on a brown Windsor

chair," as Edred said, in the sun by his front

door. Over his head was a jackdaw in a

wicker-cage, and Elfrida did not approve of

this till she saw the cage-door was open, and

that the jackdaw was sitting m the cage

because he liked it, and not because he must.

She had been in prison in the Tower, you

remember, and people who have been in

prison never like to see live things in cages.

There was a tabby and white cat of squarish

shape sitting on the wooden threshold. (Why

are cats who live in country cottages almost

always tabby and white and squarish ?) The

feathery tail of a brown spaniel flogged the

flags lazily in the patch of shade made by

the water-butt. It was a picture of rural

peace, and old Neale was asleep in the middle

of it. I am glad to tell you that Lord Arden

and his sister were polite enough to wait till

he awoke of his own accord, instead of shout-

ing " Hi!" or rattling the smooth brown iron

latch of the gate, as some children would

have done.

They just sat down on the dry grassy bank
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opposite his gate, and looked at the blue and

white butterflies and the flowers and the green

potato-tops through the green-grey garden

palings.

And while they sat there Elfrida had an

ideaâ��so sudden and so good that it made

her jump. But she said nothing, and Edred

said :â��

" Pinch the place hard, and if it's still there

you'll kill it perhaps"â��for he thought his

sister had jumped because she had been

bitten by an ant.

When they had finished looking at the

butterflies and the red roses and the green-

growing things, they looked long and steadily

at old Neale, and, of course, he awoke, as

people always do if you look at them long

enough and hard enough. And he got up,

rather shaking, and put his hand to his

forehead, and said : " Your lordship "

" How are you ? " said

Elfrida. " We haven't found

the treasure yet."

" But ye will, ye will," said

old Neale. " Come into the

house now ; or will ye come

round along to the arbour

and have a drink of milk ? "

" We'd as soon stay here,"

said Edredâ��they had come

through the gate now, and

Edred was patting the brown

spaniel, while Elfrida stroked

the squarish cat.

" Mrs. Honeysett

said you knew all

thestories."

" Ah," said old

Neale, " a fine

girl, Mrs. Honey-

sett. Her father

worked Sellinge

Farm, where the

fairies churn the

butter for the

bride so long as

there's no cross

words. They

don't never get

too much to do,

them fairies." He

chuckled, sighed,

and said :â��

"I know a

power of tales.

And I know,

always I do,

which it is that

people want.

â��H

What you're after's the story of the East

House. Isn't it now ? Is the old man

a-failing of his wits, or isn't he ? "

"We want to know," said Edred, com-

panionably sharing the flagstone with the

feather-tailed spaniel, " the story about why

that part of the house in the castle is shut

up and all cobwebby and dusty and rusty

and musty, and whether there's any reason

why it shouldn't be all cleaned up and made

nice again, if we find the treasure so that

we've got enough money to pay for new

curtains and carpets and things ? "

"It's a sad tale that," said old Neale,

"a tale for old folksâ��or middle-aged folks,

let's sayâ��not for children. You'd never

understand it if I was to tell it you, likely

as not."

"We like grown-up stories," said Elfrida,

with dignity, and Edred added :â��

" We can understand any-

thing that grown ups under-

stand if it's told us properly.

I understand all about the

laws of gravitation, and why

the sun doesn't go round

the earth but does the oppo-

site ; I understood that

directly Aunt Edith ex-

plained it, and about fixed

stars, and the spectroscope,

and microbes,

and the Equator

not being real,

andâ��and heaps

of things."

"Ah," said old

Neale, admir-

ingly, " you'll be

a - busting with

book larnin'afore

you come to your

twenty-one, I lay.

I only hope the

half of it's true,

and they're not

deceiving of you,

a trusting inno-

cent. I never

did hold myself

with that about

the sun not mov-

ing. Why, you

can see it a-doin'

of it with your

own naked eyes

any day of the

week."

" You wouldn't

MKVwt E. on

AH,' SAID OLD NEALE, ADMIRINGLY, ' VOO'LL HE A-RUSTING WITH

BOOK LARNIN' AFORE YOU COME TO YOL'R TWENTY-ONE, I LAY.'"
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deceive anyone," said Elfrida, gently. "Do

tell us the story."

So old Neale began, and he began like

this :â��

" It was a long time agoâ��before my time

even, it was, but not so long afore, 'cause I

can recomember my father talking about it.

He was coachman at the castle when it all

happened, so, of course, he knew everything

there was to know, my mother having been

the housekeeper and gone through it all with

the family. There was a Miss Elfrida then,

same as there is now, only she was older'n

what you are, missy. And the gentlemen

lads from far and near they come a-courting

her, for she was a fine girlâ��a real beautyâ��

with hair as black as a coal and eyes like the

sea when it's beating up for a storm, before

the white horses comes along. So I've heard

my father sayâ��not that I ever see her my-

self. And she kept her pretty head in the

air, and wouldn't turn it this way or that for

e'er a one of them all. And the old lord he

loved her too dear to press her against her

wish and will, and her so young. So she

stayed single and watched the sea."

" What did she do that for ?" Edred asked.

" To see if her sweetheart's ship wasn't

a-coming home. For she'd got a sweetheart

right enough, she had, unbeknown to all. It

was her cousin Dickâ��a ne'er-do-weel, if ever

there was oneâ��and it turned out afterwards

she'd broken the sixpence with him and

swore to be ever true, and he'd gone overseas

to find a fortune. And so she watched the

sea every day regular, and every day regular

he didn't come. But every day another

young chap used to come a-ridingâ��a fine

young gentleman and well-to-do, but he was

the same kidney as Master Dick, only he'd

got a fine fortune, so his wild oats never got

a chance to grow strong like Master Dick's."

"Poor Dick! "said Elfrida.

" Not so fast, missy," said the old man.

"Well, her granfer and her grannyâ��the old

earl and his ladyâ��they said :â��

Have him that's here

And loves you dear,

as the saying is. Her own father and mother

was dead, poor young thing. A Frewin he was,

and his christened name Arnold. And she

says ' No.' But they keeps on saying ' Yes,'

and he keeps on saying ' Do !' So they wears

her down, telling her Dick was drowned

dead for sure, and I don't know what all.

And at last she says: 'Very well, then, I'll

marry youâ��if you can stand to marry a girl

that's got all her heart in the sea along of a

dead young chap as she was promised to.'

Vol. xxxvi.â��60.

And the wedding was set for Christmas.

Miss Elfrida, she slep' in the room in the

East House that looks out towards Arden

Knoll, and the servants in the attics, and the

old people in the other part of the house.

" And that night, when all was asleep, I

think she heard a tap, tap at her window,

and at first she'd think it was the ivyâ��but

no. So presently she'd take heart to go to

the window, and there was a face outside that

had climbed up by the ivy, and it was her own

true love that they'd told her was drowned."

" How splendid ! " said Edred.

"How dreadful for Mr. Frewin!" said

Elfrida.

â�¢" That's what she thought, miss ; and she

couldn't face it. So she puts on her riding-

coat and she gets out of window and down

the ivy with him, and off to London; and

in the morning, when the bells begun to ring

for her wedding, and the bridegroom come,

there wasn't no bride for him. She left a

letter to say she was very sorry, but it had to

be. So then they shut up the East House."

" So that's the story ? " said Elfrida.

"Half of it, miss," said old Neale, and he

took out a black clay pipe and a screw of

tobacco, and very slowly and carefully filled

the pipe and lighted it, before he went ok :

"They shut up the East House, where she'd

been used to sleep ; but it was kep' swep'

and dusted, and the old folks was broken-

hearted, for never a word come from Miss

Elfrida. An' if I know anything of the feelings

of a grandparent, they kept on saying to each

other : ' She might ha' trusted us. She might

'a' known we'd never 'a' denied her nothing.'

And then one night there was a knock at the

door, and there was Miss Elfrida that wasâ��

Mrs. Dick nowâ��with her baby in her arms.

Mr. Dick was dead, sudden in a accident,

and she'd come home to her grand-

parents. They couldn't make enough of the

poor young thing and her baby. She had

her old rooms and there she lived, and she

was getting a bit happier and worshipping of

her baby and the old people worshipping it

and her too. And then one night someone

comes up the ivy, same as Master Dick did,

and takes awayâ��not herâ��but the baby."

" How dreadful!" breathed Elfrida. " Did

they get it back ? "

" Never. And never a word was ever

found out about who took it, or why, or

where they took it to. Only a week or two

after Mr. Frewin was killed in the hunting-

field, and as they picked him up he said:

1 Elfrida ; tell Elfrida ' and he was

trying to say what they was to tell her, when
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he died. Some folks hold as 'twas him stole

the baby, to be even with her for jilting of

him, or else to pretend to find it and get her

to marry him out of gratitude. But no one'll

ever know. And the baby's mother, she

wore away bit by bit, to a shadow, and then

she died, and after that the East House was

shut up for good and all, to fall into rot and

ruin like it is now. Don't you cry, missy.

1 know'd you wouldn't like the story, but you

would have it; but don't you cry. It's all

long ago, and she and her baby and her

young husband's all been happy together in

Heaven this long time now, I lay."

" I do like the story," said Elfrida, gulping,

" but it is sad, isn't it ? "

"Thank you for telling it," Edred said;

"but I don't think it's any good, really,

being unhappy about things that are so long

ago, and all over and done with." â�¢

" I wish we could go back into the past

and find the baby for her," Elfrida whispered

â��and Edred whispered back :â��

" It's the treasure we've got to find. Excuse

our whispering, Mr. Neale. Thank you

for the storyâ��oh, and 1 wanted to ask

you who owns the land nowâ��all the

land about here, I mean, that used to

bdong to us Ardens ? "

" That Jackson chap," said old

Neale, "him that made a fortune in

the soap boiling. The Tallow King,

they call him. But he's got too rich

for the house he's got. He's bought

a bigger place in Yorkshire, that used

to belong to the Duke of Sanderstead,

and the Arden lands are to be sold next

year, so I'm told."

" Oh," said Edred,

clasping his hands,

" if we could only

find the treasure, and

buy back the land !

We haven't forgotten

what we said the first

time: if we found

the treasure we'd

make all the cottages

comfortable, and new

thatch everywhere."

" That's a good lad,''

said old Neale. " You

make haste and find

the treasure. And if

you don't find it, never

fret ; there's ways of

helping other folks

without finding of trea-

re, so there is. You

come and see old Neale again, my lord, and

I shouldn't wonder but what I'd have a white

rabbit for you next time you come this way."

" He is an old dear," said Elfrida, as they

went home, "and I do think the films will be

dry by the time we get back; but perhaps we'd

better not print them till to-morrow morning."

" There's plenty of light to-day," said

Edred, and Elfrida said :â��

" I say ! "

" Well ? "

" Did you notice the kind of clothes we

wore in those picturesâ��where they were stow-

ing away the treasure ? "

" Oh ! " groaned Edred, recalled to a sense

of his wrongs. " If only Mrs. Honeysett

hadn't opened the door just when she did,

we should know exactly where the treasure

was. It was the West Tower they took it to,

wasn't it ? "

" I'm not sure," said Elfrida, " but "

"And if it had gone on we should have

been sureâ��we should have seen them come

away again."

IT HELU CI.OTHPS 1AK RICHER THAN ANV THEV HAD SEEN VET.
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" Yes," said Elfrida, and again she re-

marked, " I say ! "

Edred again said, "Well?"

" Wellâ��suppose we looked in the chests

we should be sure to -find clothes like those,

and then we should be back thereâ��living in

those times, and we could see the treasure

put away, and then we really should know."

"Ai, first-class, ripping," was Edred's

enthusiastic rejoinder. " Come onâ��I'll race

you to the gate."

He did race her, and won by about thirty

white Mouldiwarps' lengths.

The attic was easily found, and once more

the children stood among the chests, with

the dusty roof and the dusty sunbeams.

" Come on," cried Elfrida, joyously. " I

shall know the dress directly I see it. Mine

was blue silk with sloping shoulders, and

yours was black velvet and a Vandyke collar."

Together they flung back the lid of a chest

they had not yet opened. It held clothes

far richer than any they had seen yet. The

doublets and cloaks and bodices were stiff

with gold embroidery and jewels. But there

was no blue silk dress with sloping shoulders

and no black velvet suit and Vandyke collar.

" Oh, never mind," said Edred, bundling

the splendid clothes back by double armfuls.

" Help me to smooth these down so that the

lid will shut, and we'll try the next chest."

But the lid would not shut at all till Elfrida

had taken all the things out and folded them

properly, and then it shut quite easily.

Then they went on to the next chest.

" I have a magic inside feeling that they're

in this one," said Elfrida, gaily. And so

they may have been. The children never

knewâ��for the next chest was locked, and the

utmost efforts of four small arms failed to

move the lid a hair's breadth.

" Oh, bother ! " said Edred, " we'll try the

next."

But the next was locked, tooâ��and the

next, and the one after that, and the one

beyond, and Well, the fact is, they

were all locked.

The children looked at each other in some-

thing quite like despair. " I feel," said the

boy, "like a baffled burglar."

" I feel," said the girl, " as if I was just

going to understand something. Oh, wait a

minute ; it's coming. I think," she added,

very slowly, " I think it means if we go any-

where we've got to go wherever it was they

wore those glorious stiff gold clothes. That's

what the chest's open for; that's what the

others are locked for. See ? "

(To be

" Then let's put them on and go," said

Edred.

" I don't think I want any more Tower of

Londons," said Elfrida, doubtfully.

" I don't mind what it is," said Edred.

" I've found out one thing. We always come

safe out of it, whatever it is. And besides,"

he added, remembering many talks with his

good friend, Sir Walter Raleigh, "an English

gentleman must be afraid of nothing save

God and his conscience."

" All right," said Elfrida, laying hands on

the chest-lid that hid the golden splendour.

"You might help," she said.

But Edred couldn't. He laid hands on

the chest, of course, and he pulled and

Elfrida pulled, but the chest-lid was as fast

now as any of the others.

" Done in the eye ! " said Edred. It was

a very vulgar expression, and I can't think

where he picked it up.

" He that will not when he may,

He shall not when he wouldâ��a,"

said Elfridaâ��and I do know where she

learned that. It was from an old song Mrs.

Honeysett used to sing when she blackleaded

the stoves.

" I suppose we must chuck it for to-day,"

said Edred, when he had quite hurt his

fingers by trying all the chests once more,

and had found that every single one was

shut tight as wax. " Come onâ��we'll print

the photographs."

But the films were not dry enough. They

never are when you just expect them to be ;

so they locked the still-room door on the

outside, and hung the key on a nail high up

in the kitchen chimney. Mrs. Honeysett

was not in the kitchen at that moment, but

she came hurrying in the next.

" Here you are, my lambs," she said,

cheerily, " and just in time for the sur-

prise."

" Oh, I'd forgotten the surprise. That

makes two of it, doesn't it?" said Elfrida.

" Do tell us what it is. We need a nice

surprise to make up for everything, if you

only knew."

" Ah," said Mrs. Honeysett, " you mean

because of me opening that there door.

Well, there is two surprises. One's roast

chicken. For supper," she added, impressively.

" Then I know the other," said Edred.

" Aunt Edith's coming."

And she wasâ��indeed, at that very moment,

as they looked through the window, they saw

her blue dress coming over the hill, and

joyously tore out to meet her.
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four crosses on the open pages. Nothing appears to

Ijc known as lo its origin, liut it has existed as a sign

for many centuries. Some of your readers may be

able to interpret its meaning.â��Mr. Henry Walker,

Public Library, Stamford.

THE KAISER'S MASCOT.

'"T"M I IS splendid silver model of a ship is one of

JL the German Kmperor's most cherished posses-

sions, and it is said that he takes it everywhere wiih

him. It was on board His Majesty's yacht when I

obtained this photograph. -Mr. Reginald Silk, Ports-

A GROWING GATE-POST.

ISEND you a photograph which shows

a strong and healthy branch growing

from the top of a squared and painted

gate-post at the entrance lo the railway

yard of the Mymensing Slate Railway at

Narainganj. It is common in Bengal for

an unpainled rough timber fence to take

root and break out into branches, 1ml the

example shown in the photograph is such

a good one thai I feel sure you will con-

sider it worthy of a place in your interest-

ing Curiosily columns. â�� Mr. J. \Y. I bill,

Narainganj, K. Bengal ami Assam, India.

WHAT 15 THE .MI.ANl.NGV

OF the many curious signs to be found

in various parts of the country there

are few more curious than that which adorns

the front of the Book-in-Hand at Mable-

thorpe. The book, held by a hand which

projects from the building, is the Bible, with
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A GLUT OF

WASPS.

THE committee

of the Hay-

ward's Heath Horti-

cultural Society, of

which I am a

member, offered a

penny each for all

q.u een wasps

brought to the

s u m in e r show.

The number received

reached the

enormous total of

four thousand six

hundred and thirty-

three. These I

mounted and

photographed, and

then exhibited on

the day of the

show. â�� Mr. A.

Nobbs, The Gardens, Beech Hurst, Hayward's Heath.

I

WHAT IS IT?

WONDER how many of your readers can guess

what is the original of this photograph ? It

chin, and peak of the motor-cap are the minute teeth

with which it chips off pieces of wood, paper, leather

from your boots, and anything else it can get hold of.

It was after dissecting and mounting this for micro-

scopical examination that I first noticed its extra-

ordinary resemblance to a man's face. I may say

that the photograph has not been "retouched" or

"faked" in any way.â��Mr. F. E. Scurrah, 23,

Beaumont Koad, North Ormesby, Middlesbrough.

A LONG-DELAYED REVENGE.

BOLDLY displayed in black letters on the white

gable of an unpretentious house on the road to

Mount Stuart, Bute, is the following inscription:

"The Materials of this Outrage are for Sale."

According to the local historians, the announcement

as it stands is the last word in a duel between neigh-

.hours. It is said that the house was built to obstruct

the view of a gentleman who had been successful in

getting an interdict to prevent the owner from en-

closing the foreshore. But after the death of the

builder the house came into the market and was

purchased by the other gentleman, who now seeks to

express his wounded feelings in paint.â��Mr. Thomas

F. Armstrong, Clincart Pharmacy, Mount Florida,

Glasgow.

looks very much

like a side view of

a man's head with

a motor - cap on.

If you turn the

photograph upside

down it gives a

fairly good picture

of a pig with its

mouth open. So

much for what it

appears to be. The

question is, "What

is it ? " It is a

photomicrograph of

the saw-like edge of

one of the " man-

dibles" or biting

jaws of the common

cockroach magnified

one hundred

diameters. The nose,
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perambulator, so my

wife made use of this

method of carrying

our four - months' old

baby. A stone is put

into the other basket

to balance the load.â��

Mr. John Stenhouse,

c/o Messrs. Mackenzie

and Co., Limited,

Shanghai, China.

EXTRAORDINARY

FEAT OK

BALANCING.

I

ANOTHER HOME-MADE LANDSCAPE.

THIS realistic scene was made up on a board

about four feet square, and photo-

graphed by gaslight. The hills are formed

by cushions placed underneath a rug, the

hush is composed of tiny scrub and moss,

the rocks are stones, the road is covered

with sand and clay, while the figures

are cut from pictures and kept in an

upright position with pins. â�� Miss S. E.

Watkins, 78, Dowling Street, Dunedin,

New Zealand.

CHINESE BABY-CARRIAGE.

IT is a common sight in Western

China to see babies of two or three

years old being carried by their fatheis in

a Irasket, but, so far as I know, we were

the first foreigners to adopt the plan.

The district of Chungking, W. China,

being very hilly, it is impossible to use a

AM sending you

a photograph of

what is surely one of

the most daring, reck-

less, and hazardous

acts ever attempted

by man. It shows

Professor Baldwin

crossing, on his head, a gulf at Eldorado Springs,

Colorado, by means of a wire stretched five

Co/'j/KyA/. ttW, by Ed. TanSKtL

hundred and sixty-five feet above the ground. The

wire itself is not very distinctly shown in the photo-

graph, but the long balancing-pole is clearly seen. â�� Mr.

Ed. Tangen, Boulder, Colorado.
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WHAT AN ELEPHANT DID.

THE wild elephants in Siam occasionally do a

considerable amount of damage, but rarely do

they go to the length of stopping trains. Still, this

has happened, as this photograph shows. A goods

train, heavily loaded and drawn by two engines, was

coming down to Bangkok just after dark a few

months ago when it suddenly ran into an elephant.

The first engine was knocked off into the adjacent

rice-fields, the second was thrown on its side across

the line, and some thirteen of the trucks were tele-

scoped behind it. Three Siamese members of the

train staff were killed, but both the drivers (Britishers)

escaped unhurt. The elephantâ��a small one, weighing

perhaps from four to five tonsâ��was smashed to pieces,

its bulk being driven some yards ahead of the front of

the leading engine. Owing to the temperature being

about ninety-eight degrees in the shade, it was found

necessary to bury the remains before they could be

photographed, but even had a picture been obtained it

would have been difficult to recognise the remains as

those of an elephant. The damage done to line and

rolling-stock is estimated at about sixty thousand

pounds, and traffic was seriously hindered for the

best part of a week.â��Mr. Win. Whilfeld Kegen,

Bangkok, Siam.

M

POLLY'S WARM PERCH.

Y parrot chooses its own perches, spending

most of its time out of its cage. One day,

when the kettle was on the fire, Polly climbed up

from the fender on to the projecting bar of the

kitchen grate, thence on to the spout of the kettle,

and thence on to the handle, where she sat heedless

of the fire and of the smoke. It was evident that

the warmth was quite agreeable to her. â�� Mr. R.

Brcwin, 2, Banks Terrace, Appleby.

A FREEHOLD "ORCHID."

CYCLING along a country lane near Woking, my

attention was arrested by the writing on the

board shown in the accompanying photograph.

Having a friend who is interested in orchids, I

thought it might be a good thing if I could put him

on to a " freehold " one, so I questioned a farm-hand

who was looking at some cows. He was amused at

my ignorance, and said, " Why, that doan'l mean

that there old stump what the boord is nailed toâ��it

means all they apple and pear trees what ye sees !"

Then it dawned on me it was an "orchard" for

sale.â��Mr. T. Oliver, Lauriston, York Road, Woking.

s
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A WARSHIPS TRIBUTE.

IAM sending you a photograph of a wreath made by the

armourers of H.M.S. Vernon. It was formed entirely

of sword-bayonets, cutlasses, and the ramrods of rifles. The

flowers were made from the handles of the cutlasses, and

the thistles from the tips of bayonets and pieces of ramrods.â��

Mr. II. Varley, 89, Darl-

ington Road, Station

Road, Walthamstow.

SOLUTION TO LAST

MONTHS CHESS

PKOULEM.

rT~*0 make a tour of

\_ the board by alter-

nate moves of a knight

and a rook, and to

obtain so symmetrical an

arrangement that the

numbers of the moves,

when added by columns, lines, or diagonals,

give the same sum, was the problem set

last month. In other words, a chess lour

was to be combined with a magic square.

The solution, by Mr. J. Wallis, is given

in the diagram below. The numbers

form forty magic squares, the largest

being true, the columns, lines, and

diagonals totalling the same when added.

The other thirty-nine minor squares are

less perfect, but are still " magic."

There are also thirty-two pairs of equal

totals and two other series of sixteen

pairs.

T

PHOTOGRAPHED IN A FOOT.

HIS merry little five-year-old nigger

boy is comfortably stowed inside

an elephant's foot, and,

judging from the

size of his smile, seems

delighted at being photo-

graphed in such a strange

position. The elephant

was shot by us some

months ago, and the

foot is large enough to

hide the boy completely.

The photograph was

taken by A. Lobo,

Entebbe, Uganda.â��Mr.

Francis K. Rowe, En-

tebbe, Uganda.





{See page 484.)
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HE man who was lurking in

the shadows, close to the

heavy curtains which shielded

the window, glanced impa

tiently at the clock for the

third time. It seemed im-

possible that time could move so slowly

It was barely five minutes since he had

clambered in through the window and

hidden himself in the silent room. Five

minutes ! Surely an eternity !

He had none of the coolness of the prac-

tised criminal. He was forty seven years

old, and for the first time in his life he was

prepared to lift his hand against his country's

laws. No wonder that his lips were dry and

his breath came a little short. It was no

small thing, this, which he had in his mind.

A man's life lay at the end of it.

The room was large, and handsomely

furnished. Save for the somewhat con-

spicuous absence of books, it was the typical

library of an English suburban residence.

There were handsome prints upon the wall,

little statuettesâ��not ill-chosenâ��upon the

mantelpiece, a soft, rich carpet, and several

pieces of heavy, solid furniture. In a corner

of the room stood a writing-table of dark

walnut-wood. There were papers thereâ��

laid out as though in readiness, a green-

Vot xxxvi.â��61.

shaded lamp, the photograph of a woman, a

bowl of roses.

The man who waited felt himself grow

harder and colder as the moments went by.

So this was where he sat, then, this enemy of

his! It was in this room that he laid his

plots. In this room, probably, that his own

ruin had been worked. John Wilkinson felt

in his pocket, and his fingers closed upon the

butt of his revolver. There was no pity in his

heart for the man whom he had come to kill.

There was nothing but an intense desire to

get the thing overâ��to meet him face to face,

to say those few words, and to shoot! Others

might call it murder. He knew very well that

it was but an act of common justice.

The clock ticked, and a corner of the

burning log fell on to the open fireplace.

Then at last came a sound from beyond. A

door somewhere in the house was opened

and closed. Footsteps were coming along the

passage. The man's whole frame stiffened.

He stole out from his hiding-place and stood

waiting.

It was a woman who entered, a woman tall

and fair, dressed for the evening, with jewels

upon her throat and bosom, only partially

concealed by the opera cloak of white lace

which she wore. The man would have

stolen back to his hiding-place, but it was
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too late. The woman saw him, and stopped

short. She looked at him in amazement.

"Who are you?" she asked. "What do

you want?"

" A few words with your husband," the man

answered.

" With my husband?" the woman repeated.

" But he told me that he was expecting no

one except his secretary to-night. Does he

know that you are here ? "

" No ! " the man answered.

She turned up the lamp and looked at

him more closely. He was tall and thin,

and, although his face was not the face of a

criminal, there was something in his ex-

pression and the nervous tenseness of his

answers which alarmed her. She moved

swiftly towards the bell, only to find her arm

grasped by his fingers.

" Madam," he said, " you must not ring

that bell. I have a few words to say to your

husband. If he knew that I were here he

would not see me. I cannot allow you to

interfere."

The woman stood for a moment looking

at him, and the fear in her heart grew.

" How did you get in ? " she asked.

"Through the window," he answered,

grimly.

She opened her lips, but his hand swiftly

closed them.

" Madam," he said, " I am not going to

allow you to ring the bell. If you call out,

you know very well what will happen. Your

husband is in the adjoining room, and he will

be the first to rush in. The moment he

crosses the threshold I shall shoot him

through the heart. Understand that. If

you call out, you bring him to his death."

He released her. She stood looking at

him with white, scared face, but his words

had had their effect. She made no further

attempt to raise an alarm.

" Sit down in that chair," he said, " and

be quiet. I am sorry you came, but since

you are here I cannot afford to let you

go."

She recovered a little of her courage.

After all, the man's face was not an evil

one.

" What do you want with my husband ? "

she asked. " What are you going to do ? "

The man laughedâ��a little nervous, dry

laugh.

" An act of justice," he answered. " It's

rough luck on you that you should be here,

especially as he is your husband. You'd

better go over to the window when you hear

him coming."

Once more the horror seized her. She

read the purpose in his face.

" You have come here to commit murder ? "

she cried.

The man smiled bitterly.

" I have come to kill your husband,

madam," he said, " if that can be counted

murder."

She shrank away from him.

" You are mad," she faltered. "You know

what happens to murderers. You will be

hung ! "

" I think not," he answered, indifferently.

" I have friends below waiting to help me,

and I shall try to escape. If I fail, I shall

shoot myself. As well that as a beggar!

Listen !"

He leaned forward towards the door. The

woman, too, strained her ears. At that

moment she would have screamed, but her

voice seemed paralyzed. The man's eyes

were upon her. She opened her lips, but no

sound came.

" A false alarm !" he remarked, coolly.

" Never mind. He cannot be much longer."

"Tell me why you want to kill him?" she

faltered.

" Because he is Philip Angus, millionaire,

and I am John Wilkinson, beggar," the man

answered, bitterly.

The woman's courage seemed to be return-

ing. Her eyes flashed; she drew herself a

little more erect.

" You coward !" she exclaimed. " Because

my husband has been fortunate, where you

have been unfortunate, you would steal in

here like a thief, and kill him without a

moment's warning ! You shall not do it. I

will throw myself in the way. You shall kill

me, if you want a victim."

The man listened as one might listen to a

child.

" If you have a life to throw away, madam,"

he said, " pray risk it if you will, but you will

not save your husband. My revolver has

six chambers, and it is very carefully loaded."

Once more the courage left her. She

listened frantically for the footfall outside

that she knew so well. He could not be

more than a few minutes now! There

seemed to be no sound whatever in the

house, no sound to break the stillness but

the ticking of the little clock which stood

upon the table. A wild thought came to her.

"You want money!" she exclaimed. "Of

course it is money that you want! You

shall have it. Take my jewels. They are

very valuableâ��very valuable indeed. They

will make you rich."
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"'I HAVE COME TO KILL VOUK HUSBAND, MADAM,' HE SAID."

Her hands were at her throat, but he

stopped her with a gesture of contempt.

"You do me an injustice," he declared,

coldly. " It is not money that I want, or

your jewels. I want your husband's life.

Let me tell you thisâ��it is a terrible thing to

say, it is a shameful thing for you to hear,

but it is the truth. There are hundreds of

men and women who, when they read to-

morrow morning that Philip Angus is dead,

will breathe the more freely."

" It is not true ! " she muttered.

His face darkened.

" Madam, it is God's truth ! " he said, with

a sudden note of fierceness in his tone.

"Your husband is one of those who have

made the name of a millionaire infamous.

He has made a great fortune. Do you know

how ? I will tell you. He has built it up by

lies, by deceit, by treachery. He hasn't even

been faithful to his friends. He has filled

his pockets with the savings of the working

people whom he has ruined."

A shadow of indignation passed across the

white, terrified face of the woman to whom

he spoke.

" It is not true ! " she declared. " It is

not true!"

The long, lean figure of the man seemed

suddenly to expand. His eyes blazed. He

reminded her for the moment of some

Biblical character â�� some prophet, whose

words were charged with woe.

"Madam," he cried, softly, "it is God's

truth ! Do you need to be told what your

husband's reputation is ? Are there no news-

papers ? Isn't it in the air wherever you go ?

Can you look me in the eyes and pretend to

be ignorant of it ? There isn't a jewel on

your body that's honestly earned. Oh, I

daren't think of it, or I know that I should

kill you, too, where you stand, for the things

you represent!"

Once more the woman looked towards the

door. His coming was long delayed. Was

it a good or evil omen, this ?
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" Shoot me, then ! " she muttered. " I am

not afraid ! "

The man shook his head.

" No ! " he said. " I have no quarrel with

you. It is your husband whom I am going

to save from one last sin. I am going to kill

him before he can sign those papers."

" What papers ? " she demanded, eagerly.

" Nothing that you would understand," he

answered. "They simply represent just one

more of those wonderful deals which go to

the loading of your body with jewels, and

bring honest men to this."

He dropped his hands for a moment. Her

eyes were fixed upon his face almost hungrily.

All the time she sought for some sign of

weakness.

" You mean the Bridgport Mills amalga-

mation ? " she asked.

" Yes ! " he answered. " You know some-

thing of his affairs, after all, then ? "

" Yesâ��yes, I know something !" she

admitted. " What have you to do with

the Bridgport Mills ?''

The man's whole frame stiffened. His

eyes flashed. He- spoke rapidlyâ��almost

fiercely.

" What have I to do with them ? God in

heaven ! Why, they're my mills. I am John

Wilkinson, who went to Bridgport with two

hundred pounds, saved from my wages, and

started business twenty-five years ago in a

shed. I made money honestly. I found

employment for hundreds of poor people,

who earned wages which they had never

dreamed of earning before. Bridgport was a

poor place when I went to it. I have made

it a prosperous city. My works are the finest

in the country. My workpeople are the best

paid. I was prosperous, honest, and respected.

Then your husband comes upon the scene !

He knows nothing of manufacturing, nothing

of those honest and legitimate means by

which a man can earn wealth for himself, and

at the same time add to his country's pros-

perity. Your husband came like a great

spider, hungry for blood, for money with him

is the blood of all things. One by one he

bought up my competitors. Before I had

time to realize what was happening, there was

a great trust formed against me. I had

money and I had credit, the money and

credit of an honest man. But what are these

against the weapons with which your husband

fights ? They are gone, both of them. My

mills will close down this week until he

chooses to open them. Even my name will

be his, to wheedle money out of poor

investors, to make a great gambling scheme

of an honest business. You were right,

madam. It is your husband who has been

fortunate, and I unfortunate. But there is a

price that he must pay."

The man paused, breathless. She leaned

towards him.

"Supposing he doesn't sign those papers?"

she asked, eagerly.

" He never will," the man answered.

She listened once more, and wrung her

hands.

" Oh, you can't mean this !" she exclaimed.

" It is too horrible! Besides, what do you

gain ? If you kill him, this deal will go

through all the same. It will make no

difference to you ; someone else will take

his place. The papers will surely be signedâ��

if not by him, by another. Give me a few

minutes. Let me talk to him. I have

influence. Often he does as I wish. I will

plead with him."

The man shook his head.

" Many have tried to plead with Philip

Angus," he said. " What have they gained

by it ? "

" But I am his wife ! " she cried. " I can

do more than anyone else in the world

with him. Give me ten, five, even three

minutes !"

The man laughedâ��a hoarse, unpleasant

sound.

"Three minutes," he exclaimed, "to melt

Philip Angus!"

The woman clutched at his arm.

" Remember that I am his wife," she

cried. " Let me try. Oh, let me try! A

few minutes can make no difference to you.

If you stand over there by the curtains, he

will never see you. He is almost blind."

She stopped suddenly and turned her head

towards the door. A little moan broke from

her lips.

" He is coming," she whispered, hoarsely.

" You will give me those five minutes ! You

mustâ��you must! "

The man hesitatedâ��hesitated gravely and

deliberately. One gathered from his appear-

ance that it was not a matter of weaknessâ��

only of calculation. In the end he pointed

towards the clock.

"You see the time? When the clock

strikes, your husband dies. Until then, I

will hear what you and he have to say

together. Hush !"

He stole softly away towards the curtains.

The advancing footsteps were now clearly

audible. The woman turned towards the

door with a little sob.

" So few minutes," she said to herself,
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"and Philip sometimes is so difficult. God

help me! God give me wordsâ��show me

how to move him. Ah, Philip ! "

The door was opened at last. A tall, thin

man, in dinner-clothes and smoking-jacket,

entered and paused for a moment on the

threshold. He wore heavy spectacles and

carried a stick, with which he seemed to feel

his way.

" Margaret ! " he exclaimed. " Where on

earth are you ? They told me that you were

here."

She moved towards him impulsively.

" I have been waiting for you, Philip," she

said. " I came in to say good-bye. How

long you have been ! Let me take you to

your chair."

He suffered her arm to rest upon his

shoulder, but he frowned a little at the

inference of her speech.

" Thank you," he said. " But I am not

quite blind yet. You are alone, then ? I

thought I heard voices."

He seated himself before the table and

took up the topmost of the papers that lay

there in readiness. She lingered by his

side.

" Quite alone, dear," she said. " I was read-

ing. I have been reading those documents."

" Dry work for you, my dear," he answered,

calmly.

" I have been reading," she continued, a

little tremulously, " of the Bridgport Mills

amalgamation. You are not angry, are

you ? "

He shrugged his shoulders.

" Angry ? Of course not ! But why do

you bother your pretty head about business ?

Where are you going tonight?"

" I was going," she began, " to Lady

Purcell's box at the Opera, butâ��but "

" Ah, to the Opera ! " he interrupted. " I

see you have your jewels on. Good girl!

They look well on you, Margaret."

" Do they, Philip ? " she murmured.

" No one in the world, mind," he con-

tinued, impressively, "can have finer stones

than you have in that necklace. In a few

days' time, perhaps," he added, glancing

fixedly at the paper upon which his hand

was still resting, " I may be able to make

you a little Christmas present which you

will find worth accepting."

She shuddered a little.

" Philip," she said, " I want no more pre-

sents. I told you that I was going to the

Opera. I have changed my mind. I have

a headache. I don't want to go. I want to

talk to you instead."

He accepted her decision with the

equanimity of a man of placid tempera-

ment married to a woman of many caprices.

" Capital ! " he said. " Well, I'll just sign

these things, and then we'll have a cosy chat."

He took up his pen, but her hand suddenly

covered the place where he would have set

his signature.

" Philip," she said, " it's about those papers

I want to talk to you. Don't sign them."

He turned round in his chair, looking at

her in amazement.

" Don't sign them ! " he exclaimed. " Why,

my dear girl, what do you mean ? "

She kept her hand firmly pressed upon

that blank space.

" Philip," she said, " you know that I read

these over to you when they came up from

the office. I have been thinking it all over.

You are to buy the mills and machinery and

everything, aren't you, for a trifleâ��seven-

thousand pounds, or something like thatâ��

just as much as the people owe?"

He nodded.

"Well?"

" And they are worth ? " she asked.

"To us," he answered, "to the corporation,

that is, anything up to a hundred and fifty

thousand pounds."

She drew a little breath, and glanced

behind her uneasily. That sombre-looking

figure had drawn a little closer, or was it

only her fancy ?

"I suppose, then, Philip," she went on,

feverishly, "that you have these peopleâ��these

Bridgport Mills people, I meanâ��cornered ?

They can't keep on in business against you ?

They must either sell or fail?"

Her husband nodded.

" Precisely ! " he remarked. " The thing

has been engineered in a thoroughly satis-

factory manner. They never really had the

ghost of a chance."

She drew a little closer to him. Her right

arm had stolen around his neck.

" But, Philip," she protested, " I do not

understand. These are honest men, are they

not, who built up this concern ? They had a

right to refuse to join you if your terms did

not suit them."

The man shrugged his shoulders.

"A right? They had a right, of course.

The only trouble was that they ran up

against a stronger corporation."

She looked earnestly into his face.

"Tell me, Philip, is this quite honest?"

she asked, fearfully.

The slight frown upon his forehead

deepened. His voice became almost harsh.
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HE TOOK UH HIS t*EN, BUT HEK HAND SUDDENLY COVERED THE PLACE WHERE HE WOULD HAVE SET HIS SIGNATURE.

" Honest ? What on earth do you mean,

Margaret ? Honest ? I don't recognise your

use of the word."

She took up the papers for a moment and

replaced them.

" I am thinking of the man whose name

appears hereâ��John Wilkinson," she said.

"You are ruining him to make another for-

tune for yourself. I am thinking of his wife

and family, Philip. Is it worth while? We

don't need the money."

He looked at her as one might look at a

child.

"My dear Margaret," he said, "everyone

needs money. Very often the more you

have the more you need. We'll talk about

this presently. Harrison wants these papers

down to-night."

He turned a little round in his chair, took

up his pen, and dipped it in the ink. Her

hand closed upon his feverishly. She glanced

around into the shadows of the room. Slowly

creeping nearer, she saw the figure she

dreaded.

" Philip, you shall notâ��you shall not ! "

she exclaimed. " I don't want you to sign

those papers."

For the first time he showed signs of

distinct annoyance.

" You are hysterical ! " he exclaimed,

shortly. " The papers must be signedâ��

and in a very few minutes,"
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" Philip, don't do it," she begged. " Call

it a whim of mine. We have enough money.

Send for this man Wilkinson, and let him run

his mills for himself; or give him a fair price

for them."

A fair price ! He stroked his wife's hair

indulgently. How could one reason with a

person so ignorant of every law of finance ?

" My dear heart," he said, soothingly, "this

comes of a woman trying to understand busi-

ness. You don't even understand the first

axioms of barter. A fair price is the very

least you can get the other man to take. It

has no relation whatever to value. That is

another matter."

She glanced at the clock, and back into

the room. The ineffectiveness of her words

made her almost hysterical.

" Philip, you are wrong, dear ! " she ex-

claimed. " I do not often ask you for any-

thing," she continued, a little wildly. " I beg

you to listen to me now. See, I am on my

knees. I have been thinking of the wives

and children of these men. The jewels you

gave me would seem always like their tears.

I could not wear them. I should hate them.

Think, Philip, if you were this man John

Wilkinson, and I your wife. Think what it

would mean if we had to go out into the

world again, penniless."

He laughed dryly.

" My dear girl," he said, " you do not flatter

me. I can assure you that I should never

have placed myself in such a position."

" Dear, you cannot tell !" she exclaimed.

" Don't you think that sometimes weâ��you

and Iâ��take life a little too easily ? It is all

so engrossing. It runs away with us. If we

were to die to night," she continued, ner-

vously, and with a quick glance behind ; " if

we were to die to-night, Philip, you or I,

would you feel that your hands were quite

clean if you had signed those papers?"

" Why not ? " he answered, sharply. " We

are all here to do the best we can for our-

selves."

" And for others, Philip ! " she cried.

He drew a little sigh, as of one anxious to

be tolerant, and yet tried beyond his powers

of endurance.

" The man who was in business with those

Utopian ideas, my dear Margaret," he said,

" would very soon go under. You are talking

about matters which you do not understand.

Business is a great duel, in which the

weapons are brains and opportunity. The

man who fails to make use of both goes

down. The rules of the game are thoroughly

understood. Both sides go in with their

Vol. xxxvj.â��62.

eyes open. There is no quarter to be given

or expected. The man who allowed senti-

ment to even creep into his calculations, to

weaken for one moment his arm when the

time came to strike, would be crushed to

death on the spot. The fittest survive, the

weakest go under. I didn't make the rules,

but there they are. If you play the game

you must abide by them."

Once more he took up the pen. Despair

held her nerveless for a moment. The clock

had begun to strike ! She dared not look

round. Already she fancied she could hear

stealthy footsteps.

She waved her hand frantically towards

the unseen intruder. Then she wound her

arms around her husband's neck and breathed

for a moment more freely.

" Philip," she cried, " listen to me. I

have been a good wife to you. I have

begged for nothing as I am begging now.

I may know nothing about business, but

sometimes we women see the truth, even

when it is hidden away in the darkest corner.

I see the truth now, Philip," she continued,

straining his face towards her. " I see it as

though heaven itself were open. What are

all these things worthâ��gold and jewels, the

pride of great possessions, the power of

wealth ? Even if you stand to day with your

hand upon the levers that guide the world,

death may come to morrow; death may

come at this moment to you, to me, to either

of us. What about your rules then ? What

advantage has the strong man over the weak ?

Whose tale will reach God's ears the sooner

â��the cry of the beggared victim or the

triumph of the conqueror? Philip, my

husband, my love ! You are so wonderful,

so clever. I am very ignorant, but I have

seen the truth. Tear up those papers, dear.

For God's sake, tear them up ! Let us have

done for ever with this accursed money-

making, with these bargains which leave

behind the trail of misery and broken hearts.

Give them to me, Philip. Only an hour ago

you asked me what I would have for my

Christmas present. I will have those papers.

I will have you promise me that this man

John Wilkinson shall come into your trust

on fair terms, or that he shall be allowed to

run his mills in his own way and for his own

good."

Angus hesitated. For her it was a moment

of agony. Already, in imagination, she could

see close behind her the shining muzzle of

that levelled revolver. He was signing his

own death-warrant! If only she could make

him understand !
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"he stooped down and kissed her lips."

The seconds ticked on. With a little

shrug of the shoulders he handed over the

papers.

"You are trying me pretty high, my dear

Margaret," he said.

" You consent ? " she cried. " You must

consent!"

He smiled.

" You have always chosen your Christmas

gift," he said. "We cannot break precedent."

The pieces of torn paper fluttered down on

to the carpet. She fell on her knees with a

little sob of relief. He stooped down and

kissed her lips.

" I wonder if you have any idea," he said,

"how much that little Christmas present of

yours has cost me? '

She shook her head. Already her ner-

vously-strained ears had detected the closing

of the window.

" There is another price," she murmured.

" Thank God !"
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IX.-HIPPO CAMP.

I' took no little time to stow all

our baggage, food, and tents

upon the launch and its steel

boats, and though our camp

was astir at half-past three, the

dawn was just breaking when

we were able to embark. And then the

James Martin wedged herself upon a rock a

few yards from the shore of the sheltering

inlet, and seemed to have got herself hard

and fast; for pull as we might with all the

force of the launch at full steam, and the

added weight of the current to help us, not

an inch would she budge. Everything had,

therefore, to be unloaded again from the

straggler, and when she had thus been

lightened and her freight transferred

to the attendant canoes, James Kago

ordered his tribesmen to leap into

the water, which was not more than five

feet deep, and push and lift the little vessel

whilst the steamer tugged. But this task the

natives were most reluctant to perform out of

fear of the crocodiles, who might at any

moment make a pounce, notwithstanding all

the noise and clatter. Thereupon the ener-

getic chief seized hold of them one after

another round the waist, and threw them full-

splash into the stream, till at least twenty

were accumulated round the boat, and then,

what with their impatience to finish their

uncomfortable job and our straining tow-

rope, the James Martin floated free, was

reloaded, and we were off.

As we drifted out into mid-stream the

most beautiful view of the falls broke upon

us. It was already almost daylight, but the

sun had not yet actually topped the great

escarpment over which the Nile descends.

The banks on both sides of the river, clad

with dense and lofty forest and rising about

twice as high as Cliveden Woods from the

water's edge, were dark in shadow. The

river was a broad sheet of steel grey veined

with paler streaks of foam. The rock portals

of the falls were jetty black, and between

them, illumined by a single shaft of sunlight,

gleamed the tremendous cataractâ��a thing of

wonder and glory, well worth travelling all

the way to see.

We were soon among the hippopotami.

Every two or three hundred yards, and at

Copyright, 1908, by Winston Spencer Churchill.
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every bend of the river, we came upon a herd

of from five to twenty. To us in a steam

launch they threatened no resistance or

danger. But their inveterate hostility to

canoes leads to repeated loss of life among

the native fishermen, whose frail craft are

crumpled like eggshells in the snap of

enormous jaws. Indeed, all the way from

here to Nimule they are declared to be the

scourge and terror of the Nile. Fancy mis-

taking a hippopotamusâ��almost the largest

surviving mammal in the worldâ��for a water-

lily ! Yet nothing is more easy. The whole

river is dotted with floating lilies detached

from any root and drifting along contentedly

with the current. It is the habit of the hippo

to loll in the water showing only his eyes

and the tips of his ears, and perhaps now and

again a glimpse of his nose, and thus concealed

his silhouette is, at three hundred yards, almost

indistinguishable from the floating vegetation.

I thought they also looked like giant cats

peeping. So soon, however, as they saw us

coming round a corner and heard the

throbbing of the propeller, they would raise

their whole heads out of the water to have a

look, and then immediately dive to the

bottom in disgust. Our practice was then to

shut off steam and drift silently down upon

them. In this way one arrives in the middle

of the herd, and when curiosity or want of

air compels them to come up again there is a

chance of a shot. One great fellow came up

to breathe within five yards of the boat, and

From a]

APPROACH TO LAKE ALBERT, WITH THE CONGO HILLS IN THE DISTANCE, [Photoffraph,
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the look of astonishment, of alarm, of

indignation, in his large, expressive eyesâ��as

with one vast snort he plunged belowâ��was

comical to see. These creatures are not easy

to kill. They bob up in the most unexpected

quarters, and are down again in a second.

One does not like to run the risk of merely

wounding them, and the target presented is

small and vanishing. I shot one who sunk

with a harsh sort of scream and thud of

striking bullet. We waited about a long

time for him to float up to the surface, but

in vain, for he must have been carried into

or under a bed of reeds and could not be

retrieved.

The Murchison, or Karuma, Falls, as the

natives call them, are about thirty miles dis-

tance from the Albert Lake, and as with the

current we made six or seven miles an hour,

this part of our journey was short. Here

the Nile offers a splendid waterway. The

main channel is at least ten feet deep, and

navigation, in spite of shifting sandbanks,

islands, and entanglements of reeds and other

vegetation, is not difficult. The river itself is

of delicious, sweet water, and flows along in

many places half a mile broad. Its banks

for the first twenty miles were shaded by

beautiful trees, and here and there dominated

by bold headlands deeply scarped by the

current. The serrated outline of the high

mountains on the far side of the Albert

Nyanza could soon be seen painted in

shadow on the western sky. As the lake is

approached the riparian scenery degenerates;

the sandbanks become more intricate; the

banks are low and flat, and huge marshes

encroach upon the river on either hand.

Yet even here the traveller moves through

an entrancing world.

At length, after five or six hours' steaming,

we cleared the mouth of the Victoria Nile

and swam out on to the broad expanse of

the lake. Happily, on this occasion it was

quite calm. How I wished then that I had

not allowed myself to be deterred by time

and croakers from a longer voyage, and that

we could have turned to the south and, cir-

cumnavigating the Albert, ascended the

Semliki river with all its mysterious attrac-

tions, have visited the forests on the south-

western shores, and caught, perhaps, a gleam

of the snows of Ruenzori ! But we were in

the fell grip of carefully-considered arrange-

ments, and, like children in a Christmas toy-

shop always looking back, were always

hurried on.

Yet progress offered its prizes as well as

delay. Some of my party had won the con-

fidence of the engineer of the launch, who

had revealed to them a valuable secret.

It appeared that " somewhere between Lake

Albert and Nimule"â��not to be too preciseâ��

there was a place known only to the elect,

and not to more than one or two of them,

where elephants abounded and rhinoceros

swarmed. And these rhinoceros, be it

observed, were none of your common black

variety with two stumpy horns almost equal

in size, and a prehensile tip to their noses.
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Not at all ; they were what are called " white "

rhino â�� Burchell's white rhinoceros, that

is their full styleâ��with one long, thin, enor-

mous horn, perhaps a yard longâ��on their

noses, and with broad, square upper lips.

Naturally we were all very much excited, and

in order to gain a day on our itinerary to

study these very rare and remarkable animals

more closely, we decided not to land and

pitch a camp, but to steam on all through

the night. Meanwhile our friend the engineer

undertook to accomplish the difficult feat of

finding the channel, with all its windings, in

the dark.

The scene as we left the Albert Lake and

entered the White Nile was of surpassing

first twenty miles of its course it seemed to

me to be at least two miles across. The

current is gentle, and sometimes in the broad

lagoons and bays into which the placid

waters spread themselves it is scarcely per-

ceptible. I slept under an awning in the

Kisingiri, the last and smallest boat of the

string, and, except for the native steersman

and piles of baggage, had it all to myself.

It was, indeed, delightful to lie fanned by

cool breezes and lulled by the soothing

lappings of the ripples, and to watch, as it

were, from dreamland the dark outlines of

the banks gliding swiftly past and the long

moonlit levels of the water.

At daybreak we were at Wadelai. In

MK. CHURCHILL ON BOARD THE "KISINUIRL'

I Photograph.

beauty. The sun was just setting behind

the high, jagged peaks of the Congo

Mountains to the westward. One after

another, and range behind range, these

magnificent heightsâ��rising perhaps to eight

or nine thousand feetâ��unfolded themselves

in waves of dark plum-coloured rock, crested

with golden fire. The lake stretched away

apparently without limit like the sea, towards

the southward in an ever-broadening swell of

watersâ��flushed outside the shadow of the

mountains into a delicious pink. Across its

surface our tiny flotillaâ��four on a stringâ��

paddled its way towards the narrowing

northern shores and the channel of the Nile.

The White Nile leaves the Albert Lake

in majesty. All the way to Nimule it is

often more like a lake than a river. For the

twenty-four hours from leaving Fajao we had

made nearly a hundred miles of our voyage.

Without the sigh of a single porter, these

small boats and launch had transported the

whole of our " safari " over a distance which

would on land have required the labours and

sufferings of three hundred men during at

least a week of unbroken effort. Such are

the contrasts which impress upon one the

importance of utilizing the waterways of

Central Africa, of establishing a complete

circulation along them, and of using railways

in the first instance merely to link them

together.

Wadelai was deserted. Upon a high bank

of the river stood a long row of tall, peaked,

thatched houses, the walls of a fort, and

buildings of European construction. All was
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newly abandoned to ruin. The Belgians are

evacuating all their posts in the Lado enclave

except Lado itself, and these stations, so

laboriously constructed, so long maintained,

will soon be swallowed by the jungle. The

Uganda Government also is reducing its

garrisons and administration in the Nile

province, and the traveller sees, not without

water, and rising abruptly from its brim,

crowned with luxuriant foliage. In places

these cliffs were pierced by narrow roadways,

almost tunnels, winding up to the high ground,

and perfectly smooth and regular in their

construction. They looked as if they were

made on purpose to give access to and from

the river ; and so they had beenâ��by the

From aj
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melancholy, the spectacle of civilization

definitely in retreat after more than half a

century of effort and experiment.

We disembarked and climbed the slopes

through high rank grass and scattered

boulders till we stood amidst the rotting

bungalows and shanties of what had been

a bold bid for the existence of a town.

Wadelai has been occupied by white men

perhaps for fifty years. For half a century

that dim light of modernity, of cigarettes, of

newspapers, of whisky and pickles, had

burned on the lonely banks of the White

Nile to encourage and beckon the pioneer

and settler. None had followed. Now it

was extinguished ; and yet when I surveyed

the spacious landscape with its green expanses,

its lofty peaks, its trees, its verdure, rising

from the brink of the mighty and majestic

river, I could not bring myself for a moment

to believe that civilization has done with the

Nile Province or the Lado enclave, or that

there is no future for regions which promise

so much.

All through the day we paddled pros-

perously with the stream. At times the Nile

lost itself in labyrinths of papyrus, which

reproduced the approaches to Lake Chioga,

and through which we threaded a tortuous

course, with many bumps and brushings at

the bends. But more often the banks were

good, firm earth, with here and there beauti-

ful cliffs of red sandstone, hollowed by the

elephants. Legions of water fowl inhabited

the reeds, and troops of cranes rose at the

approach of the flotilla. Sometimes we saw

great, big pelican kind of birds, almost as big

as a man, standing contemplative on a single

leg, and often on the tree-tops a fish-eagle,

glorious in bronze and cream, sat sunning

himself and watching for a prey.

I stopped once in the hope of catching

butterflies, but found none of distinctionâ��

only a profuse variety of common types, a

high level of mediocrity without beauties or

commanders, and swarms of ferocious mos-

quitoes prepared to dispute the ground

against all comers ; and it was nearly four in

the afternoon when the launch suddenly

jinked to the left out of the main stream into

a small semicircular bay, five hundred yards

across, and we came to land at " Hippo

Camp."

We thought it was much too late to attempt

any serious shooting that day. There were

scarcely three and a half hours of daylight.

But after thirty-six hours cramped on these

little boats a walk through jungle was very

attractive; and, accordingly, dividing our-

selves into three parties, we started in three

different directionsâ��like the spokes of a

wheel. Captain Dickinson, who commanded

the escort, went to the right with the doctor;

Colonel Wilson and another officer set out at

right angles to the river bank ; and I went to

the left under the guidance of our friend the
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engineer. I shall relate very briefly what

happened to each of us. The right-hand

party got, after an hour's walking, into a

great herd of elephants, which they numbered

at over sixty. They saw no very fine bulls ;

they found themselves surrounded on every

side by these formidable animals : and,

the wind being shifty, the hour late, and

the morrow free,

they judged it

wise to return to

camp without

shooting. The

centre party, con-

sisting of Colonel

Wilson and his

companion, came

suddenly, after

about a mile and

a half's walk,

upon a fine soli-

tary bull ele-

phant. They

stalked him for

some time, but he

moved off, and,

on perceiving

himself followed,

suddenly, with-

out the slightest

warning on his

part and no great

provocation on

theirs, he threw

up his trunk,

trumpeted, and

charged furiously

down upon them;

whereupon they

just had time to

fire their rifles in

his face and spring out of his path

MR. CHUKCHII.L AND MK. HARSH AT lili'i'O CAMP.
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elephant was followed for some miles, but it

was not for three months afterwards that we

learned that he had died of his wounds and

that the natives had recovered his tusks.

So much for my friends. Our third left

party prowled off, slanting gradually away

inland from the river's bank. It was a

regular wild scrub country, with high grass

and boulders and many moderate-sized trees

and bushes, interspersed every hundred

yards or so by much bigger ones. Near

the Nile extensive swamps, with reeds fifteen

feet high, ran inland in long bays and fingers,

and these, we were told, were the haunts of

the white rhino. We must have walked

along warily and laboriously for nearly three-

quarters of an hour, when I saw through a

glade at about two hundred yards' distance a

great dark animal. Judging from what I

had seen in East Africa, I was quite sure it

was a rhinoceros. We paused, and were

examining it carefully with our glasses, when

all of a sudden it seemed to treble in size,

and the spreading of two gigantic earsâ��as

big, they seemed, as the flaps of French

windows â�� pro-

claimed the pre-

sence of the

African elephant.

Thenext moment

another and

another and an-

other came into

view, swinging

leisurely along

straight towards

usâ��and the wind

was almost dead

wrong.

We changed

our position by a

flank march of

admirable cele-

rity, and from the

top of a neigh-

bouring ant-bear

hill watched, at

the distance of

about one hun-

dred and fifty

yards, the stately

and awe-inspiring

procession of

eleven elephants.

On they came,

loafing along

from foot to foot

â��two or three

tuskers of no great merit, several large

tuskless females, and two or three calves.

On the back of every elephant sat at least

one beautiful white egret, and sometimes

three or four, about two feet high, who

pecked at the tough hideâ��I presume for

very small gameâ��or surveyed the scene with

the consciousness of pomp. These sights

are not unusual to the African hunter.

Those who dwell in the wilderness are the

heirs of its wonders. But to me I confess it

seemed a truly marvellous and thrilling

experience to wander through a forest

peopled by these noble Titans, to watch

their mysterious, almost ghostly, march, to

see around on every side, in large trees

snapped off a few feet from the ground,

in enormous branches torn down for sport,
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the evidences of their giant strength. And

then, while we watched them roam down

towards the water, I heard a soft swishing

sound immediately behind us, and turning

saw, not forty yards away, a splendid full-

grown rhinoceros, with the long, thin horn

of his rare tribe upon himâ��the famous white

rhinocerosâ��Burchell himself strolling placidly

after his evening drink and utterly uncon-

scious of the presence of stranger or foe !

We"had very carefully judged our wind in

relation to the elephants. It was in consequence

absolutely wrong in relation to the rhinoceros.

I saw that in another fifty yards he would

walk right across it. For my own part,

perched upon the apex of a ten foot ant-bear

cone, I need have no misgivings. I was

perfectly safe. But my companions, and the

native orderlies and sailors who were with' us,

enjoyed no such security. The consequences

of not killing the brute at that range and

with that wind would have been a mad charge

directly through our party. A sense of

responsibility no doubt restrained me ; but I

must also confess to the most complete aston-

ishment at the unexpected apparition. While

I was trying to hustle the others by signals

and whispers into safer places the rhino

moved steadily, crossed the line of wind,

stopped behind a little bush for a moment,

and then, warned of his danger, rushed off

into the deepest recesses of the jungle. I

had thrown away the easiest shot I ever

had in Africa. Meanwhile the elephants had

disappeared.

We returned with empty hands and beating

hearts to camp, not without chagrin at the

opportunity which had vanished, but with

the keenest appetite and the highest hopes

for the morrow. Thus in three hours and

within four miles of our landing-place our

three separate parties had seen as many of

the greatest wild animals as would reward the

whole exertion of an ordinary big-game hunt.

As I dropped off to sleep that night in the

little Ktsingiri, moored in the bay, and heard

the grunting barks of the hippo floating and

playing all around, mingling with the cries of

the birds and the soft sounds of wind and

water, the African forest for the first time

made an appeal to my heart, enthralling,

irresistible, never to be forgotten.

At the earliest break of day we all started

in the same order, and with the sternest

resolves. During the night the sailors had

constructed out of long bamboo poles a sort

of light tripod, which, serving as a tower of

observation, enabled us to see over the top

of the high grass and reeds, and this proved

Vol. xxxvi.â��63-

of the greatest convenience and advantage,

troublesome though it was to drag along.

We spent the whole morning prowling about,

but the jungle which twelve hours before had

seemed so crowded with game of all kinds

seemed now utterly denuded. At last,

through a telescope from a tree-top, we saw,

or thought we saw, four or five elephants, or

big animals of some kind, grazing about two

miles away. They were the other side of an

enormous swamp, and to approach them

required not only traversing this, but circling

through it for the sake of the wind.

We plunged accordingly into this vast

maze of reeds, following the twisting paths

made through them by the game, and not

knowing what we might come upon at every

step. The ground under foot was quite firm

between the channels and pools of mud and

water. The air was stifling. The tall reeds

and grasses seemed to smother one; and

above, through their interlacement, shone

the full blaze of the noonday sun. To wade

and waddle through such country carrying a

double-barrelled "577 rifle, not on your shoul-

der, but in your hands for instant service,

peering round every corner, suspecting every

thorn-bush, for at least two hours, is not so

pleasant as it sounds. We emerged at last

on the farther side under a glorious tree,

whose height had made it our beacon in the

depths of the swamp, and whose far-spread-

ing branches offered a delicious repose.

It was three o'clock. We had been toiling

for nine hours and had seen nothingâ��literally

nothing. But from this moment our luck

was brilliant. First we watched two wild

boars playing at fighting in a little glade, a

most delightful spectacle, which I enjoyed

for two or three minutes before they dis-

covered us and fled.

Next a dozen splendid water-buck were

seen browsing on the crest of a little ridge

within easy shot, and would have formed the

quarry of any day but this ; but our ambition

soared above them, and we would not risk

disturbing the jungle for all their beautiful

horns. Then, thirdly, we came slap up against

the rhinoceros. How many I am not certain

â��four, at least. We had actually walked

past them as they stood sheltering under

the trees. Now, here they were, sixty yards

away to the left rearâ��dark, dim., sinister

bodies, just visible through the waving grass.

When you fire a heavy rifle in cold blood

it makes your teeth clatter and your head

ache. At such a moment as this one is

almost unconscious alike of report and recoil.

It might be a shot-gun. The nearest rhino
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was broadside on. I hit him hard with both

barrels, and down he went, to rise again

in hideous struggles â��- head, ears, horn

flourished agonizingly above the grass, as

if he strove to advance, while I loaded and

fired twice more. That was all I saw. Two

other rhinos escaped over the hill, and a

fourth, running the other way, charged the

native sailors who were carrying our observa-

tion tower, who were very glad to drop it

and scatter in all directions.

To shoot a good specimen of the white

rhinoceros is an event sufficiently important

in the life of a sportsman to make the day

on which it happens bright and memorable

in his calendar. But more excitement was

in store for us before the night. About a

mile from the spot where our victim lay we

stopped to rest and rejoice, and, not least,

refresh. The tower of observationâ��which

had been dragged so painfully along all dayâ��

was set up, and, climbing it, I saw at once

on the edge of the swamp no fewer than four

more full-grown rhinoceros, scarcely four

hundred yards away. A tall ant-hill, three

hundred yards, gave us cover to stalk them,

and the wind was exactly right. But the

reader has dallied long enough in this

hunter's paradise. It is enough to say that

we killed two more of these monsters, while

one escaped into the swamp, and the fourth

charged wildly down upon us and galloped

through our party without apparently being

touched himself or injuring us. Then,

marking the places where the carcasses lay,

we returned homeward through the swamp,

too triumphant and too tired to worry about

the couple of enraged fugitives who lurked

in its recesses. It was very late when we

reached home, and our friends had already

hewn the tusks out of a good elephant

which Colonel Wilson had shot, and were

roasting a buck which had conveniently

replenished our larder. Such was our day

at Hippo Camp, to which the ardent sports-

man is recommended to repair when he can

get someone to show him the way.

The rest of our journey was prosperous,

interesting, but uneventful. In two days we

were at Nimule, and left with many regrets

our flotilla for good and all. In seven

marches we reached Gondokoro, and eight

days' steaming from there in a Soudan

Government steamer brought us to Khar-

toum, the railway, Cairo, and the rest.



By F. FRANKFORT MOORE.

HEN Letty Lawson received

by the early post a mysterious

scrawl, the calligraphy of

which suggested a charwoman

who had had few opportunities

of education and who had

neglected such as came in her way, she did a

very wise thing : she took it to her aunt, Mrs.

Appleby, with whom she was living. The

wisest thing to do when one gets an anony-

mous letter is to fling it into a seven times

heated furnace; or, in case a furnace is not

handy, to stuff it between the bars of a slow

combustion grateâ��such a grate is slow but

sure. But lacking the promptness necessary

for dealing with it in this way, the next wisest

thing one can do is to take it to one's aunt,

even though it may contain an anonymous

reference to that relation.

Mrs. Appleby read the scrawl.

" If yew cum a loan to Grayling seat at

one o'clock yew wil find sum one to chear

your loneliness. Do come, dear."

"What do you make of it?" asked Letty,

when her aunt (by marriage) had relaxed the

screwing up of her eyes, forced upon her by

reading this precious missive.

" How did it come to you ?" inquired

Mrs. Appleby, seating herself on the nearest

chair in her husband's dressing-room and

resuming her scrutiny of the scrawl.

" By postâ��Emma brought it up with my

other letters with my cup of tea," replied

Letty. " It's rather mysterious, and most

things that are mysterious are idiotic, I think.

It looks as if it had been written by a school-

boy with no dictionary handy. Can it be

one of Dr. Denham's pupils who has seen me

in church andâ��andâ��well, you've heard of

that sort of thingâ��calf-love, only it is usually

attracted by someone a good deal olderâ��like

Calverley's Tommyâ��' She was approaching

thirty-two and I was then eleven, nearly'â��

that sort of thing. What do you say ? "

Once more Mrs. Appleby was screwing up

her eyes with the writing in front of them.

She turned the paper round as one sometimes

does an Old Master, about the top and

bottom of which one is doubtful. Perhaps

they were looking at the document upside

down. No, that theory was untenable, she

saw. Then she held it up to the light as if

she were searching for a watermark in the

paper; she had read in detective stories of

great mysteries being cleared up by an

examination of the watermark in the paper

on which the forged will, or something else,

has been written.

" Can you see through it ? " inquired Letty,

smiling when the double meaning of her ques-

tion flashed upon her.

" I believe I can," said her aunt. " It is a

forgery." .

" A forgery ! How ? A hoax, do you

mean ? A thing can't be a forgery unless

there's a name on it, can it?"

" VVhy, of course it can. The name has

nothing to do with it. This illiteracy is only

put on."

Letty put out her hand for the letter as

though she thought that the illiteracy was

something palpable, but her aunt would not

relinquish it.

" The bad spelling is assumed, and so, I

believe, is the bad writing."

Letty looked puzzled. Her experience was

that bad spelling and writing came to one so

easily as to make any special painstaking in

that way superfluous.

" Why should anyone " she began, but

her aunt broke in.

" Yes; you see the first ' come' is spelt

1 c-u-m,' but the second is all right; and while

'you' is spelt 'y-e-w,' 'your' is all right, and

so is the long word ' loneliness,'" said Mrs.

Appleby, laying her finger on these curiosities

of orthography with an air of triumph.

Letty gave an exclamation, and, of course,

she made some remark About the wisdom of

Sherlock Holmes.

" But supposing it is put on, what comes

of it ? " she inquired. " Does the idiot who

wrote it fancy that I should be more likely

to accept the invitation to meet an illiterate

person than a literary or literate, or whatever

you call the others ? "

Mrs. Appleby smiled.

" I read the other day that you never know

how illiterate a man is until he tries to be

literary," she said.

" So that you think I should draw the

conclusion thatâ��that â��I don't see that all

that is very helpful to us just at this moment,"

said Eetty. " Of course, I am not likely to
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be such a fool as to go to meet himâ��who-

ever he may beâ��at Grayling Seat at one

o'clock, or any other time."

" Of course not," said Mrs. Appleby.

" The thing is a foolish hoaxâ��an attempted

practical joke, such as actors and that sort of

people used to play upon their friends all

day long. It's a wonder that any of them

ever died in their beds."

"I had no intention of going to meet him.

Why, he might be one of Dr. Newsome's

patients," said Letty. "Tear the thing up."

(Dr. Newsome was the name of a gentle-

man who lived at Oakley House, two miles

away, and took in persons afflicted with

mental disorders.)

" Nothing more likely," acquiesced Mrs.

Appleby, with

promptness.

Letty did not

care about her

readiness. It

seemed to suggest

that her aunt be-

lieved that no one

but a lunatic could

want to meet her.

But she said :â��

" Exactly. Yes

â��onlyâ��should I

talk to Uncle

Phinny about it ? "

" For goodness'

sake, don't think

of such a thing,

my dear Letty,"

cried her aunt.

" You know what

your uncle is. He

is so fussy â�� so

suspicious ! If you

told him anything

of this nonsense,

he would certainly

go post haste to

the police, and a

ridiculous fuss

would be made out

of it. It would

get into the papers

before you could

turn roun d â��

there's a dread-

fully energetic

young pressman

who comes down

here on the chance

of picking up some-

thing that people

do not want published. And he has a kodak

that he always keeps loaded, so thatâ��there's

the breakfast-bell, and I have still to get my

handkerchief. Hurry down, dear, and keep

him amused for two minutes; but, mind,

not a word ! "

She rushed into her room, and the sound

of her pulling open her handkerchief-drawer

synchronized with the sound of her husband's

voice calling up the stairs to know if anyone

was coming down to breakfast.

Letty, already on the stairs, reassured him

on this point, and before he had seated

himself at the breakfast-table his wife, shaking

her handkerchief out of its folds, appeared at

the door. " Only a minute this morning,"

she said. " I hope no remark was made,"
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" A minute is sometimes long enough to

chill the bacon," said her husband.

There could be no doubt about it, Mr.

Appleby was a fussy man. In his City days he

had had the name of being fussy, and then he

was a bachelor. It may be taken for granted

that if a man who has been fussy for fifty

years suddenly gets married to a lady who

has been rather casual for thirty, he is likely

to be fussier than ever. Mr. Appleby's tem-

perament had something of the microscope

about itâ��a microscope that magnified trifles

a hundred diameters. But with this exception

he made quite an estimable husband. He

was liberal in his allowances to his wife, and

in the matter of making allowance for the

difference in their ages he was only just too

liberal, his wife thought. That is to say, he

was always saying, in a tone of regret:â��

" Of course, I can't expect you to see with

my eyes, my dear. I am not so foolish as to

try to put an old head on young shoulders."

His good - natured assumption that she

could never be so wise as himself occasion-

ally irritated her ; but far more irritating was

his assumption that he had done rather a

risky thing in marrying a young wifeâ��or, for

that matter, any wife. More than once he

had shown her that he could be jealous of

her. He certainly became fidgety when she

remained for longer than five minutes in con-

versation with any man, and now and again

he had taken exception to her remembering

that certain men whom she was entertaining

to afternoon tea took two lumps of sugar.

He suggested to her the likelihood of their

misconstruing her exercise of her excellent

memory in their favour. It was possible

that they might presume to think, he said,

that they had made such an impression on

her as caused her to treasure up in her mind

even so trivial an incident as the second lump

of sugar.

She was, however, a wise woman, and she

tried to accommodate herself to his pecu-

liarities, and she succeeded far better than

her friends imagined she wouldâ��far better

certainly than her husband's niece, Miss

Letty Lawson, admitted that she herself

would have done had she been in Mrs.

Appleby's place. Letty was a pretty young

woman of twenty-four years, three of which

she had been engaged to marry a certain

Captain Dalton, of the Madras Staff Corps,

and she was staying with her uncle and his

wife until her fiance should arrive from India

for the wedding. This happy incident was

to take place within six or seven weeks.

The last letter that she had got from him

told her that he might be able to catch the

next steamer ; and she had been disappointed

at not receiving a line from himâ��the mail

was due the previous dayâ��to tell her when

she might expect him. Instead of this

expected letter she had received that anony-

mous scrawl which had mystified her and

Mrs. Appleby.

At the breakfast-table the remissness of

Fred Dalton had been commented on by

Mr. Appleby, who, having been a business-

man, attached a proper amount of importance

to so gross an act as missing a mail. He

gave his niece to understand, however, that

he still hoped, in spite of this evidence to

the contrary, that Captain Dalton meant to

keep his promise. Of course, this display of

optimism caused the girl to flare up, and to

assure her uncle that if Fred was to miss half-

a-dozen mails her confidence in him would

still remain unshaken.

Mrs. Appleby said, "To be sure it would,

dear Letty. A man may miss a dozen mails

and still be a faithful lover."

But Mr. Appleby shook his head, saying:

" True, quite true, my dear, only "

" Oh, uncle has never seen Fred, or he

wouldn't make such horrid suggestions !"

cried Letty.

" He has not, neither have I, you must

remember; that is why we are both so

impatient for his arrival," said the elder lady.

Then, for the twentieth time, she remarked

that it would be quite interesting for Captain

Dalton to return to the neighbourhood where

he had spent several years of his lifeâ��he had

been one of Denham's boys for some time

previous to his going to the coach, whose

tips had enabled him to satisfy the examiners

for the Indian Staff. For the twentieth time

Letty had remarked that she was doubtful if

Fred would see much that was romantic in

the matter.

So the conversation at the breakfast-table

dwindled away, and Mr. Appleby bustled

off to give some instructions of extraordinary

triviality to a builder who was doing some-

thing to the stables. He was one of those

people who fancy that they can divest a trifle

of its triviality by making a fuss over it; and

his wife and Letty were left to resume their

council on the subject of the anonymous

letter. It only took them half an hour to

arrive at the conclusion to which they had

come before breakfast, which was that it

would be absurd to say anything of that

letter to Mr. Appleby, and, of course, equally

absurd to pay any attention to the request,

so illiterately formulated in the scrawl, that
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' OH, UNCLE HAS NEVER SEEN FRED, OR HE WOULDN'T MAKE SUCH HORRID SUGGESTIONS ! ' CRIED LETTV."

Letty should meet an unknown person at

Grayling Seat at the hour of one. Grayling

Seat was a charming and secluded spot on the

edge of a plantation on the hill-side, about a

mile from Sallee Grange, Mr. Appleby's house.

" Oh, of course, such a thing as going to

Grayling Seat would be out of the question,"

said Mrs. Appleby.

" Good gracious ! Surely, you never

thought for a moment that 1 had the least

idea of such a thing ? " cried Letty.

" What do you take me for, Letty ? " said

the other, gravely.

moment that you

" How could you

should think that you-

you are getting as

Phinny," said Letty

If I thought for a

ever imagine that I

Upon my word,

suspicious as Uncle

; and after all this

affirmation of a negation of thought, it is

unnecessary to record the fact that Mrs.

Appleby and her niece were able to bring

forward, each out of her own store of expe-

rience, several instances of girls who had

made idiots of themselves by showing a cer-

tain amount of giddiness in making assigna-

tions with men whom their people would not

tolerate as suitors for five minutesâ��" and all

quite nice girls, mind ; not the flighty crea-

tures one sometimes meets, from whom you

don't expect anything."

Then there was a good deal of very pretty

uplifting of the hands, and notes of astonish-

ment as incident followed incident, each

bearing upon the folly of girls allowing them-

selves to be too easily carried away by the

admiration of men. It was a prolific theme,

and one which has now and again been

known to enter into the fundamental scheme

of a drama on the stage, as well as of

a romance of the " slightly soiled " list of a

lending library. Before the pair had more

than touched lightly upon the foolishness of

girls in general, it was time for the elder to

interview her cook and for the younger

to interview the gardener.

And before these interviews had come to

an end Mr. Appleby had seated himself on a

rough stone bench two miles on the Grayling

side of the highway, and had taken once

again from his pocket a sheet of paper

containing the words :â��

If you cum a loan to Grayling seat at one

o'clock yew wil find sum one to cheat your

loneliness. Do come, dear.
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He gazed at this missive which he had

found on the floor of his dressing-room

shortly after breakfast, and then he sighed,

removed his hat, and wiped his forehead

He had walked fast â�� almost wildly â�� along

the road, and the morning was rather a warm

one; but when the Demon of Jealousy is

behind a man, he drives that man onward at

a pretty good pace regardless of Fahrenheit or

centigrade.

" I wouldn't have believed it of her !" he

muttered. "No; not if an angel hadâ��but I

satisfied myselfâ��none of the servants had so

much as crossed the threshold of the dressing

room." It had been on his mind when he

picked up that letter on the floor of the

dressing-room that it had been dropped from

the bosom of the housemaid's dressâ��it was

just the sort of letter, orthographically and

calligraphically, that he had once found in a

cracked sauce-boat on the kitchen-dresser.

" No ; none of them had been in the room,"

he went on, soliloquizing like a man in an old

play, only less coherently; he had no audience

panting to hear his remarks. " Noneâ��it was

her letterâ��that's what kept her late for break-

fast, ha !" He then recollected how his wife

had been quite flurried when she had entered

the breakfast-room so lateâ��his microscopic

temperament increased the half-minute that

she was late into a good five minutes, and her

hurry into a flurry.

He looked at the letter again. It was surely

illiterate if he knew anything of illiteracy, and,

being a well-informed man, he rather thought

that he did. It was grossly illiterate ; and

yet his wife had deigned to be the recipient

of such a missive! Good heavens ! It

might only be one of a dozen such, of which

she had been the recipientâ��and in his own

houseâ��under the roof which sheltered her

and her lawful husband !

He crushed the scrawl into his pocket and

sprang to his feet. He had not merely read

in some horrid Divorce Court report of a

lady who had run away from a happy home

with a groom ; such an incident had actually

come under his own notice. The husband

had been in the wine business, and they had

had a beautiful house in the most select part

of Denmark Hillâ��only the man was the

coachman. And to think that something of

the same sort had entered into his own life!

" No, no ; I can't think it of herâ��I can't!

She would neverâ��no, no; I am a fool to

suspect herâ��a fool!â��a wretch ! She would

never make an assignation with an illiterate

scoundrel! " (He seemed to feel that, some-

how, half of the crime lay in the illiteracy of

the writer of the letter.) "No, no; she

would never agree to an assignation with

such a person ! "

He had begun to walk briskly along the

road once more, but, having gone a hundred

yards or so, he stopped dead. The thought that

acted upon him with the force of a pneumatic

brake was this : " Why should you not go to

the place named in the letter at the hour

suggested, and wait to see if she comes ? "

He was not at that moment the man to

be above spying upon his wife. He had not

a single qualm about it. He did not say to

himself that he would do so because he was

convinced of her innocence. He had more

than once laid a trap for an employe whose

probity he suspected, and surely what was

allowable in regard to an employe was

justifiable in repect of a wife.

" I'll do it! I'll do it!" he muttered,

decisively.

He pulled out his watch, and found that

the hour was just noon. He would have a

full hour to waitâ��assuming that she would

be more punctual in this case than she

usually was in domestic appointmentsâ��

breakfast, for instance; he had come to

believe that she had been ten minutes late

that morning owing to the flurry which had

caused her to drop the letter.

Now it so happened that Mrs. Appleby was

a woman, and that is only another way of

saying that she had an inquiring mind. She

was never overpowered by a spirit of curiosity,

but she had undoubtedly an inquiring mind.

She always wanted lo see what would happen.

Let theologians, new as well as old, say what

they will, this was why the first woman par-

took of the apple: she wanted to see what

would happen. And it was this same

irresistible instinct that compelled Mrs.

Appleby, a couple of hours after agreeing

with Letty that nothing could be more

preposterous than to accept the invitation

suggested by the writer of that ridiculous

letter, to turn her steps, after doing some

trifle of shopping at the village, in the direc-

tion of Grayling Seat. She had really not

made up her mind to go in that direction ; as

a matter of fact, she had already made up

her mind that the notion of any one of her

household going in that direction was pre-

posterous, but all the same she went. She

had brought herself to believe that she had

no notion of going, and to fancy that she

was surprised when she found herself at ten

minutes to one o'clock at the bend of the

road, the most secluded branch of which led

to Grayling Seat and the tiny waterfall that
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trickled over the rocks, and might be seen to

great advantage from the little rustic bridge.

"Gracious! Why should I have chosen

this place of all others for my walk ? " was

the interpretation of the little laugh that she

gave when she found herself at the bend of

the road. She stopped for a few moments

and then gave another laugh, the interpreta-

tion of which anyone who might have heard

it would have known to be :â��

" Having inadvertently come to this place,

it would be quite ridiculous if I were to walk

back without seeing who is the love-lorn

idiot who expected a girl like Letty Lawson

to accept his suggestion for an assignation."

She gave several additional little laughs

while she stood irresolute (as she fancied) (or

a minute or two. The first laugh was when

she thought of the possibility of his being

the curate of Little Giddling; the second

was when she thought of a certain long-legged

pupil of Dr. Denham's whom she had

detected gazing earnestly at Letty during

the reading of both lessons the previous

Sunday in church ; the third was when she

thought of the twelve-year-old son of Dr.

Newsome, whose " Home" she could just

see through the treesâ��a rather imposing

Georgian mansion, where the mentally

afflicted were supposed to develop into

Solons, if they did not hang themselves to

one of the Georgian beams of the spacious

attics in the meantime, or take a header into

one of the geranium-beds from a window

She had heard that young Master Newsome

was going into the Navy, so that he might

possibly be the writer of that letter, and it

would be great fun to pounce upon him at

his suggested rendezvous.

But for that matter it would be great fun

to pounce upon either of the othersâ��the

curate or the long-legged devotee. But

before she had reached the wooden seats

among the plantation, walking slowly and

cautiously in case the foolish fellow might

have arrived before his time, she was herself

pounced upon by a man who sprang from

among the trees. She had given her little shriek

before she saw that it was her husband.

" Phineas, you really shouldn't; you quite

frightened me," she said.

And then she saw the look that was in his

face.

"Gracious! What is the matter, dear?"

she cried.

" Louisa," he said, solemnly, " 1 would not

have believed it of you. No; not if an

angel "

" What do you mean ? " she asked.

" I mean that I know allâ��all," he replied.

" All what ? " she inquired.

"Thisâ��thisâ��this !" he cried, pulling out

the letter and straightening out its crumples

and puckers with a slapâ��he felt that it did him

so much good to slap it that he did it again,

his voice rising to a crescendo of " thises."

" Where did you get that?" she cried. " I

must have let it fall leaving the dressing-room

in my hurry."

" You admit that this vile thing came to

you, and that you came here in accordance

with its vile invitation ? "

" Nothing of the sort. It came to Lettyâ��

that idiotic thing ; and she brought it to me,

and I, of course, advised her to pay no

attention to it, so "

" So you paid the attention to it to make

up for her neglect ? Louisa, if anyone had

told me that youâ��youâ��my wifeâ��if an angel

from Heaven "

" Really, Phineas, you are becoming in-

sufferable with your suspicions. I tell you

that ridiculous thing came to Letty, and "

" The question is not what came to Letty ;

the question is why you came hereâ��answer

me that, if you can. Why did you come

here ? Why did you come here ? "

"I came quite inadvertently, I assure you."

" Ah ! Quite inadvertently."

And then Mrs. Appleby, perceiving the

feebleness of this explanation, turned round

indignantly.

" If I came inadvertently, I go away

because I feel that you have insulted me

grosslyâ��grossly, and when I go away you

may be sure that I shall never return," she

cried, and before he could recover from his

surprise at the ease with which she had put

him in the wrong, she had walked away.

He dropped into one of the seats towards

which they had both been moving during

their rather vehement conversation, and once

again he tried to soothe his nerves by ie-

moving his hat and wiping his forehead.

Then he got upon his feet and took out the

letter â�� it was looking rather the worse for

wear by nowâ��and read it carefully. Down

he flung it upon the ground and trampled on

it; and feeling somewhat relieved by the

exercise, he walked to and fro with his hands

clasped in front of him, crying, not sotto vote,

but quite loud :â��

" Oh, Louisa ! Louisa 1 I would not have

believed it of you. Not if an angel "

But the turn that he made at the third ex-

clamation brought him face to face with a tall

and good-looking young man who had just

come through the shrubbery. The young
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man stared at him, and he stared at the

young man, for some moments, then Mr.

Appleby picked up the remains* of the

ill treated letter, still keeping his eyes on the

new-comer. It was on his mind to hold out

the letter, saying, in commanding tones : â��

" Do you know this, sirâ��this letter? "

But on second consideration he perceived

that, even if the young man were the writer

of the letter, he could scarcely be expected

to recognise it after the many vicissitudes

which it had recently undergone. Besidesâ��

well, the young man was tall and well set up,

and he knew that when scoundrels are built

in that way it is much wiser to leave them to

the gnawings of their own remorse. Mr.

Appleby could not refrain from shaking his

fist at a safe distance from the young man,

before turning and walking away with such

an expression of indignation as was consistent

with his personal security. When he reached

the bend of one of the paths he stopped, and

once again shook his fist in the direction of

the strangerâ��more menacingly now, for they

were farther apart by a good hundred feet.

" My Aunt Dorcas ! " muttered the young

man. " Was there ever such an old dod-

derer? He looked like a low comedian

studying the part of a heavy father. But,

thank goodness, he has gone. He would

have been something of an encumbrance

later onâ��that is, if she "

He took out his watch, and said : " Past

one already ! She isn't coming, after all."

He had scarcely seated himself on the seat

vacated by Mr. Appleby when there was a

sound of someone hurrying through the

shrubbery behind him. He sprang up,

crying, " Letty ! confound it all ! "

It was not the young lady but a young

man of about his own age, very athletic and

alert, but quite respectable, with a bowler hat.

"Halloa! What's this?" cried the first

man, for the other had actually rushed towards

him before he had turned round.

The man took off his bowler.

" I'm very sorry if I startled you, sir," he

said. " But I was sure that you were the

chap we are all looking for."

" I hope I'm not. Who is the chap ? "

" Mental, sirâ��one of Dr. Newsome's

mentalsâ��detrimentals, we call his classâ��

homicidal mania, sir. Got out of bounds an

hour ago. I'm one of the nursesâ��we're all

after him. You didn't by any chance come

across him, sir ? "

" My aunt, he must have been the old chap

who shook his fist at me! Oh, there can be

no doubt about it. Yes, he was here not five
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minutes ago. A regular raging lunatic, but

discreet; he shook his fist and cleared off."

" In what direction, sir ? "

" By the end of the road ! "

" Much obliged, sir. We'll grab him, never

fear!"

Off he went with a rush, and the other

gave a laugh. He felt in his pocket for his

cigar-case, and when he had a cigar between

his teeth and was feeling for his matches he

grinned. The comic situation that was in

his mind was one which he thought would

occur a second or two after he should be

attacked by the escaped lunatic. He felt

certain that he could double up anyone of

the calibre of Mr. Appleby in the course of a

few seconds.

When he had lighted his cigar he looked

at his watch again and sauntered off in the

opposite direction to that taken by the

athlete in the bowler. He did not go very

far; it seemed as if he was expecting some-

one to keep an appointment "with him in the

neighbourhood of the seats. He only left

the path for a minute or two to examine

with a restless interest the trickling of the

stream that went by the name of the Cascade

in that part of the country. Here he took

out his watch once more, and muttered :â��â� 

" Confound it all! I have made a pretty

ass of myself! "

He strolled back to the path and seated

himself again. In less than a minute he

heard the sound of hurrying footsteps ; he saw

the shimmer of a dress beyond the hedge.

" At last ! At last! " he whispered ; and,

quickly rising, he slipped behind the nearest

of the group of laurels of the shrubbery at

the back of his seat. He meant to have

some fun, springing out on her.

It so happened, however, that when the

wearer of the dress came abreast of his

hiding-place and he sprang out, she gave a

shriek and staggered back as though she

were about to faint. She was a stranger to

him, and he had certainly given her a

terrible start; and, as she was quite good-

looking, he felt some remorse.

"A thousand pardons!" he said, advancing

quickly to her aid. " I am afraid that you will

think me a lunatic, but the truth is that "

"Oh, dear, no, n , " she faltered, with an

attempt to smile it was scarcely successful.

" I was only look ng forâ��-forâ��a gentleman."

" And I trust, madam, that you have found

one," said he, trying to place her at her ease.

" I am afraid that you are still frightened.

Let me offer you my arm; it is the least that

I can do."
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"' A THOUSAND PARDONS! HE SAID, ADVANCING QUICKLY TO HbK AID.

The lady was Mrs. Appleby. She had not

left her husband many minutes when she met

one of the attendants at Dr. Newsome's

establishment, and on hearing from him of

the escape of his " case " she had hurried

back to where she had left her husband. He

had treated her very basely, but it occurred

to her that being slain by a homicidal lunatic

would be a punishment rather in excess of

what his conduct merited. She had hurried

back to the seat only to find herself con-

fronted by a stranger whose demeanour

seemed to her quite consistent with that of a

patient of Dr. New-

some's. But she had

had experience. She

had often heard that

the best way to treat

such persons was to

humour them, not to

cross them in any

way, and it was in

pursuance of such a

scheme that she

made another at-

tempt to smile, giving

him her hand, and

saying with mollify-

ing sweetness:â��

" How kind you

are! I do feel a little

weak."

He took her hand

and found that she

was trembling so

greatly that he feared

she was about to fall.

She certainly needed

some support. In a

purely helpful spirit

and quite respect-

fully, he put an arm

about her.

But before he had

assisted her to the

nearest of the seats

there was a shout

from the little mound

opposite the shrub-

bery, and down came

Mr. Appleby like a

whirlwind. After

leaving the young

man five minutes

before, he had not

gone home ; he had

merelystrolled round

the path at the other

side of the mound,

and had secreted himself in order to find out

if Letty would really keep the appointment.

His wife had assured him that it was Letty

and not she who had received the letter; and

he was determined to find out the truth by

playing the spy.

And the moment he had reached the top

of the mound he saw his wife with that strange

man's arm about her ! He just managed to

save himself from alighting on his head at the

feet of the others; but he had still breath

enough remaining to enable him to denounce

her with adequate fervour.
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" Wretched woman !" he cried. " Can you

deny your guilt in the face of such evidence ?

Oh, to think of itâ��youâ��you "

The stranger got between her and the

angry man.

" Don't be afraid ! I'll tackle him !" he

said, reassuringly, to her. " Now, my good

fellow," he was facing Mr. Appleby, " don't

you attempt any violence here or I'll double

you up in a jiffy." Mr. Appleby thought it

better not to attempt any violence, and the

young man whispered to the lady :â��

"You had best get away. One of the

attendants is bound to be at hand."

She had been making signs to her husband

at the man's back, doing her best to signify

to him the necessity to be calm at this crisis,

but as the stranger was playing the part of

her protector with such adroitness as kept

her dodging from side to side behind him to

make those signals to her husband, it was not

surprising that they conveyed nothing to him.

"Stand aside, sir! Stand aside, I com-

mand you ! " cried Mr. Appleby.

" Not likely ! Come now, old cock, calm

yourself!" was the stranger's reply; and

again he turned to the lady, saying, " Now's

your time ! Get away now that he has an

interval of calm."

She made a despairing attempt to signal

to her husband that she would return with

reinforcements, and then made a dash for

the path to the right. Her husband was in

the act of hurrying after her when the young

man caught him by the collar and swung

him round.

" No, you don't! " he said. And Mr.

Appleby didn't.

" What do you mean, you scoundrel! " he

cried. " Do you dare to add insult to injury

by trying to prevent me from following my

own wife ?"

The young man was plainly diverted. He

roared with laughter.

" My aunt! What notions these chaps do

get into their poor pates!" he muttered.

Then, with a firm hand on the other's arm,

he said:â��

" Don't you think that if you had said your

daughter you would run a better chance of

being believed ?"

" How dare you, sir ! I tell you that lady

is my wife, and until you appeared upon the

scene a happier couple "

"Quite soâ��quite so. But now, you see,

you drove her away from you by your bad

conduct. I'm afraid that you are a very

wicked old boy. No, no; you needn't try to

shake me off. Be quiet, can't you? Don't

wriggle so, or I'll have to be stern with you.

Come and sit down beside me and tell me

all about your daughterâ��I beg your pardon,

your wife, I meant. I wonder how long she

will be bringing the attendant."

His last exclamation was muttered as he

forced Mr. Appleby into the nearest seat and

sat down beside him. Twice Mr. Appleby

tried to rise, and each time the stranger

pulled him down, saying:â��

"Now, why should you be so restless?

Look at me. Can't you take things easy?

Tell me the story of your life, and how often

you had the measles. Is it true that you are

a dipsomaniac, and if so, what does it feel

like ? "

" Sir, you insult me ! I have never been

so insulted before. Let me tell you that I

am a magistrate for two counties," said Mr.

Appleby, when he had sprung to his feet and

was again pulled back. " I promise you, sir,

that you shall suffer for this. You shall pay

the full penalty, I swear to you !"

" Forty shillings, or a month ! Good old

beak! " laughed the young man, lying well

back in the seat. But that was just where

he made a mistake, for before his laugh had

ended he found himself encircled by a

swiftly-running noose of a stout Alpine rope

â��it had been adroitly thrown over him from

behind, and when the knot had run home

he was bound to the arm and the back of

the seat. Before he had recovered from his

surprise, half-a-dozen coils were about his

arms, binding them down to the stout wood-

work. Of course he yelled and kicked

and struck out; but he had been taken

by surprise, and he was clearly overpowered

by the three men and a long-legged boy, who

were now standing panting behind him with

Mrs. Appleby.

" What is the meaning of this ? " he cried,

indignantly. " Are you all mad ? Is it a

joke or what ? By the Lord Harry, the

whole asylum must have broken loose!

What does it mean ? "

What it meant was that Mrs. Appleby had

been able to guide a search party, consisting

of the curate, a groom, an under-gardener,

and the long-legged pupil of Dr. Denham, to

where the man whom she assured them was

the escaped lunatic was seated with her

husband, and the curate, being an Alpine

climber, had brought his rope with him, and

had shown the skill of a professed lariat-

thrower in noosing the man.

And there they stood panting, having done

their work very thoroughly.

" Oh, Phineas, now I hope you see the
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THAT YOU SHALL SUFFER FOR THIS.'

truth," cried Mrs. Appleby, when her husband

had risenâ�� he felt it quite a relief to be able

to rise without being immediately pulled

down again by his coat-tails.

He took off his hat and wiped his fore-

head.

" Give me timeâ��give me time, Louisa,"

he said, in a subdued voice.

" Surely you must see the whole truth,"

she cried.

He looked at her and then at the young

man roped to the seat.

" It begins to dawn upon me," he said,

quietly. " But I've had enough for to-day,

thanks. I'm going home to lunch."

" We will all go in different directions in

search of the attendants," said the curate.

He had never organized any scheme more

complex than a mothers' meeting, but now

he felt that he had a genius in that line.

He withdrew his forces, paying no attention

to the threats and protests of the young man

within the coils of the rope; but Mr. and

Mrs. Appleby walked home together. They

thought that they had had enough excite-

ment to carry them over lunch-time.

" My aunt! I seem to have arrived when

all the lunatics in the county are having a day

out," muttered the man in the rope. " I

wonder how long it will be before a sane

person comes near enough to cut this con-

founded rope. Oh, by the Lord Harry!

this is not what I expected when Iâ��heavens !

can it be possible that Letty put them up to

all this when she got that rather idiotic letter

of mine ? No, no; they played their parts

only too well. It is perfectly plain that they

took me for the escaped lunatic. Oh, the

idiots !"

It did not occur to him just then that he

had been a bit hasty himself in attributing

some form of dementia to a highly respect-

able gentleman, but his reflections on the

situation might eventually have reached this

point, had not Miss Letty Lawson appeared

in the middle distance, looking to right and

left as if she expected to meet someone at

this place.

It is unnecessary to say that Miss Letty,

after agreeing with her aunt that it would be

ridiculous to go to Grayling Seat, had some-

how found herself close to the place at twenty
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minutes past one. She knew she was late,

but still She gave a cry when she came

upon the object on the seatâ��a cry of surprise,

and then one of delight. " Fred ! My Fred !

But whatâ��whatâ��oh, Fred ! Why did you

tie yourself up like that?"

"Oh, my aunt! she takes me for a lunatic

too," murmured Fred. " Letty," he added,

" you will find a knife in my waistcoat pocket

â��if you can get at itâ��I can feel it just under

the sixth coil from the top. If you wouldn't

mind cutting the rope you will be acting the

part of a kindly Fate."

She had some difficulty in getting out the

knife, but by dint of taking a long breath,

he managed to make a space large enough

for her hand between the coils, and when he

did it again she was

able to withdraw

her hand with the

knife.

It might have

been expected that

the constriction

would makehis arms

stiff and useless. But

if Letty had such a

notion, he quickly

proved to her that

it was erroneous. He

was able, without

saying a word, to

give her a very good

idea of how tightly

he had been bound.

When at last he

released her â�� had

she not done as

much for him ? -

she demanded an

explanation, and he

was able to give her

some sort of one.

" The fact is, dar-

ling, that I caught

the homeward mail

before I had time

to write to you, and

I meant to make

you a surprise visit.

That was why I

wrote that absurd

letter, disguising my

hand and spelling

so that your sur-

prise might be all

the greater."

" It could not have been greater," said she.

" It certainly was a surprise visit. But I

wouldn't do it again, if I were you, Freddy,

darling."

"No fear!" said he.

Then they both lay back and had a hearty

laugh. They were still laughing when the

curate and his expedition arrived with the

attendant, who had just told them that

the " case" had not escaped after all.

When they had searched the doctor's house

they had omitted to look up the chimney

of the box room, and there he had been all

the time.

Letty and her Fred laughed all the more

heartily at hearing this, and the curate

gathered up the fragments of his Alpine rope.

'BUT WHATâ��WHATâ��OH. KURD! WHY DID YOU TIK YOURSKLK LP LIKE THAT?



UT, your Majesty "

" I have heard sufficient,"

interposed the Czar, curtly.

" We must leave Tolstoi alone.

If we make a martyr of him,

there will be such an outcry, not only in

Russia hut all through the civilized world,

that we shall never hear the end of it."

Such was the attitude of Alexander III.

when his Minister, egged on by the redoubt-

able Procurator of the Holy Synod, Pobie-

donostzov, insisted upon the necessity of

confining Tolstoi in a monastery and pre-

venting him from publishing anything more.

Since that day Tolstoi has been permitted

by Russian autocracy to give free expression

to what are, perhaps, the most subversive

doctrines ever enunciated in any age or in

any country. He has, it is true, been

officially excommunicated by the Greek

Church â�� such a measure was inevitable ;

but, notwithstanding this, a very large sec-

tion of the Russian public consider his genius

the principal intellectual asset of their nation.

If there have been great writers in Russia

before Tolstoi, there has been none with

talents so universal. To quote from the

appeal issued by the St. Petersburg com-

mittee formed to celebrate his jubilee :â��

" The fame of Tolstoi has long ago passed

the frontiers of his own country ; the travail

of his mighty brain is followed with rapt

interest by men of every nation. Ketter than

anybody, he has given concrete form to the

idea that we are all members of the same

family, one and indivisible, groping in every

latitude after the eternally-elusive solutions

of the same eternal problems."

In the course of his long career Tolstoi has

drunk deep of the cup of human experience ;

life has not always flowed for him with

the calm, even tenor it does to-day. Yet,

through all the vicissitudes of the headstrong,

passionate youth, the dissipated early man-

hood, the period of moral doubts and torments,

Tolstoi's disciples are persuaded they can

detect, lurking in the background, the shade

of the same spirit that now animates the

philosopher, ripe in years and knowledge.

How characteristic, they say, is the first

conscious sensation of which Tolstoi has any

distinct recollection ! He was an infant,

lying in his cradle, arms and legs closely

pinionedâ��as is the custom in Russia. The

position became irksome and the child

attempted, but all in vain, to free its arms.

"Then, in my rage" (it is Tolstoi himself

who recounts the incident), " I began to cry,

and though my own crying irritated me

beyond expression, I could not stop myself.

I felt the injustice and cruelty of Fate, and

my heart overflowed with self-pity. This

my first impression of life has remained my

strongest impression." Is not this, we are

asked, symbolical of the man's whole sub-

sequent existence, ceaselessly in revolt against

the shackles prejudice imposes upon us ?

On that day was born the philosopher.

Another early memory proclaims the

presence of the artist who is henceforth, in

Tolstoi's soul, to wage eternal warfare with

the philosopher. The child had been put

into a bath of bran and water, " and, for

the first time, I took notice of and admired

my little body, the polished tub, the bare

arms of my old nurse, but what gave me

more pleasure than all else was the sensation

of passing my hand over the smooth, wet

edge of the tub."

His sister Marie relates that one day, at

the hour of luncheon, he succeeded in

eluding the vigilance of his tutor in order to

carry into execution a project he had long

had in view. This was to jump out of the

window into the courtyard, a distance of

fifteen feet below! The boy did it and,

providentially, did not break any bones, but

the shock was so great that he slept after-

wards for eighteen hours.

Nothing caused Tolstoi, the boy, more

annoyance about this time than the know-

ledge that he was very plain-featured. To be

revenged on Nature he determined to make

himself still uglier, and, with this end in

view, cut off his eyebrows. What his family

thought of this escapade we are not told.

Another time his tutor found him thrashing

an old horse in the most savage manner
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because the poor creature, no longer so

nimble on its legs as it had once been, did

not gallop fast enough to suit its young

master. The tutor re-

proached the lad indignantly

for his cruelty, pointing out

that a faithful old servant

such as Voronokâ��the name

of the horseâ��deserved to be

treated as well as a human

servant who has grown

grey in her master's

service. Immedi-

ately the boy's fury

gave place to an

agony of shame. His

eyes over-brimming

with tears, he flung

his arms round the

poor, exhausted

animal's neck and,

in a torrent of

endearing ex-

pressions, en-

treated its par-

don.

Slight as these

incidents may be,

AGE
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Tolstoi's admirers maintain that they must

be considered as the earliest manifestations

of the perpetual future struggle between an

impulsive will and a scrupulous

conscience.

Of his youth, his studies at

Kazan University, his attempts

at farming, his military experi-

ences in the Caucasus and at

Sebasto|K)l, Tolstoi has himself

given the world

many details. With

admirable frank-

ness he has made

full confession of

the debaucheries

of early manhood.

He has laid bare

all his errors, his

outbursts of violent

temper, his

i nord i na te

passion for

gambling, his alter

nations of moral

suffering and

PORTRAITS OF

TOLSTOI AT

DIFFERENT AGES.

familiar joys, his artistic

pleasure when success

came, his doubts, his

moral crises ; finally, he

has told how his whole

soul was illumined when

he suddenly discovered

what with every fibre of his

being he believes to be the

truth, the exact perception of

what life really means.

When all is said and done, how-

ever, Tolstoi is, before everything

else, an artist. To day he may speak

with contumely about the two superb

works which laid the foundation of

his fame, " War and Peace" and

" Anna Karenina " ; he may deny the

value of art and profess to attach import-

ance alone to a natural mode of life, manual

labour, the humanitarian ideal, and the

confraternity of the human race.
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Let him, however, write " Resurrection,"

for instance. Notwithstanding the designed

negligences of style, we find himâ��in spite of

himself, as it wereâ��turning to account all his

gifts of observation, of precision, like the true

artist he is. " Why should anybody wish to

celebrate such useless works as ' Peace and

War' and 'Anna Karenina'?" he asked the

men who were at the head of the movement

to commemorate his jubilee. " In my opinion

such commemorations are insupportable.

Their only effect is to make the subjects of

them inordinately vain, and everyone else pro-

portionately jealous. It is the latter part of

my life's work which I believe to be the most

useful, but it is not by feasting you will do it

honour. If you would show your belief in

its value, practise in your everyday existence

those almost-forgotten Christian rules of

conduct which for the past twenty - five

years I have been ceaselessly recalling to

the world's memory."

Exactly twenty - five years have, in fact,

elapsed since the terrible crisis which nearly

wrecked Tolstoi's life. In exchange for the

simple, trusting faith of youth he had adopted

a form of atheistic belief which left no loop-

hole for a glimpse of the ideal, without which

existence seems but a weary, arid desert.

Suddenly he realized the emptiness of living

in such conditions. He determined to die,

and had actually already attached the rope to

the bolt of the library door. Everything had

been prepared most methodically. The slip-

knot was in place ready to do its fatal work.

All that remained was to

At that supreme instant, as in a lightning

flash, the man, who already saw death eye to

eye, realized all the moral beauty of the pure

evangelical doctrines practised by the early

Christians. He was saved !

Ever since that moment Tolstoi has con-

sistently endeavoured to put into actual daily

practice the teachings of Christ ; this pre-

occupation underlies all his recent writings.

He tries to carry out the teaching literally by

working with his own hands, now at the

cobbler's bench, now in the fields, now

assisting the peasants of Tasnaia Poliana to

build their huts, reducing his own personal

requirements to the strictest minimum, and

taking advantage of the services of others

only when this is unavoidable.

Notwithstanding all his efforts, however,

Tolstoi has by no means succeeded in con-

vincing the members of his own family of the

truth of his doctrines. This, as may be

imagined, is a source of great affliction for

him, but he never openly complains. " I am

myself," he says, " but a feeble, erring man,

unable to get rid of many of my perverse

habits, but, with all my heart and soul,

I aspire to become better."

What this modern apostle understands by

becoming better may best be gathered by

summing up briefly the principal heads of

his teaching. Though he professes himself

a Christian, Tolstoi is not a Christian in the

signification given to the term by the

Orthodox Russian Church. He believes

that all that is necessary for a man to do is

to follow out some of the principal precepts

set forth in the Sermon on the Mount.

In the future existence of the individual

Tolstoi does not believe. Salvation, accord-

ing to him, must be won in this world by a

well-spent life. Here are some of the rules

he lays down for this end :â��

Anger can never be legitimate.

Marriage must be considered as indissoluble.

Never take an oath.

Never oppose evil or wicked men, but endure every

injury, be its source what it may. (This he looks

upon as the fundamental rule of his system.)

Love your enemies, whether they be your own

countrymen or foreigners.

Abandon every form of luxury and limit your

requirements.

Love Nature and manual labour.

lie your own servitor.

Believe blindly in God, who in Himself comprises

all Beauty, all Truth, all Goodness, and all Love.

All men are equal.

Of his own death Tolstoi declares he is

constantly thinking. " I am quite happy,"

he declares, " but I now await another

form of happiness which I feel is drawing

near."

Long ago he indicated the spot where he

desires to be laid to rest, "since 1 suppose

my body must be buried somewhere." It

is at the side of a small ravine, Stari-Zakaz,

a spot where, when quite a child, he used to

play with his little brother Nikolenka. On

one occasion he hid in the ground from his

brother a small piece of wood on which, with

juvenile conceit, the future philosopher had

written, " Here lies the means of rendering

men happy." There, some day, will lie all

that is mortal of this great manâ��it would be

more accurate to say of this great and honest

man, " the noblest work of God."



SKETCHES FROM LIFE.

By W. PETT RIDGE.

I.-THE ' VETERAN.

OMING at a hurry by the

wall of the goods station, he

checked at the corner of

Purchese Street, assuming a

more leisurely gait ; as he

nearly reached the schools,

took from his overcoat a packet of cigarettes

and one he lighted

after giving it three taps

on the back of his

hand. Blew a good

cloud as he went by

the open gate of the

playground; the hour

was just past five, but a

few lads were still there

engaged in the sport

of More Sacks on the

Mill. The line of

bending youngsters

representing the mill

collapsed, sacks fell to

the ground, all made a

rush to greet him.'

'"Ullo, Ginger!" they

exclaimed.

" I'll ginger you," he

said, looking down at

them threateningly, "if

you can't keep civil

tongues in your

head."

" How you getting

on ? " they asked.

" A treat ! " he an-

swered, more amiably.

" And from all I hear,

they're very well pleased

with me."

" Some people ain't

difficult to satisfy."

He looked in at

the gate and surveyed

with a reminiscent air

the asphalted space.

"Queer to come back

and have a look at the

VoL xxxvLâ��65.

'queer to come back axd have a look at the

old place,' he remarked, musingly."

old place," he remarked, musingly. " Had a

good many games in there of one shape or

another in my young days. Wish I'd got as

many sovereigns. The time will come when

you boys glance back as I'm doing now,

and very likely you'll be sorry then that you

didn't pay more attention to your studies.

Oh, yes, you will! "â��

answering their chorus

of protest. " You don't

think of it now, but

it'll come later on. It

isn't until you get out

in the world "

They interrupted with

a request.

" My lads," he said,

paternally, " I have a

fag in my pocketâ��

several, to tell you the

truth â�� but I don't

propose to give any of

you so much as half

a one. By rights, no

man ought to start

smoking until he's left

school. Undermines

the brain, affects the

intellect, and altogether

it's bad for you. If

I ever caught a boy

of mine smoking before

he'd done with school,

I'd make him remember

it. What you all want

is a firm hand. In my

place of business

nothing could be done,

the work wouldn't go

on from one year to

another unless there was

something like disci-

pline. How's everybody

getting along?" he

asked, taking a more

conversational style.

"How's the head master



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

â��what's his name again? I have so much

to think of; can't keep everything in my

mind."

They prompted.

"Give him my best regards," he com-

mended, " if any of you get a chance, and

say I asked after him. And how's the chap

that used to take Standard Five ? Is he

keeping pretty well ? That's good. I find

myself a lot improved in health and appetite.

For instance, I went out to-day in my dinner-

hour and I didn't know what to have.

Looked at the bill of fare and saw steak and

kidney pie, saw calf's liver and bacon, saw

rump steak, and saw "

" Which did you have ?" they asked,

eagerly. " Tell us ! "

" And saw stewed steak, and saw roast

mutton and onion sauce, and saw boiled beef

and carrots "

"Tell us ! " they insisted, with a shriek.

" So I said to the young party who was

waiting on me, I said, ' Miss,' I said, ' I don't

feel particularly peckish; what would you

recommend ? ' So she says, ' Oh,' she says,

' why not try something light ? Why not

tackle the beef-steak pudding?' And she

brought me a very good helping, with some

potatoes and Brussels sprouts and a lot of

gravy, and"â��stretching his arms luxuriously

â��" I did well. Did myself very well indeed.

If I never make a worse meal than the one I

had to-day I sha'n't grumble."

"What did it run you into?"

" Cost me ninepence before I got out of

the place."

" They do know how to charge ! " remarked

the impressed boys to each other.

" Had a little conversation with the young

party," he went on, chuckling. " Don't

remember exactly all I said to her, but she

took up every remark of mine and answered

me back rather smartly. Women are peculiar

creatures, when you come to think of 'em;

what I mean to say is, they are always pleased

if you show you've singled 'em out for special

notice. One or two of the chaps at our place

have gone and got engaged, but that, so far

as I can see, is a mug's game, nothing more

nor less. Because, what does it mean ? What

does it amount to ? Simply amounts to thisâ��

double tram fares, double railway fares, and

so forth and so on. I'm not going to be

rushed," he concluded, determinedly.

They had many inquiries to put concerning

his work and the amount of wagesâ��informa-

tion he gave in regard to the second question

was guarded and cautious; but he kept

nothing back concerning his work, and

to make the description clearer he, ordering

them to stand aside, acted a brief sketch,

intended to enable them to form an idea of

the importance of his duties. When he had

finished he threw open his overcoat in a care-

less way, and they crowded around to examine

the brass buttons of his uniform, entreating

him to spare oneâ��a request he declined to

treat as serious, but he did consent to stand

in a good light near the lamp-post

where they could feast their eyes. He

explained that only the privileged few at

his place of business were permitted to

wear the uniform ; a cap went with the suit,

but it was not considered good form to wear

this in the public streets, apart from which

there was always the risk of being stopped

by old ladies who, assuming you belonged to

a railway, demanded to know at what times

the trains ran on Sundays to Harringay.

Yes, he had, to tell the truth, felt slightly

nervous on first going out into the world, but

this soon wore off, and one looked back with

amusement to early tremors. The great

thing was to remember that orders had to

be obeyed, and this proved easier when it was

recognised that in course of time yours would

be the privilege of issuing them. Congratu-

lating himself on the circumstance that ever

since he left school and took to business he

had never had so much as a mis-word with

his superiors, he was able to say further that

all had gone as clockwork goes.

" But I must be off," he said, interrupting

himself. " Got a lot of things to do this

evening. No business to be hanging about

here, talking to you. Don't suppose I

shall be in bed a stroke before eleven

to-night."

They regarded him enviously.

" Work accumulates unless you keep it

well in hand. One of our foremen was say-

ing to me only this evening, ' Make each day

clear off each day's task !' That's the motto

that you want always to bear in mind ; if you

don't, you soon find yourself overwhelmedâ��

simply and absolutely overwhelmed. Good

night, all. Glad to have seen you again.

Hope we shall run up against each other

some time or other. Tell the caretaker I

called, will you, and hoped his cold was

better ? So long ! "

One cried suddenly, " Why, here he

comes !"

There was no alternative but to wait and

speakâ��this in spite of the extreme pressure

of engagements. The caretaker, jingling a

bunch of keys, sent a few strips of banana-

peel from the pavement and, looking up,
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' WELL, MY LAD,' SAID THE CARETAKER, CHKERhULLV, 'AND HOW HAVE VOU GOT ON WITH VOUK

FIRST DAY AKTEH LEAVING SCHOOL?'"

accepted the salute, told the youngsters it

was time to cut off home, and as they went

turned to the visitor.

" Well, my lad," said the caretaker, cheer-

fully, " and how have you got on with your

first day after leaving school ? "

IIâ��AN EXCELLENT TIP.

" I beg your pardon, sir." The man spoke

respectfully, lifting his tweed cap, and Wither-

ton stopped. " You will excuse me speaking."

" Haven't a match on me," said Witherton.

" Sorry ! "

"The butler, sir, up at the Castle. You

don't know me, but I recognised the back of snappish remark.

your head. First time you've visited us, I

think, sir."

" And the last! "

The other, shifting his brown-paper parcel

to the left hand, bowed as one who knew

his position too well to contradict even a
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" You're leaving, I believe, to-morrow

morning ? "

" I was just wondering," admitted the

perturbed visitor, " whether I couldn't slip

away quietly to London this evening."

" A mistake ! " remarked the butler, with a

touch of severity. " A blunder, sir, if you

don't mind me saying so. It has happened

more than once before, but I never knew

any excuse, in such a case, to be accepted

by her Grace. Her Grace is very keen in

such matters. You have to get up very early

in the morning,

sir, to take her

Grace in. She

knows as well as

anyone that it's

only done to

dodge the ser-

vants."

"Nothin g,"

asserted Wither-

ton, heatedly,

" nothing, I assure

you, was further

from my mind."

The butler gave

an outward gesture

with open hands

that might have

meant anything of

a non-committal

nature. With

deference, he

asked whether

Witherton was

strolling in the

direction of the

station ; he him-

self was going that

way, and if it was

not too much of a

liberty â� 

" I find I must

have exercise, sir.

Being a man of

somewhat full

habit the walking

I get inside a

house is not suf-

ficient. A certain

fullness of figure,

if I may venture

to say so, is ap-

propriate to one

like myself, but I

have to see that it

does not develop

into extrava-

gance. Fourteen stone seven, sir, is my

limit."

" I say," remarked Witherton, suddenly,

"if I ask you a simple, straightforward

question, will you give me a straightforward,

simple answer ? "

The butler took from an inside pocket of

his Norfolk jacket a flat book and tore out a

page.

" You'll find all the particulars you want

there," he said.

" How in the world did you know what I

wanted to know ? "

"Her Grace

having adopted

for years past the

habit of asking

somewhat unusual

people from town,

certain facts, sir,

have been, as one

may say, borne in

on my knowledge.

On the evening

before leaving they

become to a cer-

tain extent ab-

stracted and

thoughtful, and as

1 am a man gifted

with considerable

powers of obser-

vation I can

scarcely fail to

detect that it is

one subject, and

one subject alone,

which engages

their thoughts."

Witherton,

gazing at the slip,

said he did not

want to haggle on

such a delicate

subject, but were

not the figures

rather stiff?

" To those not

in the habit of

visiting superior

'ouses "

" Of course, I

knew the amounts

would be large.

Who is this at the

head of the list?

R e d w e 11, two

guineas."

" Redwell, sir,

' YOU'LL KIND ALL THK PARTICULARS YOU WANT 1 III- 1.1 , UK SAID.
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is myself. I have the responsibility of the

plate, you see. The two footmen, you will

remark, are down for lesser amounts."

"Just as well," remarked the visitor, ruefully,

still inspecting the items. "Why, the total

takes nearly every penny I've got with me."

"That, sir, is the idea. Some of the items

should, strictly speaking, be larger, but the

valet who brushes your clothes assured me it

would be useless to expect anything like full

prices."

Witherton faced the butler determinedly.

" Look here," he cried, with violence.

"This, you know, is nothing more or less

than a gross imposition. I shall keep this

piece of paper, and I shall go to the Duchess,

and I'shall tell her all about it. Every word,

from start to finish. If she knew that her

guests were expected to pay these infamous

tips, why she'd go out of her mind."

"I think not."

" That's the view you take, is it ? "

" That's the view I take," said the other,

equably. " You've had very little experience

of the country, I think, judging from the way

you handled your gun, and the words 'Agri-

cultural Depression ' are to you merely head-

lines in a newspaper. You make it my

painful duty, I may say my very painful duty,

to acquaint you with the fact that many a

country establishment like ours is only kept

going by the sums that visitors give to the

staff. Without these the entire thing would

go into the hands of the lawyers."

"Can that be a fact?"

" I am sorry," with real feeling in his voice,

" that you have wrung the truth from me.

Having said so much, I may as well tell you

more. The principal members of the staffâ��

this I beg of you to regard as strictly confi-

dentialâ��the principal members of the staff are

members of the familyon one side or the other.

I myself"â��here a touch of conscious prideâ��

"have the honour to be a second cousin."

He covered his eyes with his hand and

remained silent for a time. Witherton,

sincerely touched, offered to carry the brown-

paper parcel, but this the other would not

permit. True, it was heavy, but that only

made a good reason why he could not allow

Witherton to take it.

" You no doubt thought," he went on,

III.-RULES OF

She was the first to go, two steps at a time,

down the narrow wooden staircase ; if the

shop had been on fire with flames pursuing,

she could scarcely have exhibited greater

recovering and now chatting freely, "when

you received a letter from poor Emily asking

you to come down for a week, that you were

invited because your name had appeared

rather frequently of late in the newspapers.

I wish I could pretend, after all I have told

you, that this fact had any influence whatever.

I wishâ��and I've often said it to her myself

when there's been no one else aboutâ��I do

wish she would pick and choose. But Em.

is an obstinate old girl, as you, no doubt,

have discovered in course of conversation,

and to give her advice is like pouring water

on a duck's back. By the by, just hand me

that slip. Thank you."

He inscribed one more item. " Bath-room

attendant, half a guinea."

" If you don't mind," said Witherton,

taking it back hastily, " I'll turn here, before

you think of any more. It'll take me a

couple of hours to-morrow morning to go

round and find all these blessed people."

" That," remarked the butler, " would be a

faux pas which I am sure you are incapable

of committing. Our lives have their trials.

I can assure you the trick of dropping one's

aitches is most difficult to acquire, but the

individual donation is one that can be

avoided. The usual thing is to hand the

total sum to me, the butler, and I see that

the amounts are distributed in the proper

manner. But, of course, if you'd rather "

" This has been a terrible eye-opener for

me," interrupted Witherton, finding the gold.

" One that I shall never in the whole course of

my existence forget. It must be awful for you."

" We all have our cross to bear," said the

other, taking the money.

Witherton came down to breakfast the

next morning, prepared to take a new view

of the household. He had but just recovered

from first impressions ; these had to be sent

away now into the lumber-room of forgotten

things to make room for new. A burst of

laughter came as the hostess put a question.

" No," he answered, shortly, " I do not

take sugar."

" Good thing! " declared the hostess,

amusedly. " Do you know, that naughty,

naughty butler of mine has run off with

every spoon in the place ! "

THE GAME.

hurry. At the open doorway some men were

arguing leisurely, saying, " Yes, but pardon

me, I think that what you omit to bear in

mind " She gave an imperative cough,
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and they fell back to allow her to go by. In

the upper part of Regent Street a young

policeman was about.to allow the wheeled

traffic to go on after delayed pedestrians had

crossed, but she caught his eye and he

wavered; going back he repeated once more

" Full up, I keep on telling you ! " And

rang three times.

" There'll be someone getting down

directly," she remarked, entering with calm.

Inside the motor-omnibus the girl surveyed

passengers individually; men became inter-

RIGHT FOR HAMMERSMITH?' SHK ASKKD, JUMPING EASILY TO THE STEP."

the white-gloved gesture, taking no notice of

the affrighted scream of a lady in a taxicab

who saw the hand of the dial give another jerk.

" Full up, miss !" cried the conductor.

"Right for Hammersmith?" she asked,

jumping easily to the step.

ested in their evening papers. Selecting a

tall youth of seventeen the girl said, sharply,

"May I trouble you?" and, blushing, the

young man rose with a regretful " By all

means !" making his way by a series of

disasters to the far end, where, crouching, he
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endeavoured to assume an attitude of perfect

comfort. The conductor, coming in for her

fare, told the young man he could not remain

there; the other contradicted, asserting

that he could just manage to do so; the

conductor, sounding the bell, at once ordered

the superfluous passenger to alight.

" Getting me into trouble," grumbled the

conductor, " and making me lose a day's

work. Some people ought to be ashamed of

'emselves ; got no consideration for the

working classes, that's what they haven't got.

No consideration whatsoever."

" They don't think," agreed the girl, as the

young man stepped off and went into the

Tube Station. " I'd rather not have all

coppers, please."

" But I've got nothing else, missy."

" I suppose," she said, coldly, " that if you

like to take the trouble you can find a

sixpenny-piece ? "

One of the passengers opposite set down

his journal, and rose in order to find the

coin required and to accept the burden of

half-a-dozen pennies. She said, " May I look

at your newspaper, if you're not using it ? "

and he gave a nod of reluctant consent. At

the Marble Arch she had finished reading,

and gave it, folded precisely, as a present to

the conductor.

The omnibus stopped again in Bays-

water Road, and folk who could see the

driver reported that there seemed to be

a breakdown. The nervous alighted imme-

diately, but the girl counselled others to

remain, pointing out the risk of not finding

places at this hour in another conveyance

belonging to the same line, organizing such

a spirited protest that the conductor went

along to urge the driver to put some of his

wisest efforts into the task. The omnibus

re-started ; the passengers gave looks of sin-

cere gratitude. One recited an account of

a dispute with a railway company, in which

he had apparently come off second-best; she

declared he ought to have taken the matter

into the County Court, seeing it involved a

matter of principle likely to affect others

beside himself. Offered an incident within

her own knowledge where a picture hat had

become slightly damaged by the rain coming

through the roof; by calling two or three

times at the chief office, and by the use

of threats, she had compelled them to

replace the headgear, providing an article of

later date and enabling her to make quite a

sensation at Littlehampton during a week's

holiday.

" You seem to know how to take care of

yourself," remarked a matronly lady, in tones

of compliment.

" If I don't, no one else will."

" Like that, is it ? "

" No ! " she retorted, sharply. " I don't

mean what you mean. As a matter of fact,

I'm as good as engaged to a gentleman I

met last year at the place I was speaking

about."

" There's nothing like the seaside," said

the matron, reminiscently. " I've known

girls in London who've been on the look-

out, as you may say, for years â��given it all

up as hopelessâ��and the second day of their

holidays "

At the Broadway a storm had just come

on, and the girl ran with others into the

entrance of a chemist's shop. An assistant

came, ordering them to clear away and make

room for possible customers; she alone

remained, and, with a look, dared the

masterful assistant to remove her. He had

to content himself by muttering under his

breath, "Suffragist!" An old gentleman

going by, engaged on the task of keeping a

silk hat on, carrying a brown bag and a fish-

basket, and at the same time protecting him-

self from the rain, the girl very politely

offered to assist, and conducted him, despite

his protests, across to the station of the

Metropolitan Railway, where, returning the

umbrella, she expressed a hope that he could

now manage by himself.

" Nasty night," she remarked to the ticket

collector.

" Some nasty tempers about too," men-

tioned the official. " I've had six rows

within the last five minutes."

" Perhaps you have a quarrelsome dis-

position."

" Don't you begin, miss," he urged, plain-

tively.

" You should try to go through life

quietly, and without making a fuss over

everything. Show a nice spirit with the

world, and the world will show a nice spirit

with you."

" Look here ! " said the goaded ticket

collector. " Did I ask you for advice?"

" No," she admitted. " But you ought to

have done."

" I'm not so very old," he declared, " but

I can recollect the time when no lady pas-

senger would have dreamt of speaking to me

in the tone of voice that you're using at the

present moment. I don't know what's come

over women. I tell you one thing ; it's no

advantage to the railway staff. In my young

days they never asked a question without
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giving you threepence ; at the present time

they seem to expect you to hand over a

Waterbury watch every time you answer any

of their inquiries. There's another thing

about it."

He waited for an appeal for further

information.

" Which is," he went on, " that you females

can't expect to get

the same amount

of polite regard

from the young

chaps that your

mothers and your

aunts used to

receive." The girl

smiled ; he con-

tinued more

strenuously. " It

stands to reason.

In the days I'm

talking about, why

it was a pleasure

to look after the

young ladies, be-

cause they was

such a helpless

lot; there's nothing

in it now."

The girl bunched

her handkerchief

and put it to her

lips.

"You may

laugh," said the

ticket collector,

grimly. " Believe

me or believe me

not, you're

travelling on the wrong line. The way

you're all going there's no possible chance

that you can ever reach your destination.

Old maids, that's what you'll become, and

all I ask is, don't blame me! "

She skipped cheerfully from the train at

Turnham Green, in no wise depressed by

this prophecy, making her way manfully

through the de-

parting crowd,

com plaining

rather sharply on

the staircase be-

cause she stepped

on a passenger's

foot

In the booking

office a youth

waited, armed

with two umbrellas,

although the rain

had ceased.

" Do let me take

your arm, dear,"

she said, pathetic-

ally. " You've no

idea how foolishly

nervous I am in

crossing roads."

He escorted her

with an air to the

other side of the

empty street, took

up the outside posi-

tion, and pressed

her elbow reassur-

ingly. "Timid

little snowdrop!"

he whispered.

1 1 DO LET ME TAKE YOUR ARM, DEAR,' SHE SAID,

PATHETICALLY."



THE SATIRE OF

W. K. HASELDEN.

T is only once or twice in a

generation that a really clever

social caricaturist makes his

appearance.

Political draughtsmen there

are in plentyâ��artists who hit

off the politics of the hour, whose stock-in-

trade consists of the peculiarities and weak-

ness of persons in public life. But, indeed,

theirs is an easy task compared with that of

the social caricaturistâ��he who is a disciple

of Bunbury rather than of Gillray, a follower

in the paths of Cruikshank and Richard

Doyle.

Such a caricaturist or satirist is Mr. W. K.

Haselden, who every morning sits down

to lash humorously the faults and foibles of

the previous day

with his pencil.

Yet there is

nothing vicious or

vindictive about

Mr. Haselden's

genius. He does

not pretend to

great draughts-

manship, but he is

a better draughts-

man than Bun-

bury. A tall, some-

what swarthy,

melancholy-look-

ing man, he does

not smile easily

himself. The

social absurdities

he sees around

him on every side

seem to sadden

him ; but this is

only an impres-

sion, not a reality.

No eye so quick

Vol. xxxri.â��66.

/â�¢'ruin a Pfcdo. by\

MR. W, K. HASELDEN.

as his to note the humour of a fad or folly,

fashion or movement, and his ingenuity is

positively amazing.

Suppose his pen is tilting against the

prevalent monstrous feminine headgear. He

shows us at once the inconsistency of the

dear creatures confining this monstrosity to

hats alone. If women wear giant hats, why

not large gloves, huge parasols, tremendous

boots, and so forth ?

There is hardly a comic artist of any note

who has not attempted to get fun out of the

picture gallery. The travesties of Messrs.

Kumiss. Reed, Morrow, and others are

familiar to all, but it is doubtful whether any

more intrinsically funny attempts have been

made than some of Mr. Haselden's. " The

picture season is

upon us," he says,

" but we have

followed carefully

the prevailing

spirit of modern

art ; we know as

well what to

expectasifwe had

already toured

the galleries. The

chances are a

hundred to one

that the accom-

panying will be

amongst the ex-

hibited subjects."

And then, having

written thus

much, he seats

himself at his

desk, seizes a pen,

and with astonish-

ing rapidity pro-

duces the satire

illustrated by us.
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Now, it must not be confused with the

burlesques of other humorists, because

these are all wholly imaginary pictures, and

yet giving an impression of pictures we all

have seen and fled from. Do we not know

" Lady Violet Spoof kins at Home" â��-a

masterly portrait, absolutely without interest

to anybody but Lady Violet Spoof kins herself?

Was there ever a picture exhibition without

the inevitable provincial mayor or town

the most popular humorists of the day, was

born in Seville of English parents.

Of himself he says :â��

"There are no artistic traditions in the

family. My father was a civil engineer; his

father (also a civil engineer) was fond of

pictures, bought a few, and did a little in the

way of pencil sketches, but had no great

leaning towards art. I am afraid my critics

will say, ' Wonderful thing, heredity !'

THE FEMININE CRAZE FOR THE GIGANTIC

clerk, weighted down literally by his chains

of office and doing his best to look like a

person of consequence ? The genre picture

of the old veteran and little boy kindâ��is it

ever missing ? Then there is the marine

picture, which must give stupendous satis-

faction to marine visitors; and, of course,

the ubiquitous Eve, in marble or plaster

of Paris.

Mr. Haselden, who is undoubtedly one of

" I have not had any art trainingâ��wish I

had. People say it spoils humour and spon-

taneity, but I don't think you can have too

much knowledge, so long as you don't make

yourself a slave to technicality. I cannot

draw from models ; my drawing, such as it

is, is achieved partly through thought and

partly through making a dash for it.

" But, of course, my only claims to any

excellence are an aptitude for caricature or
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GROSS FAVOURITISM AT THE ROYAL ACAUEMV.

delineation of character in individuals, and

ideas, comments, satires, or whatever you

like to call them, on people and things.

" The first drawing I ever remember

doing was, strangely enough, in Punchâ��

not published therein,

but drawn in pencil

on the fly leaf of a

bound volume. It was

done at the age of five

years â�� a weird and

extraordinary attempt

to depict an elephant

with children on its

backâ��the result of a

visit to the Zoo.

" The next effort I

remember, done at

the mature age of

eight, was a sketch of

a musical party ren-

dering ' Iolanthe.'

" I get a good

many offers for originals, and I find editors

very pleasant people to deal with. Have an

intense admiration for grace and beauty in

men and women, and try to express it in my

drawing. I get chaffed considerably because

my face in repose is

â� Jt

lit

AN BAKI.V EFFORT OF MR. HASELDEN S, DONE AT THE

AGE OF EIGHT, ANn ENTITLED "SOME FRIENDS SINGING

' tOLANTHE.' "

rather serious.

" Caricatures have

more thought in them

than people usually

imagine or give credit

for. You may do the

actual drawing

quickly, but, unless a

mere superficial like-

ness is aimed at, I

fancy there must be

a certain amount of

consideration leading

up to the actual sketch.

"Strangers who

send albums to be

sketched in are a
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MONSIEUR BONHOflME

IS VERT PLEASED WITH

THE TTPES OF ENGLISH

PEOPLE HE HAS SNAP-

SHOTTED IN LONDON

DURING THE MONTH

OF AUGUST

These are. the snapshots

A am mm \

MONSIEUR HONHOMMES IMPRESSIONS OK THE ENGl-lSH.

great nuisance to the poor

cartoonist. You would be

surprised at the number of

these books sent to me in

the year."

Mr. Haselden's theatrical

caricatures in Punch form a

distinct feature of that great

national institution.

One of the artist's most

amusing skits relates to the

Entente Cordiale and some

of the impressions which our

French visitors carry away

with them after a visit to

our shores.

We are told that " Mon-

sieur Bonhomme is very

pleased with types of English

people he has snapshotted

in London during the month

of August," and we are

MK. G. ALEXANDER AND MISS M. HACKNEY.

Htimductrt by the tpeaal i*rmigeion of the

Proprietor! oj "Punch."

shown Monsieur Bonhomme

pasting his collection of

Knglish types in his album.

it the good fellow has

overlooked the cosmopoli-

tan character of our great

Metropolis, as we see when

a more intimate glimpse into

the album is afforded us.

August is a bad month for

English types in London.

But one would not hurt

Monsieur Bonhomme's

feelings by telling him

that he has snapshotted

a German, a Jap, a

couple of Americans, an

Italian, a Turk, and a

Hindu ; although they

are, perhaps, very repre-

sentative of London in

the " empty " season.
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MR. BEKRBOHM TREE AS MARK ANTONY FALLING ON HIS SWORD.

Reproduced tij/ the special peimiaston 0/ the Proprietors of Punch."

Without being perfect in technique, yet no

one has ever better succeeded in seizing in a

few strokes the salient oddities of the histrionic

celebrities of the day. Take the skit on Mr.

George Alexander and Miss Mabel Hackney.

Is it not irresistible?

Then there is Mr. Beerbohm Tree

as Mark Antony falling on his sword.

No wonder the company forming the

tragedy, including Mr. Tree himself,

were convulsed with laughter when

they beheld it.

The distinction of being the tallest

actor on the stage belongs to Mr.

Dawson Millward, and this impres-

sive fact is made abundantly clear in

Mr. Haselden's caricature showing

Miss Marie Tempest at the piano.

The artist accompanies the editor

of Punch to the play, carefully study-

ing the appearance and attitudes of

the actors, usually without taking any

notes, but when notes are taken

surreptitiously on the back of the

theatre programme or a chance

envelope they are quite comical

themselves; as, for instance, the

pencil note of Mr. Arthur Bourchier

on the next page. It does not,

however, follow that these notes

are used in the subsequent draw-

ing, as the additional one of Mr.

Bourchier shows.

The almost ophidian grace of

the Divine Sarah is more than

suggested by the design following

the above.

We have referred to Mr. Haselden

as a daily satirist. In his capacity

of cartoonist to the Daily Mirror

it is his custom to read all the

principal papers each morning in

order to provide himself with a

proper amount of ammunition

wherewith to shoot " Folly as it

flies." The variety of topics his

pen touches upon in the course

of a single month is amazing. It

ranges from a cause celebre at the

Law Courts to the Maud Allan

craze, which, it is asserted, has

spread to the domestic servant.

" People themselves know their

passing weaknesses," says Mr.

Haselden. " Everybody is talking

about some prevailing absurdity,

tf*rse.L.oeM

A CARICATURE OF MR. DAWSON MILLWARD AND MISS

MARIE TEMPEST.

i by the special permisnion oj the Proprietors 0/

" Punch."
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A rfcNCII. NOTK OF MK. ARTHUR BUURCH1KR.

some new phase or feature of the life around

us. My aim is to seize hold of it as quickly

as possible, before it has been thrashed to

death in the drawing-rooms of Suburbia."

Some of Mr. Haselden's funniest cartoons

MR. ARTHUR BOURCHIEK.

Itcproductd by the Special permission of Uie Proprietors of " Punch."

related to the Druce case, and the alleged

disguises of a Duke who shall here be name-

less. But the Druce case has already passed

into the limbo of things mankind would

willingly forget. Some topics there are, of

course, perennial, as, for instance, the Ameri-

can invasion. Everyone knows the speed at

which our American cousins attempt to "do"

London. Every time-saving device is put into

requisition. It was once shown how most of

THE DIVINE SARAH.

the chief lions of London were visited within

a space of twenty-four hours, or to be

more exact, between 6 a.m. and 12 p.m.

Some of our Transatlantic visitors attempt

to break this record. Their train arrives at

10 a.m.; their departure from Charing Cross

to the Continent at 2.30. In these four

hours and a half they manage to visit the

Royal Academy, Hyde l'ark, the Albert

Memorial, South Kensington Museum, Tower

of London, Tower Bridge, Madame Tus-

saud's, the Monument and St. Paul's, and

Westminster Abbey, finally jumping into
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AMERICAN VISITORS IN LONDON.

the train as it is pulling out of Charing Cross

Station with the proud consciousness that

London holds no mysteries for them. On

their return to America, as one of their own

writers points out, they invariably speak of

" Dear Old London."

Everyone is aware of the shortcomings of

our domiciliary heating arrangements, and

many will sympathize with the victim in Mr.

Haselden's cartoon. Whether, however, the

species of turnspit is a practical solution of

the problem is doubtful.

THE ADVANTAGES OF THE GRATE FIRE.



GOBEL'S LAST FIGHT.

By EDWARD PRICE BELL.

IP-TOEING into Tricey's

room just before midnight,

Gobel Bruff was startled to

find the girl awake. She was

sitting in bed, her black hair

massed about her white-clad

shoulders. The light was low. Turning it

up, Gobel saw that Tricey had been crying.

" My child, what's the matter ? "

" Nothing, dad," her glance raised steadily

to his.

Slightly pressing back her head, he looked

at her. Her eyeballs and eyelids were red,

her cheeks wet and hot, her slim body at

times sob-shaken.

" What's the matter, Tricey ? Tell old

dad."

" Now, papa," lips twitching as she smiled,

" go on to your work. It's nothing. I'm

crying over a story I read, that's all. Go

now. I'm just as happy as I can be. Go !"

Drawing his face to hers, twice or thrice

she kissed him, then lightly pushed him

away and cuddled between the cool, white

sheets, leaving only a dusky crown visible.

Returning her kisses on the forehead and on

the mouth, Gobel tucked her up and went

out. Beyond the door Tricey heard a sigh,

followed by a heavy tread on the stair.

" Dear old papa ! Will he keep on for

ever stealing in to look at me before he goes

to workâ��just as he did through all the years

I was a child ? He doesn't seem to realize

a bit that I'm almost a woman." Then,

contemplatively, " I wouldn't pain dad for

this whole world !"

Belonging to the after-midnight shift of

puddlers at the Red Hill blast furnace, Gobel

Bruff trudged off to his work, deeply per-

turbed. Tricey's feigned gaiety did not in

the least mislead him. He had not studied

her all her life for nothing. He knew that,

for the first time for many a day, she was

thoroughly unhappy ; and with her unhappy

there was no peace for him. Since her

mother diedâ��an event that went with a

series of other misfortunes to make a

turning-point, and to fix a great sadness in

his historyâ��since that time Tricey had been

his heart's one great treasure.

Plodding on, ahead of him a pale flare in

the night, in his mind's eye Gobel saw the
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old hill-farm and the unpainted wooden shanty

where Tricey was born. How sweet were

those days ! How he loved to wander with

his wife and child through the peaceful,

voiceful, multi-toned tree-world ! Like a deep

shadow, then, came that hapless venture in the

saloon business, when Gobel took over the

trade of his ailing brother, fell to making

prize-fights for money, and drifted out of

sightâ��almost out of memoryâ��of the idyllic

life on his wood-girt farm.

Gobel's pace quickened.

His retrospect had reached the point where

he was battling with that unprecedentedly

stalwart and stubborn rival for a big purse

and the total proceeds of the " gate." He

shut his eyes and tried to forget, hurrying

forward, stumbling through the dark. For

that battle had been the start of all the

mischiefâ��had resulted in his opponent's

death; in the loss of the hill-farm and all his

little fortune ; in his wife's passing away from

shock and grief; and, finally, in his being

torn from Tricey, to eke out in prison a sore

expiation for the sad mischance.

All his fellow-workmen noticed the change

in Gobel that night. His genial wit and

ringing laugh were wanting, and there was an

anxious abstraction in his eyes. At the rests

he did not chat, as was his habit, of his girl

Tricey, who was making a brilliant record in

the public schools, and who always was to

be seen strolling with her big father in the

country lanes on Sunday. The other men

were quick to respect Gobel's mood, for they

knew all about his troubles, and knew how he

and Tricey went regularly to the little hillside

cemetery in the woods to put violets and wild

roses on the grave of the girl the farmer-lad

had so much loved.

His work Gobel did with great effort on

this night. The red rivulets of iron, gliding

out from the base of the smelter, somehow

took on the look of serpents' tongues. Gobel

knew he probably was foolish, but his nerves

were not so good as they used to be. All the

time he was thinking of homeâ��Aunt Rhody's

small house in the suburbs, where he had

found Tricey living when he got back from

prison, and where she and he had been

measurably happy ever since.

" Rhody," said he, stalking into the kitchen

Edward Price Bell.
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"WHAT'S THE MATTER, TJtlCKY? TELL OLD DAD."

at dawn, his skin showing pale through the

grime of the furnace, " have you any idea

what's the matter with Tricey ? I found her

sobbin' in the middle of the night as if her

heart would break."

He sank into a chair, and Aunt Rhody

fixed widening eyes on his haggard face.

" Now, Gobel, for goodness' sake don't

look like that! "

" What's the matter with the girl, Rhody?"

Stammering, Aunt Rhody was unintelligible.

" What is it, Rhody ? "

Gobel had risen and drawn a step nearer,

his eyes boring brand-like into the woman's.

" Gobel ! Gobel! Don't ! It's nothing

grave â�� Heaven forbid ! "

Drawing a deep breath he waited.

" She's grieved over a trifle. It seems a

great matter to herâ��is a great matter to her.

But, after all, it's a little thing, and Tricey

doesn't want me to tt\\ you."

Still Gobel waited.

" But I suppose I must," hurried on Aunt

Rhody. " Yesterday, Tricey was accorded

the graduating honours of her classâ��first
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place, with the right to read in the Main

Assembly Hall before the people. Coming

out of school, after this was announced, she

heard one of the graduating class, in the

presence of all, say that Tricey Bruff was a

common girl, the daughter of a liquor-selling

prize-fighter, who broke his wife's heart, and

killed a man, and served his time in stripes.

These words cut Tricey through like a sickle,

and she sank down crying. Then another

girl, with good intention, took Tricey into a

carriage and drove home with her, to show

her an array of new hats and gowns and

gloves for the exercises, receptions, and balls

of the graduating season.

" ' Will all our class be dressed like this ?'

asked Tricey.

"' Why, yes,' was the reply, ' and the

girls will go in carriages, and have heaps of

flowers.'"

Gobel's back was to Aunt Rhody now.

He fronted the window, his glance raised to

the slow, golden flood breaking over the grey.

That upturned face was lengthy, deep-lined,

strangely touching. That tall, sinewy figure,
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thin at the waist, broad and thick about the

shoulders and chest, long-armed, callous-

handedâ��for some reason it looked much

too splendid for the threadbare, iron-dusty

suit in which it was skimpily clad.

His mouth hard, his look a singular blend

of defiance and tenderness, Gobel was thinking

â�� thinking, for one thing, of the night he

heard his baby daughter "recite " in the little

school-house in the woods, when the room

got too small for him, and he went out and

sat on the creek-bank, with the water-music

in his ears and the star-beauty in his eyes,

and Tricey's genius-lit loveliness overpower-

ing his soul. Finally, without turning round,

he asked, quietly :â��

" Rhody, when does this public readin'

take place ? "

" About a fortnight hence, I think."

" Ah ! " meditatively.

The lights of the city were just well

a-twinkle that evening when there was a

mild sensation in the palatial bar-room of

The Hub, head-quarters of the sports. The

sensation was caused by Gobel Bruff walking

into the place. Years before his great figure

was familiar enough there, known and

admired of every man. But since that

tragic incident in the roped square behind

Gobel's own saloon in the suburbsâ��the

roped square, ringed by tiered seats and lit

by a big flambeauâ��since then Gobel Bruff

had not been seen at The Hub, nor else-

where in the sporting world.

Everybody knew why. The story was

common property among those with whom

Gobel previously had associated, and whose

idol as a fighter he was, that when he came

back from prison his girl Tricey put her arms

round his neck and made him promise that

he would never sell another glass of liquor

nor light another fight. Once or twice after-

ward the sports sent an emissary to ask

Gobel to quit his hard work and poor pay at

the blast-furnace and return to the more

exciting and more lucrative life of the ring.

But Gobel flatlyâ��indeed, rather fiercelyâ��

refused, vouchsafing small comment on the

matter, simply saying he was "busy" and

had "done with the fightin' game."

"This isn't Gobel Bruff, I reckon!" ex-

claimed Colonel Biff Mills, a noted sporting

character, turning from the long, polished

bar, and extending his hand to the ex-cham-

pion.

Colonel Mills had been a life-long friend

of (iobel's ; had won large sums on Gobel's

prowess with the padded gloves. His friend-

ship for the ex-fighter had not ceased with

the latter's adversities. He had sat beside

Gobel at the latter's trial for his life ; had

spent much of his own money on the defence ;

had been kind to Tricey while Gobel was

away ; and now was a regular visitor to Aunt

Rhody's faded sitting-room, to smoke and

chat with his old friend. Yet, seeing Gobel

loom up among the mirrors and mahogany

of The Hub, the Colonel greeted him as

one who had been a great while in some

distant land.

"Colonel," said Gobel, "let's git away

from this crowd a minute; I've somethin' to

say to you."

Through a storm of greetings and of buzz-

ing gossip, Gobel and the Colonel passed

into an adjoining card-room, and sat down

on opposite sides of a strip of green baize.

"Colonel," began Gobel, fingering, unlit,

the cigar handed him by the other, "there's

somethin' doin' to-night at my old place ? "

" There is, Gobelâ��a lot. I reckon we'll

see the best fight we've seen in this town in

ten years. That chap, Jack Wimmer, who

gets my money, is young, but I can see him

at the top of the heap already. He'll finish

the Giraffe inside of ten rounds."

" Colonel, I hear there's to be a bout

before the main fight comes off, and I'm told

Tommy Shugrue, countin' it a cinch for him-

self, is willin' afterward to take on any boxer

for points, layin' a thousand dollars on the

result. Will you ba,ck me against him ? "

The Colonel gasped.

" Will you ? "

"W'yâ��I'll do anything you say, Gobel.

Butâ��howâ��what ? "

" Well, it's for her that I want to do it."

The Colonel was too amazed to get on

with the conversation. So Gobel said :â��

" Tricey's beat 'em all at school, and has

to read a paper on commencement day. Do

you understand, Colonel ? She needs a lot

of things. I ought've had the sense to fore-

see this ; but I didn't. Somethin' has got to

be done."

Instantly the Colonel brightened up.

" Is that all ? " said he. " That's easy. I'll

write you a cheque for what you need."

" No. I couldn't pay you back. I'd have

to do somethin' out of the ordinary, sooner

or later, anywayâ��burglary, or prize-fightin',

or somethin'. I'm bent on tacklin' Shugrue.

If I'm beat, I'll train up a bit, and win back

what you lose. Is it a go ? "

Five minutes later, in a closed cab, the

Colonel and Gobel were on their way to the

Broad Ripple Boxing Club, the modern
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name of Gobel's former establishment. The

Colonel sat bolt upright, a soldier-like little

figure in a frock suit, and with a thin, seamed

face, white hair, and a white "imperial."

Gobel's great bulk lay back in a corner of

the cab, the glimpsing lights revealing the

curious thoughtfulness of his face.

"To be sure," said the Colonel, "Tommy

Shugrue's a shifty scrapper, but when he sees

you he won't be able to box for crab-apples.

In fact, I think he'll have a fit."

Gobel was not so sure of this; he remem-

bered Shugrue as a youngster under the big

flambeau, and did not forget that then he

fulfilled the title of the "Juvenile Cyclone."

However, the ex champion was thinking less

of Tommy than of the place to which he was

going, and which he had not seen since the

night he came out of the front door with his

hands in irons, and with a big policeman

holding either arm. Heartily he wished the

impending proceedings were to be elsewhere ;

he feared some sort of foolish panic might

seize him when he entered the old ring.

Every window of the club was a blaze of

light, and wavering red lines lay athwart the

broad stream that circled and gurgled a

stone's-throw away. Already carriages were

setting down men at the entrance, and large

numbers of persons were arriving on foot.

The hoardings that flanked the approach

told that the great event of the night was to

be a match between Jack Wimmer, champion

of the West, and the Giraffe, " unbeaten

marvel of the East."

The Colonel and Gobel alighted, and

pushed with the gathering throng into the

long bar-room adjoining the arena. They

found themselves in a tremendous crowd, with

glittering lights on every hand, the whole

scene shadowy in spiralled waves of tobacco-

smoke. The talk of the coming events made

a murmur like that of many waters. The

Colonel and Gobel were pressing through the

crowd when suddenly they came face to face

with an old habitue1 of the place.

" By Heaven ! " roared this man, waving a

clenched hand in the air. " It's Colonel Biff

Millsâ��and Gobel Bruff!"

For a moment there was a deep lull, the

crowd astonished, incredulous. Then men

rushed forward, making a great swirl in the

room.

"Sure as fate it's Gobel Bruff!" went up the

cry, and a great cheer crashed into the ceiling,

rebounded, reverberated through the packed

room, ran far out along the incoming flood of

people, causing a great surge forward to dis-

cover the cause of the uproar. The picture

of embarrassment, Gobel tried to shrink to

the dimensions of the Colonel, and glanced

anxiously about for a means of escape. But

the crowd, remembering his misfortunes,

remembering when he had been the unrivalled

hero of the place â�� the hardest, cleanest,

cleverest fighter ever seen in that ringâ��

massed about him until he could not move,

shouting and singing in an overwhelming

chorus.

Suddenly, in the midst of this demonstra-

tion, the secretary of the club, mounting the

bar, stood above the heads of the people.

Holding in one hand a piece of paper, with

the other he motioned for silence.

" I regret to announce," cried the official,

when he could make himself heard, " that

the Giraffe, whom we long have been expect-

ing to arrive at any moment, wires forfeiting

his guaranty, and declining to meet Jack

Wimmer to-night."

There fell a deep, puzzled silence.

" Does he simply back away from it ?"

shouted a frowning sportsman, his eyes bent

on the secretary.

" Apparently," was the reply. " The

management, greatly disappointed, is help-

less. It has provided some minor events for

this evening, but the main match is off, and

all seat-money will be returned."

Colonel Mills was staring at the speaker,

luminous-eyed. All at once, in the con-

tinuing silence, his voice rang out bitingly :â��

" I propose to meet this situation. I

propose to put against Jack Wimmer a foe-

man worthy of his prowessâ��Gobel Bruff! "

A brief, confused murmur, then a deafening

volley of cheers.

" Colonel!"â��Gobel had seized the old man

roughly by the shouldersâ��" this is madness !

The risk is too great ! You'd be ruined !

Let's go !"

"Gobel," cried the Colonel, "it's the

chance of your life. You can break the

shackles to-night. It means liberty for you,

everything for Tricey, and she'll never know.

As for me, don't stop a second. I'm a

gambler, anyhow ; I can afford it. It'll be

among the last decent acts of my life."

Gobel's eyes were wet, the muscles of his

face in strange contortion.

" I can't beat Wimmer, Colonel. I'm not

in training, not fit, andâ��I'mâ��ratherâ��old."

" All the same, untrained, not so young as

you once were, you can win. You're hard as

nails, and the greatest ring general of our

time."

Shaking off Gobel's grip, the Colonel

shouted up to the secretary:â��
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THIS MAN, ITS COLONEL

ODEL BRUFF I

" I challenge Jack Wimmer, in the name

of Gobel Bruff, for to night's purse and the

gate receipts, to the last dollar ! "

Stripped there under the white blaze of

the arc-lampsâ��arc-lamps long since had

replaced the big flambeauâ��those two men

looked very nearly the last word in muscular

magnificence. Still, between them there was

a great and impressive difference. Jack

Wimmer was young, supple, buoyantâ��a pink

Hercules, with lustrous brown eyes, a bold

forehead, and short, dark, virile hair. Keenly

he studied his antagonist, again and again

running his eyes over the tall frame, with its

protrusive groups of whip cord muscles. At

intervals he drew himself up, tensed his proud

limbs, and fidgeted in his cornerâ��plainly

afire for the ironic hand-shake in the centre

of the ring and the call of " Time ! "

Out of the spirit, as out of the body, of

Gobel Bruff had gone the fresh vigour and

aggressiveness of youth. Perceptibly his legs,

arms, and bodyâ��like his faceâ��were drawn,

and there were glints of silver in his close-cut

hair. Quite self-possessed now, he stood in

his corner calmly noting the wonderful young

champion he was to fight. Continually his

seconds beset him with whispered counsel,

but he answered shortly and did not look

roundâ��a mature and silent giant, with no

fierce fight-passion in his heart, even with a

detached, admiring sense of the bodily splen-

dour of his foe. And yet, if one but saw,

deep in the melancholy eyes of this man slept

a kind of resolution that never drew its flint
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and fire from mere greed of gore or glory in

the ring.

Larger and more brilliant, still it was very

much the same old, historic place. The

familiar tiers of seats were thereâ��built up a

little higher, extended a little farther, but

with the same sweep to the doors, and packed

with the same vast, buzzing, tingling crowd.

Little heed gave Wimmer to the spectators ;

his look was glued to the veteran in the

opposite corner. Likewise, Gobel kept his

mind mainly on the arena; but now and

then, a familiar voice ringing out to him

from the circling benches, he lifted his eyes

and smiled. Usually, at such times, his

glance lingered a moment, half-abstractedly

wandering over the close-ranked, eager faces,

as if he saw beyond to other days, when his

blood coursed like a hill-torrent, and he had

no peer in the fistic world.

Like the buzz of bees a-swarm rose the

sound of the betting. Bareheaded, tousle-

haired men, hands full of money, came and

went, arranging wagers. Through his seconds

and supporters, knowledge of the drift

of the gambling flowed down regularly

to Wimmer, and as time passed and sporting

opinion matured, the movement of the odds

threw an ever-brightening look into his fresh

face. Although Gobel's seconds were silent

as to the betting, he knew it allâ��knew that

men who once Would have hung their lives-

on his right arm now jumped with their

fawn-faint money away from his over-taut

muscles and the sprinkled silver in his hair.

" Gentlemen!"

Hatless the referee had advanced into the

ring, and his appearance precipitated a noisy

scrambling and settling into seats.

"Gentlemen !"â��the referee now spoke in

a deep hushâ��" this is to be a finish fight,

under Queensberry rules, and according to

the traditions of this place. The less talk

from the benches, the fairer every man's run

for his money. I do not need to introduce

the fighters. The contest begins at once."

Like a figure in a quadrille appeared that

hand-shaking formality in the centre of the

ring. Then, the seconds falling back, the

principals stood out sharp before the people.

But for cloth-booted feet, muslin-clad hips,

and thinly-gloved hands, they were nude.

The older man, considerably the taller, dis-

tinctly was thinner than his sturdy, rose-tinted,

razor-fit opponent. One moment only, guards

up, they eyed each other. Lion-like, then, the

young man leaped in, with a straight blow at

the jaw, followed by a lightning rain of rights

and lefts. All these, rapidly giving way, with

precision the veteran picked off with his

elbows, or blocked with his great forearms.

" Whew ! "-â��like a bellows-blast from the

benches.

Nothing of dismayâ��only a quick dart of

surpriseâ��crossed Wimmer's face. By this

first savage onslaught he set much store;

often it had been rather more than enough

to win the fight. But this time deftly it was

shed into the airâ��a hailstorm cleft by an iron

gable. Still, Wimmer had met only an un-

expectedly stout and brilliant piece of defence,

and Gobel showed no keenness to come on.

Again the young man sprang in, feinting with

his left for the chin, and driving hard with

his right for the heart. Ignoring the feint,

Gobel stopped the blow and sharply

countered, but went prone into the ropes

under the shock.

"He'sa bit tougher'n I thought," murmured

Wimmer, as he took the sponge, " but I'll

beat him â�� easy."

Went the second round, the third, fourth,

sixth, tenth, and no issue. The night wore on,

and scene succeeded scene, and crisis crowded

crisis, in this intense and terrible drama of

human strength and skill and will.

The twentieth round ?

Only the official score told.

Long since the glasses had ceased to clink

in the bar-room, every eye on the battleâ��

"perchance so overtaxed as to see the arc-

lamps burn dim as tallow candles. Only a

little more laboured the breathing in the ring

than the breathing on the benches. No

advice from the seconds now ; pale, tight-

lipped, silently they worked the sponges,

tilted the water-bottles,grippedandpummelled

drowsing muscles. In the twelfth round the

odds halted, wavered, hurtled to " even"

money. Another burst of Wimmer's power,

and once more they rose, only again to fall,

and now jerkily they leaped from point to

point, like a storm-shocked mariner's needle.

Thirty-odd rounds.

The supremely crucial moment of the

fight.

" Five thousand dollars on Gobel Bruff! "

Erect, close by the ring-side, stood the

lean figure of the Colonel, his thin, seamed

face elevated and defiant. In his uplifted

hand was a great clutch of bank-notes.

Incessantly, from the start, he had been

bettingâ��betting when the odds were in his

favour, when they were against him, when

the money went unit for unitâ��always betting

on the changeless look in Gobel's memory-

haunting eyes.

"Five thousand dollars on Gobel Bruff!"



" Covered !" metallically, from across the

arena.

" Five thousand more !"

A brief hush.

" Covered," in halting tones.

" Another still, and an equal bonus to this

club, if you'll double it! "

Breathless silence.

"Time!"

Reopened the struggle, with a proud curl

on Jack Wimmer's lip, but with an unwonted

whiteness about his features. There before

him, as alwaysâ��alwaysâ��rose the old warrior,

the man with the silver in his hair and the

sadness in his face. As all through, Wimmer

sprang to the offensive, throwing into his

rushes an astounding residual fierceness and

force. Hitherto he had grappled with no
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very sustained or damaging aggressionâ��only

a consummate and unflagging ring-generalship

that baffled all his impetuosity and power.

Shortly, however, he found there had been a

stupendous change; Gobel Bruff's caution

was gone; his taut, far-reaching arms now

were coming in, with terrific upward jabs,

alternating with long, deadly, lateral swings;

and his tall figure was running to punishment

as if it were a baby's caress.

" Foul!"

Hard drivenâ��dodging, backing, clinching,

stalling, striking only for the stomach, kid-

neys, and heartâ��unwittingly Wimmer had

dealt Gobel a deadening blow, danger-

ously low.

" Foul!" from the benches.

" Foul! foul!" cried the Colonel, springing

passionately to the ropes.

Forward and down lurched the crowd, a

wild outcry bursting from those imperilled

below. The referee's eyes flew to Gobel's

face. Lips marble-like, Gobel was waving

back the throng and sternly shaking his head.

" Fair blow," said he, in a hoarse whisper.

" Fair blow ! " ruled the referee.

Again broke the battle, Gobel showing

sad signs of punishment. Yet the Colonel's

confidence, like his gaze, stood unwaveringly

to his hero. The old gambler's thin hands

were tight-gripped, his muscles twitching, his

lips busy with inaudible comment. Presently

a great light flared up in his eyes, and an

odd, strained smile broke over his anguish-

ridden face. Supremely driven, Gobel Bruff

not only had mastered the shock of Wimmer's

low body-blow, but had turned back the

clockâ��was fighting like he used to fight!

Motionless, flushed, glistening-eyed, the

crowd fell under a strange- sense of awe. It

seemed to see more than a great strategist,

tactician, and hitter winning a hard-fought

combatâ��seemed to catch the larger vision of

the life-climax of an intrepid human spirit!

The fortieth round was the last. It

opened and closed with Gobel Bruff resist-

lessly forcing the battle. First, smacking

fiercely at his opponent's face and head,

circling as he struck, he compelled Wimmer

to rotate and block, and to fix his guard ever

more firmly on a level with his chin. All at

once, then, there was a low flash, a muffled

impact, and a sharp groan. Gobel's long left

arm, crooked and rigid, had crashed heavily

into Wimmer's ribs. Gasping, staggering, the

young giant bent almost double. Quickly,

however, he straightened, and dropped his

guard. But his guard was weak, and through

it, again and again, broke that cast-iron hook,

now straight into the stomach, now up and

down the quivering rib-lines.

Reeling into his corner, . half beaten,

thoroughly puzzled, Wimmer sank his guard

lower and lower to stop that torturing body-

punch. One moment Gobel fiddled and

feinted, then hard-retracted his left, his eye

on Wimmer's abrased and swelling waist. At

once the young man's defence set sharply off

his centre, and at the same instant, quick as

lightning, and almost with the force of light-

ning, Gobel rounded crushingly with his

right full on Wimmer's unprotected jaw.

Through it all the crowd's awe had

deepened, the bets forgot, self-stilled. And

that final right swing not only laid Wimmer

at full length on the canvas, but struck the

spectators into a tomb-like hush. With just

the hint of a quaver, the referee's voice tolled

off the decisive ten seconds, Gobel standing

by limp armed, more pain in his face than in

the face of his foe. Not until Wimmer stirred,

until it was seen that he lived, did the spell

break. Then, the crowd leaping free from a

half-formed, nameless terror, those who had

lost joined those who had won in the rolling

thunder-peals of applause that crashed and

throbbed about Gobel's head.

To Tricey the great change that came to

her seemed, not like hard fact, but like a leaf

that had slipped out of a fairy-book to be

bound in the book of her own life. In the

resplendent Main Assembly Hall she stood

up and read her paperâ��beautifully, with

inspiration, as she read everything. But

from first to last she felt that at any moment

the wonderful vision might go, as she had

seen so many rainbows go out of the sky.

Sitting down, suddenly she realized that

bending to her ear was the stately wife of

the principal.

" Delightful paper, Tricey," whispered this

lady; "and how lovely you lookâ��dressed

like a princess, and beautiful as any princess,

too!"

Flowers!

The stage blazed with them.

And who had more than Tricey Bruff?

Nor were all hers languorous with the rich

colour and scent of the hot indoors. Close

to her heartâ��involuntarily, one would have

saidâ��she pressed the rarest mass of wild

bloom that even she had ever seen. Well

she knew where and by whom it was gathered:

up to her it seemed to have come out of the

very hands of her own babyhood. Besides,

in among the stems was tied, not an engraved

card, but a slip of white paper, on which,
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DID THE COLONEL SAY ANYTHING AS TO HOW PAPA HAD MADE ALL HIS MONEY ? "

painfully in lead pencil, was written some-

thing about a cherished memory, a holy place

in the woods, and " old dad's love."

" Aunt Rhody"â��rosy from the great scene

at the school-house, Tricey had entered the

faded sitting-roomâ��"any word yet as to when"

papa is coming home?"

" He's coming very shortly, my child. The

Colonel called this evening to say so."

" He's been so

long away! Did

the Colonel say

anything as to

how papa had

made all his

money ? "

" No ; only that

Gobel, he be-

lieved, had traded

uncommonly well

in the timber. The

Colonel says

Gobel not only has

bought back the

hill place, but has

secured many

fertile acres in the

adjacent lowlands.

And Tricey! The

Colonel says your

papa intends, this

fall, to send you

to the famous

school where your

mother was a

student when her

father's fortunes

failed !"

Tricey scarce

seemed to

hear.

" And when he

comes," said she,

her eyes kindling,

"I'll tell him all

about the graduat-

ing scenes â�� par-

ticularly about to-

night, when I was

on the stage and

could see every-

body perfectly.

I'll tell him, and

tell him honestly,

that I looked at

all those men in their fine clothes, in

their glistening boots, and glistening linen

â��and didn't see a single one that looked

half so kind or noble or handsome as my

old dad. I'll tell him, too, that I didn't

mind a bitâ��indeed, was proud as I could

beâ��when I saw people pointing at me, and

heard them whispering, ' That's the daughter

of Gobel Bruff !' "
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ING EDWARD'S reign has

brought us many things â��

among others, the cult of

youth and the disappearance

of the middle-aged woman.

Here in London we go in

strong for mature en-

chantresses. And now-

adays our social world

seems to be divided

into girls, young

wives, and old ladies

who are great-grand-

mothers. In fact,

several well - known

types have vanished

- perhaps for everâ��

from the scene of

smart society. No

more do we meet

the mature matron,

with her placid grace

and bountiful beauty;

or the handsome

mother of forty, with

her proud mien and

numerous family of

daughters. In

these days we never

come across the

Vol. xxxvi.-68

sweet-faced, smooth-haired single woman, so

well known to our mothers â�� the typical

maiden aunt of the mid-Victorian era ; and

â��sad to sayâ��the ideal old lady has gone

for ever, with her silver hair, neat cap, black

dress, and soft, dignified manners. The old

lady depicted in

Whistler's famous

portrait of his mother

has ceased to exist in

the social world of

1908. In these days

we have arrived at a

type which is charm-

ing but most mono-

tonous. Everyone has

bright eyes, a flower

face, and a slender

form, and everyone is

dressed alike and

dressed to perfection.

But, after all,

eternal youth is by

no means a growth

of modern times,

livery age has had its

antique charmers,

and well-kept beauty

has wrought havoc

mme. do deffand. throughout the cer
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turies. Cleopatra

was forty when she

enslaved Anthony.

Diane d e P o i t i e r s

had reached middle

life before she made

her Royal conquest ;

and the same may

be said of Mme. de

Maintenon, later on,

in the reign of Louis

XIV. Then Mme. du

Deffand, noted as a

wit and social leader,

retained her charms

until late in life, and,

when seventy, is said

to have received an

MLLE. DEJAZET.

offer of marriage from her friend, M. de

Chateaubriand. Vet another (air and

famous Frenchwoman, Mme. Recamier, also

kept her good looks into her seventh

decade, and - at the same advanced age

reckoned Horace Walpole among her

firmest friends and most ardent admirers.

She, by the way, always wore white, pearls

were her only ornaments, and her " velveti-

ness of manner " has passed into a proverb.

The eighteenth century was well blessed

with mature enchantresses. Then, in more

recent years, the French actress, Dejazet, is

said to have been gay and graceful at seventy,

and remained on the stage until that age.

But the best instance of all dates from the

seventeenth century, and is afforded by

Ninon de FEnclos, who kept her radiant

beauty and fatal charm even when she

reached the great

age of ninety.

Our English

social records

afford some

similar examples.

For example, at

the coronation of

George III. the

two most charm-

ing peeresses pre-

sent were said to

have been the

white-haired

Duchess of

Queensberry and

the quite old I.ady

West morland.

One of the

stateliest Coun-

tesses of Pem-

broke took, as her

second husband,

when well over

forty, a young

and handsome Guardsman, who was some

twenty years her junior ; and up-to-date

social life can give several instances of

such uneven marriages. The case of Lady

Castlewood and Harry Esmond is by no

means unknown in the London of to-day.

Youth and beauty are among the things

that matter, and their upkeep has become

one of the sternest creeds of modern

womanhood. lint if we work hard we

1

THF DL'CHfcSS Of QUEFNSBEHRV.
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score a success and know the joys of

attainment.

Modern mothers are as frisky as their

daughters, and we have at last arrived at a

race of juvenile grandmothersâ��this not only

in looks and manner, but also in ways of life

and in interests and amusements. Women

of sixty, or even seventy, yacht, hunt, shoot,

dance, play golf and hockey, and drive their

own motors. One peeress, who was married

in the early 'sixties, still rides her bicycle in

r ,

r

I

the streets of London ; and another even

now leads cotillons, although she is the

proud owner of several grandchildren. And

these evergreen matrons not only share the

sports of youngsters, but show the same

verve and go, and the same untiring energy.

They attend balls, even when they are

not chaperons, are seen at the Opera

night after night, do week-ends, and play

bridge into the small hours of the morning.

Then they run over to Paris merely to fit a

frock, go to Biarritz or Monte Carlo for a

week, and even do trips on their own to New

York, India, or the Antipodes. Indeed,

another widowed peeress, whose marriage

dates from the 'sixties, will go off alone to

remote lands, where she sleeps in a tent and

lives in the most primitive manner.

Americans and Parisians also play the

game of youth with splendid success. Anglo-

American marriages became the mode in the

'seventies, and several ladies who " crossed

the pond" in those far-off days have kept

ever young and remained social queens for

<

1

I

at least two generations. Among these are

Consuelo Duchess of Manchester, the Hon.

Lady Carington, Lady Molesworth, Lady

Paget, wife of General Sir Arthur Paget,

and Mrs. George Cornwallis West.

In Paris one often meets young and

pretty women who, much to one's surprise,

prove to be the mothers of grown-up sons

who are at college, in the Army, or in the

diplomatic service.

Eternal youth is the vogue of the moment,

and everything in lifeâ��art, dress, rules of

health, and toilet inventionsâ��tends towards

\

Prwtta Photo. 6jri consuelo duchess ok Manchester. [Lafayette. Loudvu.
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the exit of the

middle-aged woman.

And she is out of it

on the stage and in

fiction. Balzac's

" Femme de Trente

Ans " seems a back

number, as many

heroines in our

modern novels are

well on in the forties

and fifties. And the

same note is sounded

in our twentieth-

century dramas.

Queen Alexandra is

perhaps the best

instance of a lady

long past her prime

who has kept much

of beauty, grace, and

youthful fascination.

Age is an open secret

with Royal person-

ages, and most of us

know that our

gracious Queen will

reach the age of sixty-

four on the first of

next December. Yet

her perfect features

remain; she is still

slender in figure, is bright and alert,

and keeps as keen as ever on many

interests and amusements. She is still a

good walker, can drive her own motor, is a

regular opera-goer, attends balls and parties,

and is always dressed to perfection.

Many of our society women look young and

MRS, GEORGE CORNWALLIS WEST.

From Photos, by Lujattctle. London.

bright at sixty;

among others,

(ieorgiana Countess

of Dudley, who was

married in 1865. Hut

singers and actresses

seem to retain their

youth in the most

remarkable manner.

Mrs. Langtry was

born in 1852, yet,

gowned by Paquin,

played the part of a

young wife in " A

Fearful Joy " at the

Haymarket Theatre!

Miss Fllen Terry

confesses to sixty in

her recent memoirs,

but we may yet see

her as Qlivia or

Marguerite. Sarah

Bernhardt is known

to be past sixty, yet

she reigns supreme

in her own theatre in

Paris. Then Mine.

Patti appeared at

Covent Garden in

1861, but can still

sing " Comin' Thro'

the Rye " and other

songs like a woman of forty.

Much can be said on the side of perennial

youthfulness. The desire to prolong one's

youth shows vital force, and is said to be a

sure proof of our national well-being. And

every woman, for her own sake, would tain

keep fresti and young, as she is well aware
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that so long as her looks remain she can still

rule men, and there will be no " Finis"

written on the page of her book of life.

Also, youth and beauty add much to the

gaiety of nations. Goldsmith put a true

sentence into the mouth of his Emma

Hardcastle : "The next thing to being pretty

oneself is to have pretty relations." This

saying serves up the case in a nutshell.

But there are, as ever, two sides to the

question, and some folks declare that our

modern world has not gained on the trans-

action. Old wives and young husbands

may make marriage a failure. Then the

certainly make the best of their opportunities.

No doubt the way in which many modern

women prolong their youth is apt to keep

the loaves and fishes from their youthful

contemporaries.

One hears a note of complaint that many

young girls are unable to get the cash they

need, because their mothers and married

sisters spend such vast sums on dress,

diamonds, and personal decoration. The

older women keep a tight hand on money,

for, like Solness, in "The Master Builder,"

they fear the younger generation which is

now knocking at their doors. Well, we must

London debutante has by no means the rosy

time with which she is credited. Nowadays

she has as her deadly rivals the whole tribe

of young (and middle-aged) married women.

These marauders can do, say, and wear what

they like; and will pluck from her the

partners â�� temporary and permanent â�� to

whom, by every right, she is entitled.

Indeed, our up-to-date " comer-out" has

not half such a good time as her sister

" bud" across the Atlantic. Even now, in

New York and Washington, mostâ��but, of

course, not allâ��married women consent to

take a back seat, and to leave a free field for

their daughters and granddaughters. And

these young ladies rule with a will, and

take the world as we find it, and, at any rate,

much can be said in favour of the mature

enchantress.

The reverse of the medal makes a study of

interest. King Edward's reign has given us

the craze for eternal youth, butâ��oddly

enoughâ��it has also brought us the cult of

grey-haired beauty. A few years ago, to let

one's hair turn white meant nothing less than

social suicide. But now all is changed, and

several smart women are noted for their

white hair as well as for their beauty and

fascination. In these days grey locks are apt

to arrive in early middle age, and a young

face framed in white hair has a marked and

most piquant attraction. But it must be
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admitted that the blanched brunette gets the

innings. Grey hairâ��which, after all, has a

poudre effectâ��tones in well with dark eyes

and eyebrows and a vivid complexion.

Among society women who wear grey hair,

and yet retain a look of youth and beauty,

may be mentioned the Countess de Grey,

Lady Henry Bentinck, Mrs. Hall Walkerâ��

who has the Sheridan charm â�� and Countess

Fritz Hochburg, who is a sister of Lord

From a nolo, hi

Fermoy. Then Mine. Maurice Ephrussi

represents grey-haired youth and smartness

in Parisian society ; and as for Mrs. John

Jacob Astorâ��well, she is as much admired

in London as in her native America.

Taste in dress is on the up grade, and has

done much for grey hair and also for the

middle-aged sisterhood. Women who have

passed their first youth are no longer doomed

to wear black, brown, or such-like sombre

colourings. White is now as much used by

mothers and aunts as by youthful debutantes.

And Royal ladies who have reached or

ssed middle life show a marked fondness

for white and cream colour. This may be

specially noted in the case of Queen

Alexandra and her sister, the Empress Marie

of Russia, and Queen Margherita of Italy.

An artist in colour can do much for grey-

haired women. Grey,is kind to them, and

so also is pink, and these soft shades can be

combined in charming fashion. For instance,

the before mentioned Mrs. John Jacob Astor

wore a notable costume at one of the Royal

\

I

\l.afayetU-. London.

Courts of 1907. This consisted of a gown

in silver tissue and a pink velvet train of the

exact shade of a La France roseâ��a mixture

of grey and pink that suited her grey-h'ired

but regal beauty to perfection. And Lady

de Grey once appeared in a grey chiffon

frock with rubiesâ��a costume that has become

historic.

To hark back for a moment to the subject

of perennial youthfulness. " How to become

an evergreen " sounds like a topic for the

silly season ; and certain it is that the secret

of eternal youth would make a multi-mil-

lionaire of its lucky possessor. But this
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priceless recipe is still unknown, and we

poor women must keep our looks at the cost

of unceasing watchfulness. Even so wise a

man as the late Mr. Gladstone once re-

marked : " All time and money spent in

training the body pays better than any other

investment." And this dictum seems to have

been taken to heart by modern womanhood.

Time, trouble, and much money are now

spent on the art of beauty and on physical

culture.

Let us, for a moment, take stock of the

situation. Some of us -and perhaps the

â� wisestâ��trust to Nature, and try to do the

trick by plain living and high thinking. The

so-called " simple life " has become a watch-

word of the twentieth century. Early hours

bid fair to return to favour ; meat and alcohol

are avoided ; and lemonade or mineral water

seem to rival champagne as the drink of the

moment. Then rest - cures have come to

stay ; and many of us find that one hour of

quiet, once in the day, will do much to pre

serve our youthful vitality. " Why does a

woman look older than a man ? " sounds

like a question invented to advertise a patent

medicine ; but the answer to it may be

suggestive. Women tire sooner than men.
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and the symptoms of fatigue are terribly un-

becoming. Rest is one of the secrets of

eternal youthfulness. Diet-cures are also a

current craze, and the best of them will tend

to preserve our figures and complexions.

Indeed, plain food has higher qualities, and

is said to help us in our upward courseâ��

mental, psychic, and spiritual. Deep breath-

ing, which hails from America, will also do

much in the same directions ; and exercise,

fVoifi a I'huto. ity\

of all sorts, is one of our modern watchwords.

Women walk and ride, play golf and hockey,

swim and dive, and now fencing has become

a fad of the period.

Some of us practise the minor arts of

jumping and skippingâ��even of battledore

and shuttlecock. Skipping, by the way, has

been a habit for several centuries. "Go

home and buy a skipping-rope, and use it

three times a day," was the advice given to a

patient by 1 )r. Abernethy, a blunt medicine-

man of the Georgian period. Then, of

course, there can be no doubt that the

woman of to-day preserves her freshness by

mean> of many baths and much care given

to the face, hair, eyes, and complexion.

Figures are also carefully treated, and for

this purpose a self-denying ordinance is

rigidly practised.

Beauty doctors have their uses, and so

also have the masseurs and the teachers of

Swedish exercises. But, after all, we only

follow the lead of the ancients. The women

of ancient Greece lived in the open air,

tended their forms and faces, did gymnastics,

and worked with a will to maintain a high

standard of health and physical perfection.

Anyhow, the fact remains that we keep our

youth, and that middle age is at a discount

in the twentieth century. jn-m

QUKEN MARGHEKITA OF ITALY.

Si**Â®
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Written and Illustrated by HARRY FURNISS.

N countries where the inhabi-

tants are callous of death the

comic side of crime is, of

course, more evident than

where life is taken more

seriously. I will illustrate what

I mean. Though it is hardly a crime I am

about to write of, yet it ended in a death, so

that the telling of

it in this series may

be permi s s i b 1 e.

The story is a true

one, and was related

to me by an old

friend, who was the

colonel of a Sikh

regiment in India.

The officers were

much annoyed (it

was not my friend's

regiment, but

another) by some

native hanging about

the mountain above

their camp and

"sniping" them with

a rifle. Bullets occa-

sionally came

through the officers'

tent and rendered

matters somewhat

alarming. The colonel

sent for his orderly,

a native soldier, and

said he wanted a

squad to go over the

mountain that night

and catch the mis-

creant who was

annoying them.

T.ie orderly

saluted, and begged to be allowed to act

alone, assuring his colonel that he would

soon catch the culprit. The officer, admiring

his pluck, agreed, and the next morning

the soldier walked in with the head of the

sniper.

The officers were loud in their praise of

the soldier's valour.

Vol. xxxv..â��63.

OH, SIHS, I HAD NO DIFFICULTY,' HE SAID. * YOU SEE,

KNEW HIS WAYS. HE WAS MY FATHER."'

"Oh, sirs, I had no difficulty," he said.

" You see, I knew his ways. He was my

father."

We are so satiated with political crimes day

after day that I have avoided them in

these pages. I may, however, mention that

my friend, the late Sir Henry Thompson,

the great surgeon at the latter half of the

Victorian era, was

once rather startled

by receiving a

testimonial of thanks

from the Socialistic

body.

Sir Henry was a

typical aristocratâ��an

old-fashioned,

orthodox courtier. He

was extremely proud

of his professional

services and his

social intercourse with

Emperors, Princes,

and all of high

degree, and of his

services (which, alas !

were hopeless, as the

case was impossible)

to the dying ex-Em-

peror of the French,

Napoleon III.

Well, after the

Emperor's death, Sir

Henry received a

warm letter of thanks

from the Socialists,

"in return for his

services to humanity

in having so ably

1 made away with a

tyrant ! "

said that Socialists are

And yet it is

devoid of humour!

The title of these articles is sufficient to

prove that the writer is not of a morbid turn

of mind ; in fact, I have only once in my life

had the curiosity to witness a trial for murder,

and then not so much to hear the details as

to study the man on trial for his life. It was
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THANKS TO SIR HENRY THOMPSON.

not a case about which there was any doubt,

nor was it one to rouse the sympathy of an

honest man. The prisoner was one of the

worst villains this wicked world has ever

known â�� a strong, determined, successful,

cold-blooded scoundrel. From my artistic

point of view it would be interesting, I

thought, to study him under the ordeal of

trial. Besides, I was in a country where

many wretches had been tried beforeâ��

Australia. Although the crime, or crimes,

had been committed in Australia, the mur-

derer, like Deeming, was an Englishman.

His name was Butler. His trial, however,

did not cause the sensation at home that

Deeming's did, for Deeming had murdered

his parents in England and hidden their

bodies under a slab in the house he occupied.

In a similar way he had murdered and hidden

his victims in Australia, and the discovery of

one crime led to the discovery of the others.

Butler had quite as many victims, but he

went to Australia for his prey, and there-

fore the interest was more local. But it

was a sensational trial all the same, for the

wretch tried his best to cheat the hangman

by destroying himself.

Butler's plan of criminal campaign was

simplicity itself, and therefore his victims

were innocent, unsuspecting persons, who

were cajoled into believing that Butler was

an expert in prospecting in the bush, and

knew where Morgan mines and Aladdin's

Caves were to be easily found. It is comic

*hink how many persons do not stop to

consider that these "experts," if they really

did know where the treasures were, would

not fail to keep the secret, and the profit, to

themselves.

Naturally, a retired seafaring captain was

one of the victims of these fairy stories. I

think it was for this one case Butler was tried,

though he had murdered others in the same

way.

His modus operandi was extremely simple.

Alone with his gulled victim in the bush,

Butler, after marking out a certain spot about

seven feet by two and a half feet, seated

himself, lit his pipe, and told his victim to dig

down to a depth of about four feet. Then,

when the unsuspecting prospector had finished

his task, Butler, seated behind him, drew his

revolver and shot him dead.

Butler's touch of humour was to make his

victims dig their own graves.

The murderer, after robbing the corpse

of money and keys, filled in the earth

and returned to the city, ransacked the

lost owner's rooms, and, if necessary,

personated him and obtained his money

and belongings. This little game he carried

out time after time. Probably he would

have carried on his crimes much longer but

UUTLER AS HE APPEARED ON THE FIRST AND

LAST DAYS OF HIS TRIAL.
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for an old farmer named James Wood, who,

with a keen eye, noticing fresh earth un-

accountably exposed, made a search and

found the body of Weller, the last victim.

The back of the skull of the unfortunate

man had marks of a bullet wound, showing

how neatly Butler had taken aim. I recollect

the counsel for the prisoner raised the

question of suicide, and the doctor, with the

skull of the murdered man, showing how

impossible it was for a man to fire a pistol

at the back of his own head. This evidence

immensely amused the prisoner in the dock,

Butler twirling his moustache and seemingly

enjoying the joke. His manner at the

beginning of the trial was jocular. He

looked about him in a jaunty style. He

apparently believed he was one of the actors

in a comedy. After some of the evidence,

however, he sat glum and sullen, and looked

the brute he was. His low forehead, thick

underlip, tremendous neck, and cruel face

showed the man. As the evidence of the

police and others rolled out, and his fate

seemed sealed, his whole expression changed,

and he became insolent and defiant.

I was seated not far from the dock, which,

by the way, was in the centre of the court, and

into which prisoners are brought up from the

cells below, through a trap door in the floor.

The dock had railings with long spikes, and in

conversation with the Attorney-General, who

prosecuted, and who told me that Butler

was a desperate character and fought the

warders, and threatened to either do for them

or himself, I said, " 1 wonder the prisoner

does not jump up and spike himself effec-

tually." This remark Butler must have over-

heard, for the next day he did jump up on

the bench and throw himself on the spikes,

with the evident intention of killing himself!

Failing in this, he became very violent, and

seemed to lose all control of himself, fought

the warders, and, being allowed tobacco

when in his cell, tried to commit suicide by

jagging his throat with a small tin tagâ��a piece

of metal inserted in plug tobacco on which

the name of the manufacturer is embossed.

Failing a second time to kill himself, his

brutality increased, and the warders were

obliged to encase his hands in leather

muffs and bind them with straps to his

sides.

The last day of all which ended this strange

trial showed Butler a pitiable object. His

bravado had all disappeared, his face was

ghastly white, he scowled at the judge, his

eyes were wild, his figure collapsed ; he was

a shrunken, miserable-looking object, a

remarkable contrast to the blusterer in the

dock when the trial began. His voice had

gone, and he could only whisper his state-

ment to his counsel, who had to stand close

to the dock and repeat it in a clear voice to

the Court.

When the judge was summing up, late on

Saturday night, I was on the stage in the

theatre giving my lecture-entertainment, in

which I tell a story of an escaped convict.

I impersonated a felon, and, after rushing

about the stage trying to escape, I made

my exit, somewhat exhaustedâ��which was

generally thought by my agent, by the way,

would be an impossible part of my pro-

gramme to give in Australiaâ��when I heard

the boys in the street calling out, " Butler

sentenced to death ! Scene in court! " So

I was not in at the final scene in the tragedy,

after all.

Some men on the Bench had better be off

it. Like judges in the Highest Court, they

remain too long and are caught napping.

My old friend, Frank Lockwood, was once

engaged in a dog case, and Chief Justice

Coleridge was asleep in his chair. Sir Frank

slammed the table in front of him, and

said loudly to the witness he was cross-

examining :â��

"Tell me, sir, is it not a fact that some

dogs who have been too long on the bench

go to sleep ? "

The Lord Chief woke up, and listened to

the rest of the case.

When I was writing an illustrated London

letter years ago, I made the following note on

the subject, which I called :â��

" AFTER FOUR O'CLOCK.

" Surely there should be a Superannuation

Act for county court judges, coroners, and

others who are entrusted with important

public work, and who hang on to their office

long after they have become physically in-

competent to transact their duties as they

should be done. It is not so very long ago

that very stringent measures had to be taken

to compel a senile coroner to relinquish his

position ; and a few evenings since I heard a

Londoner, well known in society, complain

of the way in which he had been treated

by a decrepit county court judge. My

friend, wishing to make a present of a ring

to a friend of his who was on the eve of being

married, bought the article, and handed it to

the jeweller, with instructions to have a suit-

able inscription engraved upon it, making a

stipulation that it should be finished and

returned by a certain date, otherwise it would

be useless. Months elapsed before the ring
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was delivered. It was sent back to the

jeweller. The tradesman took out a sum-

mons, and my friend had to come back to

town and sit in a stuffy court all day without

the case being called. Next morning he

bribed the usher

to let him know

when the case

was called. He

was sent for at

lunch-time, and

sat till a quarter-

past four listen-

ing to anything

but edifying

matters which

had to be dis-

posed of first. By

this time the old

gentleman on

the Bench was

fast asleep.

The jeweller's

case was

called, and my

friend's solicitor

its close the legal

entangled himself

'after four o'clock.'

stated the defence. At

functionary slowly dis

from the embrace of

Morpheus, opened one eye, grunted, 'Verdict

for plaintiff,' and lumbered heavily out of

court. My friend was furious, and addressed

the judge in terms the reverse of polite.

The usher endeavoured to pacify him, and

eventually led him out of court, and, after

pocketing another half-sovereign, he re-

marked, ' Yes, sir; it's very 'ard, I know.

But, you know, sir, he allers gives a verdict

for the plaintiff after four o'clock !' And

this is the way the law is administered in

Merrie England !"

I recollect Justice Hawkins trying one

of Jabez Balfour's gang at the Old Bailey.

The case was known as " The Liberator

Case."

There was a touch of satire in the

title, "Liberator" Building Society case, for

many of the poor, duped shareholders

were thrown into the workhouse, and some

of the promoters into jail. I saw one

of the moving spirits getting it hot from

Sir Henry Hawkins, the judge at the Old

Bailey, afterwards Lord Brampton, during

the last few days. Apropos of this case,

there is an incident which I do not

think has been published, but it was

current talk at the time of the arrests,

and, I think, is worth relating, if only

to illustrate the vagaries of the whirligig

of Time. One of the culprits was

noted for being very severe on the Bench,

and upon one occasion he sentenced some

wrong doer to a month for a very trivial

offence. This roused the ire of the sen-

tenced one, and as he was leaving the

dock he turned

round and,

disregarding the

probable conse-

quences, re-

marked to him,

significantly:â��

"All right,

g u v'n or; all

right. I reckon

I'll be just about

comin' out when

you're goin'

in !"

Jabez Balfour

in his book thus

describes his

first acquaintance

with a " Black

Maria "

" I found that the vehicle was packed with

the refuse of the London police-courts. They

apparently knew each other very well, and

were on the most excellent terms of friend-

ship with their guardian, who walked up and

down the corridor and chaffed them un-

mercifully, especially the female prisoners.

I was amazed at the terms of jaunty familiar-

ity which existed between the prisoners and

the officers of the law, and for the first time

I became acquainted with the slang of prison

life, which I found to be full of words which

are not in the Standard Slang Dictionary,

and to which I cannot even now attribute

any reasonable origin."

A great friend of mine, for many years one of

the best of the London police magistrates, Gil-

bert E. Kennedy, of Marlborough Street, wish-

ing to find out what it was like to take the ride

in the " Black Maria " to which he had con-

demned so many prisoners, took the journey

himself, and he informed me afterwards that he

never had such an uncomfortable journey in his

life. This torture of untried people, by boxing

them up like cattle, is therefore likely to be

seen to in time. The little divisions into

which the travellers are penned is a modern

"improvement." In the old days there were

no divisions, but one long seat like in a

bus, and there is a story (was it Montagu

Williams's or poor Frank Lockwood's ?) of a

"swell," taken off in the "Black Maria" with

the other ordinary police-court prisoners,

being frightfully disgusted by a drunken old
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"*OCfll ME DARLINT.' OBSERVED THE LADY FROM THE GUTTER, 'MAYBE YOU FORG1T Ol'vE AS MUCH ROIGHT

TO RIDE IN THIS AS YOU HAVE!"*

Irishwoman leaning against him as they

jolted along. He tried to move away, and

mildly protested. "Och ! me darlint,"

observed the lady from the gutter, " maybe

you forgit Oi've as much roight to ride in

this as you have !"

Our police are

not always perfect

beings. They have

black sheep in

their midst, but

these are luckily

few. These fewâ��

when found outâ��

tarnish the good

name of'the force.

A friend of mine

had an amusing

experience of the

lighter side of

police crime when

the " Muzzling of

Dogs Order" was

in force. He

allowed his pet

dog to stray out-

side the front

garden gate, but

kept his eye upon

it. Presently he

saw a policeman

come round the

corner and whistle

gently to the dog. As soon as he got in

reach of it he stooped down and took off the

dog's collar, pocketed it, marched the dog to

the front door, and gave notice that he

would summon my friend for allowing the

dog to stray with-

out a collar.

v_ .. My friend came

out and said,

"We'll settle this

at once. Here, get

into this hansom.

Driver, take us to

Marylebone

Station at once."

There the con-

stable entered the

box and charged

my friend.

" That police-

man, sir," said my

friend, " is a liar

and a thief."

" That is a very

serious charge to

make," observed

the magistrateâ��I

think it was Mr.

Plowden, so per-

haps he added,

" You must not

allow your choler

to rise."

THE POLICEMAN AND THE COLLARS.
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" That policeman," continued my friend,

" stole the collar off that dog an hour ago.

Will you, sir, ask him to empty his pockets?"

At the magistrate's command the policeman

had to do so. The first dog's collar was that

belonging to my friend. This was followed

by a dozen othersâ��his morning's work. I

do not suppose he stole them to sell, but to

gain promotion for being " smart."

The magistrate's " choler " rose then, and

the career of the policeman fell.

I was speaking just now of Mr. Justice

Hawkins, and I will end this paper with one

or two stories about him. There is no doubt

Hawkins owed his great success to being a

thorough man of the world, with a keen sense

The judge more quietly slipped in a three-

penny-bit !

In the vestry the bag was opened by the

churchwardens. " The bank-note," says the

wary Hawkins, "looked like mine." When

the bag was shaken and the wretched

threepenny - bit dropped out, a church-

warden (according to the judge's chaplain,

who was present) cried :â��

"D that High Sheriff!"

"'Orkins" follows this little dodge of his

in getting credit for benevolence by another

scene in church when the bag was brought

round.

" All eyes were upon me, I knew, and had

I not known I should have felt. I under -

" THE DAG WAS SHAKEN AND THE WRETCHED TH kEEPENNY-lilT DROPPED OUT.'

of the ridiculous. There is one short chapter in

the second volume of his reminiscences which

he has given with much humourâ��the descrip-

tion of " the pompous Sheriff of Devizes' "

ostentatious display when Justice Hawkins

was on circuit.

" Everything concerning him was on a

large scale, so that when'we went to church

and the offertory was collected, instead of the

unassuming little crimson bag at the end of a

stick coming round, indicating that only a

proportionate amount of your income was

expected, they brought to our pew a recep-

tacle almost as large as an old-clothes bag,

and capable of holding your sahry for the

whole year."

Into this Mr. Justice Hawkins relates

how the pompous Sheriff extracted from his

pocket a bank-note, " which he dropped into

the capacious reservoir of Christian charity."

stood them ; they were anxious to see what

the judge would give." (The italics are his

own.) On this occasion the judge pretended

to be much occupied in singing the hymn.

" I was singing lik-e a robin," he writes,

" ' From Greenland's Icy Mountains,'" a

hymn he had heard many times before, and

those icy mountains gave him, he declares, a

cold shudder. On this occasion they served

to give the cold shoulder, and nothing else, to

the churchwarden who was passing the

bag (a particularly inviting one, lined with

white satin, trimmed with red). " It is

wonderful how one's attention may be en-

grossed by delightful music," adds the judge,

and this little comedy he performed in broad

daylight, on a raised dais, in the presence of

the whole congregation.

He gave nothing !

Mr. Justice Hawkins tells of his horror of
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draughts, but he does not publish the story

I have often told on the platform of a certain

judge, Mr. Justice Keating, I think, who

took a rise out of Hawkins over his faddism.

Judges suffered, counsel suffered, jurymen

" Well, let me finish," went on Keating,

" Yes, you diedâ��and you were to be cremated

at Woking. We were all to go down to see

the last of you, but, alas ! I overslept my-

self, and arrived by a later train, just as our

"l WAS StNGING LIKE A ROlilN."

fainted, witnesses writhed in agony, the

officials gasped for breath. It was the hottest

day of the year. Yet the selfish Hawkins

smiled, and had every window and door of

the court kept closed.

So one day Keating told him that he had

had a dreadful dream. He dreamt Hawkins

was dead.

" I say, Keating, none of that, please ,

that's no subject to joke about," pleaded

Hawkins, who had, I believe, a great fear of

dying.

brother-members of the Bench were returning.

However, I went on to the Crematorium,

determined to see something of you, my dear

friend, and I bribed the attendant to let me

look in. So he pulled back a little metal

disc about the size of a five-shilling piece,

enough to put my eye to. Oh ! The heat!

It was dreadful!! But I peered in again,

and there I saw a little pile of white ashes,

and from those ashes came your familiar

voiceâ��' Keating, Keating! Shut that door;

there is a draught here 1!'"

{To be continued.)



By FRANK SAVILE.

ITTLE Roseen's heart nearly

stopped beating!

A moment beforeâ��such a

tiny momentâ��the day had

been an over-brimming glory

of light and life and music.

The garden had echoed and re-echoed to the

morning song of the birds ; mellow out of the

distance came the languid splash of ripples in

the cove. The dew spangled the grass at

her feet; the sunlight played hide and seek

among a hundred green shadows of beech

and oak and pine. And the day was only

just beginningâ��there were hours and hours

before herâ��hours filled with more possibili-

ties of delight than any " grown-up" could

possibly imagine. The garden and the

beach ? What could not one do with such

a garden and such a beach on this most

entrancing day ?

And now?

The sudden shadow of tragedy smirched

the morningâ��its grim sword might fall at

any moment. For Rags, the wild, the

scatterbrained, the heedless, most common-

place of mongrels, but the very darling of her

heart, had signed his own death-warrant!

There he stood, amid the ruins of her

brother-in-law's pet begonia bed, digging with

his mighty paws, flinging soil out of a hole

already a full foot deep, and doing it with a

whole-hearted enjoyment of his sin which

proved all former punishments to be things

most thoroughly forgotten or despised.

Little Roseen rushed at him with a cry of

mingled terror and reproach. He whirled

round to meet her. His soil-stained paws fell

upon her shoulders. His enthusiasm, in

fact, rolled her over into the hole which he

had dug. Under the impression that she

had come to share his labours, he resumed

his energetic assistance !

She smote at him indignantly ; she made

wild and ineffectual attempts to scrape to-

gether the scattered soil and heal the terrible

wound in the earth. Too lateâ��too late I

Voices sounded behind her. She gathered

herself up to meet the bewildered, and then

wrathful, countenances of her sister Muriel

andâ��alas! alas !â��of Muriel's husband, Jack

Thornton.

With strong instinctive common sense

Rags read and understood the expression

upon his master's face. As the latter made

a rush at him he tore himself from Roseen's

embrace and fled through the fence. Captain

Thornton flung many stones and anathemas

in the direction of his retreat, and then

returned to inspect, with grim determination,

the ruin of the begonias. He gave a conclu-

sive little nod of the head.

" That settles it!" he said, slowly. " He's

had his chance. He's chased the sheep, run

the poultry, dug up the geraniums, and

broken the cucumber-frames. He'll destroy

no more. I shall shoot him to-night !"

Roseen gave a despairing little shriek and

fell at her brother-in-law's feet.

"Oh, pleaseâ��pleaseâ��please!" she sobbed.

"He didn't know any betterâ��oh, he didn't

know !"

He picked her up gently, and began to

brush the mud from her frock.

"My little Roseen," he said, "you don't

understand. We can't have dogs to live with

us who demolish everythingâ��who can't be

taught by punishments. And he is not a

valuable dog. He is not a real Newfound-

landâ��only a mongrel cross."

" But I love him ! " she cried, desperately.

" I don't care what he isâ��I love him

dearly ! "

She turned wildly to her sister.

" Beg him ! " she entreated. " Muriel,

darling, beg Jack to forgive Rags this once !"

Muriel looked at the forlorn little figure

at her feet, and then, with a half doubtful

smile, at her husband.

" Couldn't weâ��this once, Jack ? " she

asked.

He shook his head.

"No, dear," he said. "I told you that

next time he broke out he would have to go.

I have quite decided."

A shadow fell across Muriel's face. She

had been married only six months. This

was the first time that a request of hers had

been met by her husband's direct refusal.

" Not for my sake, Jack ? " she pleaded.

" No," he answered, firmly. " Please don't

press it any more. I have made up my mind.

I seldom change it."
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" l.ITTI.K ROSEEN RUSHED AT HIM WITH A CRY OF MINGLEO TERROR AND REPROACH.

The cloud in Muriel's eyes grew deeper.

" It's not a great thing for a wife to ask,"

she said. " I don't think that I deserve

to have it refused, Jack."

He made a gesture of irritation towards

Roseen.

" L think it would be better if you took

her in," he said. " It is bad for her to cry

like that, and the more we discuss matters

the more her tears will influence you."

She drew the child up in her arms. She

gave him a look which was half surprise, half

expostulation.

" You refuseâ��absolutely ? " she questioned.

" Absolutelyâ��and finally," he replied. " I

shall shoot Rags to night."

Vol. xxxvi.â�� 70.

There was a cold

and inexorable

tone in his voice

which Muriel had

never heard before.

It roused her

usually gentle

temper into flame.

It was as if her

husband had be-

come a different

manâ��an enemy.

" If you do," she

cried, fiercely, as

she turned towards

the house, " if you

really do, I'll-I'll

never forgive you."

Thornton an-

swered with no

more than a slight

shrug of the shoul-

ders. He watched

her silently out of

sight, and then

strolled slowly on

towards the stables.

A minute later

Roseen was weep-

ing out her story

into the sympa-

thetic ears of her

Irish nurse, Mary

Kate. To the

child's imagination

it was as if her

whole world had

fallen about her in

ruin. Rags con-

demned to die !

Muriel quarrelling

â��actually quarrel-

ling with Jack on

her account ! Surely two such awful things

had never happened before upon a peaceful

summer morning ! It was incredibly terrible ;

her little heart felt as if it must burst beneath

its load of woe !

But Mary Kate refused to take this pessi-

mistic view of matters. She was glib with

consolations.

" Sure, the Captain's a quick manâ��a very

quick manâ��but he'd no more cross the

misthress in the matter of wan mongrel cur

than he'd be flyin' through the windy. Make

y'rsilf aisy, me darlint ! He'll be kissin' y'r

sister's feet before the day's out, and pro-

misin' her the life of any cat or any dog she

likes to set her value on. He will so, now,
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and do you set there and wipe y'r face and

shmile at me as ye have a right to shmile.

Look, now! I'll give ye me box of jools to

play wid ! "

A child's mind is easily influenced. Roseen

was far from satisfied, for she could not help

remembering that she had both seen and

heard what Mary Kate had not. But to play

with the " jools" was a very special joy,

reserved for very special occasions, and even

her doubts could not bring her to refuse it.

With childish optimism she put the question

of Rags away at the back of her mind and

watched her nurse put the little red box on

the table.

Mary Kate's "jools " were not gems of any

intrinsic value. The Innishlyne coast is

famous for the number of agates, coarse

amethysts, and other stones of a like class

which are to be found along the foreshore.

Mary Kate, who indulged in a decided, if

innocent, taste for flirtation, had many

admirers. It was quite an ordinary custom

for the youths of the district to bestow their

occasional finds upon the objects of their

regard, and Mary Kate had amassed quite a

little hoard. It was this that she was looking

to to divert the melancholy trend of her

small charge's meditations.

Roseen opened the box and rummaged her

fingers among the stones. She was quick to

notice oneâ��a small, deep red pebble, shot

with lines of whiteâ��which had been added

since her last inspection. She gave a little

cry of admiration as she held it up.

Mary Kate blushed, bridled, and tittered.

"'Tis a cornelian," she said. "There's

fistfuls of them on Skene Vogh ; but I doubt

if I've seen a finer. Brian O'Rorke fetched

it to me, the forward gossoon that he is."

Roseen was much interested. Skene Vogh

was an island nearly opposite the headland at

the far corner of the bay, and at low water

one could sometimes reach it dry shod.

" Why was it forward of Brian ?" she

asked, curiously. "/ think it was very polite

of him."

Mary Kate gave a little self-conscious

chuckle.

"It has a special manin' â�� a cornelian,"

she grinned. " Whoiver ye give it to, it

keeps their love warm to ye."

Roseen looked up with very earnest eyes.

" Does it ? " she asked. " Oh, Mary Kate,

does it really 1"

" So they say," answered the girl, tossing her

head, " but Masther Brian will have his own

throubles to prove it! "

\ wonderful, wonderful idea leaped into

being in Roseen's active little brain. If

Muriel could only give Jack a cornelian â�� if

she only could !

Because his love must have suddenly

cooledâ��that could be the only explanation

of the hard and cruel words which husband

and wife had exchanged that morning. And

then ? If all was put right between Muriel

and Jack, surely, surely a respite could be

obtained for Rags. Oh, it was a splendid

notionâ��an admirable one.

She looked debatingly again at Mary Kate.

"Couldâ��could you lend it me?" she

asked, doubtfully.

Mary Kate went off into a peal of laughter.

" Bless y'r innocipce, me darlint!" she

cried. " Are ye afther settin' y'r cap at some

wan ? Sure, ye'll have to find and fetch y'r

own stone. The loan of wan's no good at

all, at all."

Roseen looked at her gravely.

" I see," she answered. " But there are

lots more on Skene Vogh, you say. We

could get one there ? "

Mary Kate nodded encouragingly.

"Some day," she agreed. "This afther-

noon I have to mend and get up the

misthress's fine lace. But some day, whin

the tide's at its lowest, we'll go and find a

stone that'll scald the heart from the Imp'ror

of China's silfâ��that we will!"

She went off to fetch her lace, leaving the

child immersed in a brown study. It was all

very well to talk of " some day," but what

was wanted was a cornelian now. Oh, it

was impossible to wait! How could she

delay when she knew that such a cure-all for

her troubles lay almost within reach ? It

was such a very, very serious matterâ��for

Rags; indeed, it was a question of life and

death. If Mary Kate's aid could not be

given, Roseen must act for herself.

Her goings and comings were little ques-

tioned in the house ; she was accustomed to

pervade the stables and garden as she willed.

Mary Kate found nothing strange in the fact

that the room was empty when she returned,

feeling assured that " the dear baby'd gone

to set her little hands to buildin' a pacifica-

tion betwixt the Captain and the misthress,

the inthriguin' little fairy that she is ! " and

so settled down comfortably to her mending.

Mary Kate was rightâ��in theory, but

Roseen was setting about the matter in her

own way. She was hastening across the lawn

to examine, with a critical eye, the set of the

tide.

As she looked down from the cliff head

upon the shore she gave a little gasp of
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delight. The tide was fallingâ��was nearly

at its lowest. The channel between the

mainland and Skene Vogh had become a

stretch of sand dotted with little pools. She

could run across as she stood â�� it would

scarcely be necessary to take off her shoes

and stockings.

She hesitated for one instant. Rags?

Without him she had never ventured before

outside the garden domain. But if they

happened to meet her brother-in-law? Might

not the cruel sentence of the morning be

carried into effect upon the spot ? Noâ��she

must go alone. There was, indeed, no time

to be wasted in finding the culprit. Tides

waited for no one â�� not even for little girls with

the most laudable intentions in their hearts.

She ran quickly down the gravel-path which

gave upon the shore. Half an hour later she

had gained the headland, and was picking

her way between pool and pool across the

channel.

She panted a little as she reached the

opposite shore. The seaweed was slippery

and the sand heavy and deep. But excite-

ment allowed her no thought of weariness.

Dropping on her knees, she began to pass

handfuls of bright pebbles between her fingers.

She peered, here and there, beneath the

shelving boulders. Now and again she lifted

the tangle of the wrack. Very slowly, yard

by yard, she crept along, absorbed in her

search, while behind her the tide fell, reached

its lowest, and then, moving as slowly as

herself, began to mount.

An hour later Muriel came out upon the

lawn. There was a suspicious redness about

her eyes ; her cheeks were white and harassed

looking. The quarrel of the morning had

clouded the day for her alsoâ��she was feeling

lonely and miserable. She wanted to find

Jackâ��to find him and make it up. She

wanted to be kissed and forgiven, andâ��

though this was perhaps only a subconscious

thought â�� to gain, possibly, her own way

after all.

In the hope that he might have gone

fishing from the headland, she strolled

slowly towards it.

Jack was there, indeed, but on the side

away from the house. He was sitting on a

stone, smoking, listlessly dangling a line into

the dark blue depths, meditating on the ways

of women, and wondering how on earth he

was going to stick to his principles and, at

the same time, make his peace with his wife.

There seemed no middle path that he

could steer, and as he debated the matter

his brow grew gloomier and gloomier. A

man couldn't give in ? No ; he shook his

head ; he buttressed up his resolution with

remembrances of the many iniquities Rags

had already perpetrated. Noâ��a man must

be master in his own house. Butâ��-but how

on earth was he going to get along if Muriel

would not give in either ?

A pinnacle of rock behind him shut off his

view of the summit of the headland for a

good portion of the way, so Roseen's passing

was hid from him. He might possibly have

seen her if he had turned his head at one

particular moment, but his meditations ab-

sorbed him. He stared at the sea and the

dangling line as if he expected to find in

them an answer for the conundrum which he

had set himself. He never noticed, either,

that his wife had reached the head of the

cliff behind him and was looking down. But

her gaze was not at him. She was staring

at a little blue-clad figure which crawled

restlessly along the pebbled shore of Skene

Vogh. Suddenly Muriel gave a cry. She

had recognised Roseen. For the child had

risen. She had scrambled to her feet with

a queer, triumphant gesture, and was running

towards the channel. And up this the tide

was racing like a torrent.

Roseen stopped as she reached the water's

edge. She looked down, and the next instant

her fingers were at her shoe-strings. She

stripped off both shoes and stockings and

waded fearlessly out into the ripples. Muriel

gave another cry, and ran frantically down the

cliff path to the shore.

Roseen saw her, called out, and waved her

hand gaily. Fear and the haste of her run-

ning had nearly robbed Muriel of her voice.

She gave a strangled shout and waved

desperately to her sister to go back. Roseen

hesitated, looking questioningly towards the

shore, scarcely understanding, in the absorp-

tion of her one thought, that danger

threatened, for she had found itâ��she had

found a cornelian ! And here was Muriel!

It only remained to meet Jack and all would

be well. In her eagerness she took another

step forward.

She stumbled. Her feet slipped from

under her, for she had stepped over the

edge of one of the many pools which dotted

the channel bed. She gaspedâ��she made

desperate efforts to regain her footing, but

the sodden sand gave her no grip. Her

hands beat wildly round as if to seek support,

and then a tiny wave completed the tale of

her misfortunes. It flung itself against her

face, blinding her. She fell. Relentlessly

the current seized her.
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Jack Thornton had heard his wife's cry as

she started down the cliff. There was no

mistaking the terror in her voice, but the

reason of it was hid from him. He flung

down his rod, leaped to his feet, and raced

up the boulders. As he reached the other

verge of the headland his heart nearly stood

still !

Out in the grip of the tide a little blue-clad

body was being whirled along. He knew it

in an instant. Only the day before he had

called Roseen his Baby Bluebell, in honour

of her new print dress, and they had had a

discussion, banteringly on his side, seriously

on hers, as to whether a little girl of six might

be called a baby any longer. And nowâ��and

now ? A sudden deadly chill of terror pulsed

through him. Would he be in timeâ��would

he be in time ?

The next instant the burden of his dread

was doubled. For Muriel ran out across

the shore beneath him, straight towards the

water's edge. Her arms were outstretchedâ��

her purpose manifest. She fought her way

out into the deepening tide, straight towards

her sister.

Jack Thornton leapt rather than ran down

the cliff path ; he shouted, he gesticulated

furiously in his despair. It was all in vain.

Muriel had neither eyes nor ears for anything

except her sister's peril. She pressed on into

the deep of the channel, the water rising inch

by inch to her waistâ��to her shouldersâ��

almost to her mouth ! And then she reached

out toâ��touchedâ��grasped the little blue

frock !

She turned, slowly and heavily. For a

moment she faltered, faint with the overtaxing

of her powers. Then, holding the child to

her, she thrust back in the direction from

which she had come.

She took an uncertain- step or two, and

tottered. She made no progress, for the

current, which had been behind her as she

waded seaward, was dead against her as she

turned towards the shore.

She set her teethâ��she concentrated the

whole of her powers into the effort. The

waters seemed like hands, greedily dragging

her back. She bent her shoulder against

them, pushed, swerved, and then, in her

turn, lost her footing. Two bodies swung

out into the clutch of the current instead

of one.

Jack Thornton thundered down the path,

tearing off his jacket as he ran. Horror had

him by the throat, but he kept his presence

of mind. He noted a line of rocks, like a

tiny breakwater, which headed out into and

met the full force of the tide. He dashed

along it, stumbling on the slippery wrack,

poised his hands above his head, and leaped

far out into the swirl.

He swam desperately, realizing with another

throb of fear the strength of the forces he

had to meet. For with ^every minute the

power of the waters grew as they were

narrowed into the passage between the island

and the shore. They whirled him round,

they buffeted him, they tossed the foam

against his lips and eyes.

Stroke by stroke he urged himself along,

ploughing a way towards the very centre of

the stream. As he reached it he shook the

water from his face, steadied himself for an

instant, and looked anxiously ahead. As he

did so something was tossed up upon the

crest of an advancing wave â�� something

which shone blue against the sunlit foam.

He plunged forward. The next instant

the two unconscious bodies were swept

against himâ��into his very arms !

He seized the collar of his wife's blouse.

He turned, swimming upon his back and

striking out slowly. He made no effort to

beat up against the current, but used it rather

as an aid. Roseen was still encircled by

Muriel's arm and pressed against her breast.

For a moment or two all went well. Thorn-

ton breathed a sigh of thankfulness and relief.

They were already a full hundred yards from

the island, but the current was slanting them

shorewards. In another minute, if they kept

as they were going, they would be among the

shallows. He ventured, with a strong stroke

or two, to increase the pace.

And then, as in her unconsciousness her

muscles relaxed, Muriel's arm dropped away

from Roseen's waist. The blue frock was

snatched and held by the hungry watersâ��

the golden head sank beneath the surface.

Thornton groaned aloud and thrust out his

disengaged hand. He probed blindly down-

wards â�� felt nothing ; probed again â�� and

touchedâ��a lock of hair. Desperately, blun-

deringly, he drew it towards him and, as

Roseen's white face rose again into the sun-

light, encircled her with the grip of his arm.

But he was sadly handicapped now. He

could do little more than float or tread water,

trusting absolutely to the current to guide

them into safety.

The current, alas ! played him false. For

the space between him and the shore grew

palpably wider. Some unseen ledge below

the surface was thrusting the stream seaward

â�� they were being carried deeper and deeper

into the grip of rollers beyond the headland's
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shelter. Another minute's drifting would see

them out in the trough of the rising sea.

With grim clearness the situation was

manifest to Thornton's brain. Togetherâ��

they must drown. Let him free one hand

and he could beat a way out into safety, but

that one hand must be free. How ? By

releasing one of his burdens. There was no

choice.

" God help me ! " groaned Jack Thornton

again, " Roseen must goâ��Roseen must go !"

within himâ��cold with a horror which he

knew would be with him to the day of his

death!

Something splashed and churned the water

at his shoulderâ��something panted and blew

past his cheek.

He looked round.

Two great brown eyes were searching the

ripples with eager light; two great shoulders

spurned the racing tide. Rejoicing in his

strength, Rags shot past Thornton to meet

'GOD HELP UK I' GKOANED JACK THORNTON AGAIN, ' KOSEEN MUST GOl'

The crest of a wave broke against his lips.

He choked, gasped, and knew that his

powers were failing. What was to be done

must be done quickly, or three would share

the fate of one. With a sob and a half-

muttered prayer he released the grip of his

right hand.

He struck out, setting his face rigidly

towards the shoreâ��he even shut his eyes.

He could not see her drownâ��Roseenâ��his

little baby sister whose body, a moment ago,

had been warm in the circle of his arm. He

swam savagely, desperately, tearing at the

waves with great strokes which seemed to try

to avenge upon them the cruel triumph which

they had won. And his heart was stone

and grasp â�� what? That floating skirt of

blue? Aye, to grasp it, lift it, bear it

away triumphantly through the vanquished

waves â�� through the shallows â�� up the

pebblesâ��to lay it down upon a sunlit bed

of sand.

As Thornton staggered up the beach and

laid his unconscious wife down at her sister's

side, Rags wheeled to greet him as one com-

rade greets another when the forlorn hope

has been won. Impulsively, vehemently, he

licked his master's hand, and the strong

man, looking down into the deep of those

honest brown eyes, brimmed with their

wealth of love, burst into a sudden storm of

sobs.
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THORNTON STAGGERED UP THE REACH AND LAID HIS UNCONSCIOUS WIFE DOWN AT HER SISTER S SIDE.

" And it were the cornelian," explained

Roseen, importantly, as, a couple of hours

later and in the seclusion of her own little

white bed, she gave her version of the affair

to Mary Kate. " I gived it to Muriel,

and told her she must give it to Jack. And

when I said why, I thought Jack would

never leave off kissing her and then me I"

Mary Kate wiped her eyes.

" And well he might, me darlint!" she

cried, as she folded Roseen in a passionate

embrace â�� " and well he might â�� him

that's been spared the heavy sorrow of a

lifetime ! "

A smile of unutterable content shone on

Roseen's face.

"And I'm to be spared my sorrow, too!"

she cried, joyously. " He said he wouldn't

shoot Rags now for anything in all the world

â�� not if he dug up every geranium and

begonia and smashed every cucumber-frame,

in the place ! "



POPIAâ��is it within reach at

last ? Is the land of perfection

â�� Millenia, Zion, Erewhon, or

whatever the dreamers and

speculating novelists of the

Jules Verne school choose to

call it- no longer to be banished to remote

centuries and undetermined countries, but to

uprise to-morrow, so to speak, at our very

doors, much as if Mr. Imre Kiralfy had the

contract in charge and was its presiding

genius ? If Professor Gustave Roy, Dr.

Carl Hoffender, and other enthusiastic Esper-

antists have their way, next year will see the

founding of Esperantaâ��no longer merely a

language, but a city and State on ideal lines.

At the annual Esperanto Congress, held

two or three months back at Dresden, the

proposal was launched by Professor Gustave

Roy, and strongly supported, that Moresnet

Neutrale, the interesting little territory wedged

in between Germany, Holland, and Belgium,

should be the scene of the experiment. It is

not as if the plans were unripe, or as if the

projectors did not know their own minds, and

already the majority of the inhabitants of

Moresnet speak Esperanto, whilst the shop

signs are nearly all written in that language;

so that in taking one's walks abroad, instead

of looking for the humble but necessary

barber or milkman, we must keep alert for

such signs as " Barbir " and " Melkhom."

The position of Moresnet lends itself

admirably to the project, touching as it does

three countries, whilst several important rail-

ways run by it, such as the Lisbon-Madrid,

Paris-Berlin, and St. Petersburg; and com-

mercially regardedâ��if anything so sordid can

be imagined in this connectionâ��travellers,

" commercials," going from Germany to

Holland or Belgium, or vice versa, are bound

to pass through the chosen land, thus opening

up boundless opportunities for Esperantists to

make converts, even if they do not trade much.

As already stated, the project originally

came from Professor Roy; but another

Esperantist, backed by many enthusiasts, has

gone farther than the Professor, and is

working with heart and soul to bring about

his scheme. This gentleman is Dr. Carl

Hoffender, and it is from this authority that

the readers of The Strand Magazine are

indebted for a first glimpse of what may be

one of the twentieth-century wondersâ��the

city of Esperanta and its people.

" Ever since," states Dr. Carl Hoffender,

" I first devoted myself to the Esperanto

language, as far back as 1897, I have always

hoped and believed that the time would

arrive when, instead of an annual, ever-

changing rendezvous of men and women

united in the great bond of the Esperanto

tongue, we would boast some fixed habitat to

which we could turn at all seasons. I wanted

to see the nucleus of an Esperanto com-

munity, embracing members of all the races

of the earth who speak and write Esperanto.

" No; I did not myself first suggest

Moresnet, but it strikes me as offering ex-

cellent advantages for the head-quarters of

Esperanto. You see, what I hoped then, and

hope now, is that Esperanto may not be

limited to language only, but that it embrace

aims and ideals affecting the happiness and

brotherhood of man.

" Here is an opportunity of Esperanto

permeating our whole civilized lifeâ��our

dwellings, habits, customs, and art. Here

is a chance of emancipating ourselves from

all that is absurd and unworthy in conven-

tion, all that the ignorant centuries have

imposed upon us.
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A FOOTBRIDGE IN ESPERANTO CITY.

" As an architect, first of all I should like

to see us freed from the shackles of a foolish

traditional architecture. To this end I have

drawn up plans which I shall submit to the

committee, of a city of light and cleanliness

and beauty, and not fashioned with the worn-

out fragments of the Tower of Babel. Our

contemporary dress, tooâ��does it fulfil our

requirements in every country in the most

adequate manner ? No ; it is an ugly and

unclean contrivance, against which dress-

reformers in every land protest in vain. Here

Esperantists need not truckle to the Rue de

la Paix and Savile Row.

" Then, again, there is a chance in Espe-

ranta city for an Esperanto school of painting,

from which the vulgar and meretricious shall

be excluded ; for a new school of Esperanto

music, carefully avoiding the extremes of

Wagner on the one hand and Rossini on the

other ; for an Esperanto drama and a new

school of acting. Our Esperanto cookery

will offer mankind something better suited to

its alimentary needs than dead birds, fish,

and quadrupeds. In brief, Esperanta will

Vol. xxxvi.â��71.

be a centre and a theatre for all the sound

and sensible reforms which agitate thinking

men and women in every land."

From the plans drawn under Dr.

H offender's direction is afforded a coup

d'onil of what the city of Esperanta is

intended to be. We behold another White

City, with more than one suggestion in its

many domes and rococo work of Eondon's

most recent great exhibition.

As to the architecture, the designer ex-

plains frankly, " My first idea is that of

beauty. I have travelled all over Europe,

and I am sick to death of the dreariness, the

ugliness, the discord, and the dirt of Europe's

great capitals. I believe beauty may be

combined with utility, and in Esperanta you

will find one striking principle at least which

has not been tried elsewhere."

" You do not refer to the canal ? "

" No ; I mean the separation of vehicular

and pedestrian traffic. All buildings in

Esperanta will be connected by foot bridges.

All the shops and offices will be in the

buildings on the footway level, mak;
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communication pleasant and easy in all

weathers, and entirely obviating the danger

and delay which attend a confusion of

pedestrians, horses, and carriages."

It is interesting to learn that horses for the

purposes of traction will not be permitted in

Esperanta. All the heavy traffic, moreover,

will be conducted by the canals.

" I cannot understand," remarks Dr.

Hoffender, "why the gross insanitary con-

ditions inseparable from the use of animals

for the purposes of traction have been tolerated

so long. No one knows what ills affecting

the health of a municipal community are

directly traceable to this source. For a

hundred years steam traction has been avail-

able over the common roads, and yet millions

of four-footed animals continue to swarm in

PTHPS LEADING FROM THE FOOTBRIDGE TO THE ROADWAY.

our cities, often ill-fed and ill-treated, doing

their work inefficiently and spreading pollu-

tion broadcast."

" Is there not too large an element of the

Byzantine in the proposed architecture ? "

" I do not think reasonable objection can

be made on that score. My idea has been

to take from every school and order of

architecture its most agreeable and effective

features. It is, like the language we speak,

an eclectic. You will find Greek, Roman,

Gothic, Renaissance, and the purely modern

as well is Byzantine. If there was any especial

advantage in Indian, Chinese, or Japanese

architecture I would borrow that also."

With regard to spectacle and the drama,

Dr. Hoffender would seem at first sight to

have taken a step backward.

" I am no sup-

porter," he says,

" of intramural

dramatic repre-

sentation. I am

no opponent of

the theatre in its

generic sense,

but I am op-

posed to the

theatre as a dark,

stuffy, confined

dungeon. Let

us have the

theatre in the

open air and in

the light of day,

and then it will

become a whole-

some, hearty,

and healthful re-

creation. I my-

self have made

a version of

'Hamlet' in

Esperanto, and

it is one of the

dreams of my

life to see that

version given in

the theatre of

Esperanta."

The reader

will see among

the accompany-

ing illustrations

Dr. Hoffender's

theatre. It is

on the lines of

the old amphi-

theatres, the
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DK. HOPPENDERS PLAN FOR AN OPFN-AIK THFATRE.

Colosseum at Rome, and with just a reminis-

cence of the Spanish bull-ring about it.

It will seat between six and seven thousand

people, and the stage will occupy the centre

of the arena, the actors entering in procession

from one of the archways.

It is not only proposed to house the popu-

lation, permanent and transient, of Esperanta

in homes of a new pattern, and regale them

with drama in an unfamiliar, if not exactly

novel, manner, but, as was to be expected,

the cramping, unbecoming clothes, fashion-

able in other countries, will not do for

Esperantists.

Ever since suggestions for an ideal dress

were first invited, the disciples of Dr.

Zamenhof all over the world have been send-

ing in their views, accompanied by various

designs.

Some of these suggestions partake of

an extraordinary nature. The principle of

eclecticism has obviously taken a firm hold

on many well-intentioned persons. Thus one

gentleman wrote to Dr. Hoffender : " I was

glad to read that you had decided to intro-

duce dress reform. It is really wonderful

why people go on dressing in the ridiculous

way they do, being confined to one set of
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garments and accessories when they might

pick and choose, as I have done for five

years past, from the whole world. Thus, I

find that there is nothing so easy and comfort-

able as the turban for headgear, and who will

dispute the freedom from irk-

someness induced by the use of

Turkish trousers, whilst Jaeger

jackets give a joyful feeling of

warmth and softness to the chest

and arms."

Dr. Hoffender has favoured

The Strand Magazine with his

material aspects of the community we shall

certainly tackle the question of the fine arts.

To my mind, painting, sculpture, and music

are proceeding to-day from Europe on wholly

perverse, if not useless, lines. Is there no

SOME SUGGESTED COSTUMES KOK ESPERANTISTS.

own suggestion with regard to an ideal

Esperanto dress, which is to consist of a

cap, black jersey with a wide sash around

the middle, Turkish trousers, and ordinary

stockings, with white or brown boots as

the Esperantist's sense of beauty suggests.

A tunic of some soft material, preferably

Jaeger, with dolman sleeves, completes a

costume which, apart from its comfort, will

certainly be sufficiently striking to be in a

different class to current fashions, remarkable

though some of them are.

" Once we have settled all the purely

golden mean between the Epidemic and the

Naturalistic schools ? For one thing, artists

in France, Germany, and England are afraid

of colour, just as in music Mozart and

Rossini were afraid of noise. Wagner brought

a glorious blaze of colour into music, and

the same should be done for painting.

Colour has almost been dead since Rubens.

Let us feel the joy of life in our pictures.

Artists paint on altogether too small a scale.

This is the fault of the picture-buyers, who

live in wretched little apartments for the

most part, and have no room for really noble

creations.

"The aim of art in Esperanta will be to

throw off the shackles of a mean, niggling

realism, and bring the world before us in its

heroism and beauty."

Naturally, as in all large associations,
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A DISTANT VIEW OK THE ESPERANTO CITY.

opinions vary enormously on every new idea

put forward for the furtherance of the cause.

Nevertheless, who knows but that Dr.

Hoffender's idea

may eventually

become the

fait accompli ?

So far the

scheme has not

yet embraced a

National Espe-

ranto Anthem,

but considering

the number of

British disciples

there are of

Dr. Zamenhof,

surely that

gentleman, as

the founder of

the language,

might do worse

than adopt the English National Anthem,

for the time being at least. This, translated

into Esperanto, runs as follows :â��

Gardu la regon Di' !

Tre longe regu li

Lau nia preg !

Li regu kun honor',

Li vivu sen dolor',

Lin amu ciu kor',

Vivu la reg!

Benu la regon Di' !

Tre glore regu li

En liberland '.

Sonadu goja kri'

I)e 1' Brita Imperi',

Vere en hannoni'

Kun ciu land' !

Gvidu la regon Di' !

Gvidu regatojn li

Per justa leg !

De 1' Brita Insular',

De lando trans la

mar',

Resonu la kantar'â��

Vivu la reg !

DR. hoi-fender's suggestion for an ideal esperanto costume.



HE secrets of Nature often

play like an iridescence on

the surface, and escape the

eye of her worshipper because

it is stopped with a micro-

scope. There are mysteries all

about us as omnipresent as the movement

of the air that lifts the smoke and stirs the

leaves, which I cannot find that any philo-

sopher has looked into. Often and deeply

have I been impressed with this. For

example, there is scarcely, in this world, a

commoner or a humbler thing than a tail,

yet how multifarious is it in aspect, in con-

struction, and in function, a hundred different

things and yet one. Some are of feathers

and some of hair, and some bare and skinny;

some are long and some are short, some

stick up and some hang down, some wag

for ever and some are still; the uses that

they serve cannot be numbered, but one

name covers them all. In the course of

evolution they came in with the fishes and

went out with man. What was their pur-

pose and mission ? What place have they

^ EHAitken

Illustrated

J. A-Shepherd.

filled in the scheme of things ? In short,

what is the true inwardness of a tail ?

If we try to commenceâ��as scientific

method requiresâ��with a definition, we

stumble on a key, at the very threshold,

which opens the door. For there is no

definition of a tail ; it is not, in its nature,

anything at all. When an animal's fore-legs

are fitted on to its backbone at the proper

distance from the hind-legs, if any of the

backbone remains over, we call it a tail. But

it has no purpose ; it is a mere surplus, which

a tailor (the pun is unavoidable) would have

trimmed off. And, lo ! in this very negative-

ness lies the whole secret of the multifarious

positiveness of tails. For the absence of

special purpose is the chance of general use-

fulness. The ear must fulfil its purpose or

fail entirely, for it can do nothing else. Eyes,

nose and mouth, hands and feet, all have

their duties ; the tail is the unemployed. And

if we allow that life has had any hand in the

shaping of its own destiny, then the ingenuity

of the devices for turning the useless member

to account affords one of the most exhilarating

subjects of contemplation in the whole

panorama of Nature. The fishes fitted it up

at once as a twin propeller, with results so

satisfactory that the whale and the porpoise,
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"THE KANGAROO COULD THINK OF NOTHING RETTER TO DO WITH HIS 1 All. THAN

TO MAKE A STOOL OF IT."

coming long after, adopted

the invention. And be it

noted that these last and their

kin are now the only ocean-

going mammals in the world.

The whole tribe of paddle-

steamers, such as seals and

walruses and dugongs, are only

coasters. Among those beasts

that would live on the dry

land, the primitive kangaroo

could think of nothing better

to do with his tail than to

make a stool of it. It was a

simple thought, but a happy one. Sitting

up like a gentleman, he has his hands

free to scratch his ribs or twitch his

moustache. And when he goes he needs

not to put them to the ground, for his great

tail so nearly equals the weight of his body

that one pair of legs keeps the balance even.

And so the kangaroo, almost the lowest of

beasts, comes closer to man in his postures

than any other. The squirrel also sits up and

uses his forepaws for hands, but the squirrel

is a sybarite who lies abed in cold weather,

and it is every way characteristic of him that he

has sent his tail to the furrier and had it done

up into a boa, or comforter, at once warm and

becoming. See, too, how daintily he lifts it

over his back to keep it clean. The rat is a

near relation of the squirrel zoologically, but

personally he is a gutter-snipe, and you may

'<now that by one look at the tail which he

drags after him like a dirty rope. Others of

the same family, cleaner, though not more

ingenious, like the guinea-pig, have simply

dispensed with the encumbrance; but the

rabbit has kept enough to

make a white cockade,

which it hoists when bolt-

ing from danger. This is

for the guidance of the

youngsters. Nearly every

kind of deer and antelope

UTHP. RAT IS A NEAR RELATION OF THE SQUIRREL ZOOLOGICALLY, BUT PERSONALLY HE IS A GUTTER-SNIPE,

AND VOU MAY KNOW THAT BY ONE LOOK AT THE TAIL WHICH HE DRAGS AFTER HIM LIKE A DIRTY ROPE."
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THE RABBIT HAS KEPT ENOUGH TO MAKE A WHITE COCKADE, WHICH IT HOISTS WHEN BOLTING FROM DANGER.

carries the same signal, with which, when

fleeing through dusky woods, the leader

shows the way to the herd and the doe to her

fawn. But of beasts that graze and browse,

a large number have turned their tails rather

to a use which throws a pathetic light on

misery of which we have little experience.

We do, indeed, growl at the gnats of a summer

evening and think ourselves very ill-used.

How little do we know or think of the uninter-

mitted and unabated torment that the most

harmless classes of beasts suffer from the

bands of beggars which follow them night and

day, demanding blood, and will take no refusal.

Driven from the brow they settle on the neck,

shaken from the neck they dive between the

legs, and but for that far-reaching whisk at the

end of the tail, they would found a permanent

colony on the flanks and defy ejection, like the

raiders of Vatersay. Darwin argues that the

tail-brush may have materially helped to secure

the survival of those species of beasts that

possessed it, and no doubt he is right.

The subject is interminable, but we must

give a passing glance to some quixotic tails.

The opossum scampers up a tree, carrying all

her numerous family on her back, and they

do not fall off because each infant is securely

moored by its own tail to the uplifted tail of

its mother. The opossum is a very primitive

beast, and so early and useful an invention

should, one would think, have been spread

widely in after time ; but there appears to be

some difficulty in developing muscles at the

thin end of a long tail, for the animals that

have turned it into a grasping organ are

few and are widely scattered. Examples

are the chameleon among lizards, our own

little harvest mouse, and, pre-eminent above

all, the American monkeys. To a howler,

or spider-monkey, its long tail is a swing and

a trapeze in its forest gymnasium. Humboldt

saw (he says it) a cluster of them all hanging

from a tree by one tail, which proceeded

from a Sandow in the middle. I should like

to see that too. It is worth noting, by the

way, that no old-world monkey has attained

to this application of its tail.

Then there is the beaver, whose tail, I

am convinced, is a trowel. I know of no

naturalist who has mentioned this, but such

negative evidence is of little weight. The

beaver, as everybody knows, is a builder, who

cuts down trees and piles log upon log until

he has raised a solid, domed cabin from seven

to twenty feet in diameter, which he then

plasters over with clay and straw. If he does

not turn round and beat the work smooth

with his tail, then I require to know for what

purpose he carries that broad, heavy, and

hard tool behind him.

How few even among lovers of Nature know

why a frog has no tail. The reason is simply

that it used that organ up when it was in

want. In early life, as a jolly tadpole, it had

a flourishing tail to swim with, and gills for

breathing water, and an infantile mouth for

taking vegetable nourishment. But when it
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began to draw near to frog's estate, serious

changes were required in its structure to fit it

for the life of a land animal. Four tiny legs

appeared from under its skin, the gills gave

place to air-breathing lungs, and the infant

lips to a great, gaping mouth. Now, during

this " temporary alteration of the premises "

all business was of necessity stopped. The

half-fish, half-frog could neither sup like an

infant nor eat like a man. In this extremity

it fed on its own tailâ��absorbed it as a camel

is said to absorb its hump when travelling in

the foodless desertâ��and so it entered on its

new life without one.

Aeronautics have changed the whole per-

spective of life for birds, as they may for us

shortly; so it is no surprise to find that

birds have, almost with one consent, con-

verted their tails into steering-gear. A

commonplace bird, like a sparrow, scarcely

requires this except as a break when in the

act of alighting ; but to

those birds with which

flight is an art and an

accomplishment, an

expansive forked or

rounded tail (there are

two patents) is indis-

pensable. We have

shot almost all the birds

of this sort in our own

country, and must travel

if we would enjoy that

enchanting sightâ��a

pair of eagles or a party

of kites gone aloft for a

sail when the wind is

rising, like skaters to a

pond when the ice is

bearing. For an hour on end, in restful ease

or swift joy, they trace ever - varying circles

and spirals against the dark storm-cloud, now

rising, now falling, turning and reversing, but

never once flapping their widespread pinions.

How is it done ? How does the Shamrock

sail? Watch, and you will see. When the

wind is behind, each stiff quill at the end of

the wing stands out by itself and is caught

and driven by the blast ; but as the bird

turns round to face the gale, they all close up

and form a continuous mainsail, close-hauled.

And all the while the expanded tail is in play,

dipping first at one side and then at the other,

and turning the trim craft with easy grace "as

the governor listeth."

Besides ground birds, like the quail, there

are some eccentrics, such as Jenny Wren,

which have despised their tails, and there are

specialists also which require them for other

Vol. xxxvi.â��72.

purposes than flying. The woodpecker's tail

is quite useless as a rudder, for he is a wood-

man and has altered and adapted it for a

portable stool to rest against as he plies his

axe.

But that man must be very blind to the

place which birds have taken in the progress

of civilization who can suppose it possible

that they should think only of utility in such

a question as the disposal of their tails. It

is a common notion among those who have

acquired some smattering of the theory of

evolution that fishes developed into reptiles,

reptiles into birds, and birds into beasts ; but

this is as wrong as it could be. Whatever

the genealogy of the beasts may be, they

certainly were not evolved from birds, and

are in many respects not above them but

below them. These two are independent

branches of the tree of living forms, as

the Greeks and Romans were branches of

the stock of Japheth. The beasts may

stand for the conquering Romans if you

like, but the birds are the Greeks, and

have advanced far beyond them in all

emotional and artistic sensibility. They

worship in the temple of music and beauty.

And, like ourselves, they have found no

subject so worthy of the highest efforts of art

as their own dress. But the clothing of the

body must conform more or less to the figure,

and so, for a field in which invention and

fancy may sport untrammelled, a lady turns

to her hat and a bird to its tail. And

by both, with equal heroism, every con-

sideration of mere comfort, convenience,

health, or safety is swept aside in obedience

to the higher aim. Is this only a flippant

jocularity, or is there here in very truth

some profound law of the mind revealing

itself in spheres seemingly so disconnected ?
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Look at a peacock. Its train, by the

way, is a false tail, like the chignon of

twenty years ago, or the fringe of the present

day; the true tail is under it, and serves no

purpose but to support it. Now the peacock

lives on the ground, among scrub and brush-

wood, haunted by jackals and wild cats.

They, like soldiers in khaki, reconnoitre him

in a uniform expressly designed to elude the

eye, but he flaunts a flag resplendent with

green and gold. And when his one chance

of life lies in springing nimbly from the

ground and committing himself to his strong

wings, he must lift and carry this ponderous

paraphernalia with him. And the terrible

Bonelli's eagle is soaring above. But all

is risked proudly for the sake of the morn-

ing hour in the glade where the ladies

assemble. And the peacock is only one of

many. Not to mention the lyre bird, the

Argus pheasant, the bird of paradise, and

other splendid examples, there are common

dicky birds which point the moral and adorn

the tail as emphatically.

If the tail is a rudder, where should you

look to find it in its most simple and efficient

form but among the flycatchers, which make

their living by aerial acrobatics after flies ?

Yet this family seems to be peculiarly prone

to the vanity of a stylish tail. The paradise

drongo, has the two side feathers extended

beyond the rest for nearly a foot, and as thin

as wires, expanding into a blade at the ends.

I have seen nothing in ladies' hats more

preposterous. It is vain to object that there

can be no proper comparison between tails

and hats because the woman chooses her

own hat while the bird has to wear what

Nature has given it. I know that, but the

contention is utterly superficial. What

choice has a woman as to the style of her

hat? Fashion prescribes for her, and Nature

for the birds; that is all the difference. No

doubt she acquiesces when theoretically she

might rebel. The bird cannot rebel, but does

it not acquiesce ? Does a lyre bird submit to

its tail â��wear it under protest, so to speak ?

Believe me, every bird that has an aesthetic

tail knows the fact, and tries to live up to it.

We may push the argument even further, for

the motmot of Brazil is not content with a

ready-made tail, but actually strips the web

off the two long side feathers with its own

beak, except a little patch at the end, so as

to get the pattern which Nature, if one must

use the phrase, gave to the racket-tailed

drongo. A specimen is exhibited in the hall

of the South Kensington Museum. In this

connection I may also say that the shape or

colour of a tail is not everything. An obser-

"a blackbird and a STARLINGâ��THK one lifts its skirts, while the other wears a walking dress."

flycatcher flutters two streamers a foot long,

like white ribbons, behind it. The fantail

could hide behind its own fan. The bee-eater

has the two central feathers prolonged and

pointed. The drongos, which are flycatchers

in habit, wear their tails very long and deeply

forked ; and one of them, the racket-tailed

vant eye may find much to note in the wearing

of them. There is a stylish way of carrying

a tail and a slovenly way, and there are

coquettish arts for the display of recherche

tails. A blackbird and a starling are both

tidy birds, and both walk much on the ground,

but the one lifts its skirts, while the other,
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more practical and less fashionable, wears a

walking dress and saves itself trouble.

This line of observation leads to a higher,

and reveals the most important purpose that

tails have served in the economy of beast,

bird, and reptile, and, perhaps, even cold-

are fixed on the unsuspecting victim, every

muscle of the legs is tense, like a bent bow

ready to speed the arrow on its way. But

see, the excitement with which the whole

body is charged cannot be wholly restrained,

and oozes out at the point of the tail. Every

emotion and passion takes this course.

The happy kid wags its tail as it runs

to its mother, the donkey when it has

executed a successful bray, and the

dog when it sees its master. At the

"THE EXCITEMENT WITH WHICH THE WHOLE nODV IS CHARGED CANNOT BE WHOLLY RESTRAINED, AND OOZES

OUT AT THE POINT OF THE TAIL."

blooded fish. Before the godlike counte-

nance of man appeared on the earth, with its

contractile forehead and erectile eyebrows,

the answering light of the eye, the expansive

nostrils, and subtilely mobile lips ; before that

the tail was the prime vehicle of emotion

and safety - valve of passion. It is a

great truth, too often buried in these days

under rubbish of materialistic theories, that

some way of self-manifestation is a supreme

necessity of all sentient life. From the hot

centre of thought and feeling the currents

rush along the nervous ways and pervade

"AT THE SIGHT OP A RIVAL THE DOG

HOLDS ITS TAIL UP STIFFLY, UNLESSâ��

the whole frame, seeking an

outlet. But many passages

are barred by duty, or fear,

or eager purpose. A strong

gust of passion may burst

all barriers and force its way

out at every point, but

gentler currents flow along

the lines of least resistance

and find the idle tail. I do

not know a better illustration

of this than a cat watching

a mouse. The ears are

pricked forward, the eyes

sight of a rival the dog holds its tail up stiffly,

unless, indeed, the rival is a bigger dog than

itself, in which case the index goes down

quickly between the legs. An elated horse

elevates its tail, and so does a duck in the

same mood. A lizard preparing to fight

another lizard

Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail,

and the raging lion of fiction lashes its sides

with the same nervous instrument.

It would be tedious to dwell on the pretty

part which the tail plays in the courtships of

sparrows and pigeons, or on the sprightly

attitudes by which birds

of all sorts let off their

spirits when shower and

sunshine have overfilled

their hearts with glad-

ness. But birds twitch

their tails constantly,

without meaning any-

thing by it. The cease-

less wagging of a wag-

tail is a mere habit of

cheerfulness, like the

twirling of her thumbs

by an idle Scotch-

THE RIVAL IS A BIGGER DOG THAN ITSELF, IN WHICH CASE THE INDEX

GOES DOWN QUICKLY BETWEEN THE LEGS."
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woman. The long tail is there and some-

thing must be done with it. Look at the

embarrassment which a nervous young man

shows about the disposal of his hands ; how

he thrusts them into his trouser pockets,

hangs them by their thumbs from the arm-

holes of his waistcoat, or gives them a

walking-stick to play with. I like to imagine

what such a fellow would do with a long tail

if he had itâ��how he would wind it round

each leg in turn, rub up his back hair, and

describe figures on the floor. But no animal

so self-conscious as man could bear up long

under the nervous strain of having to think

tion of security and importance as the chosen

companion of man, so dreaded by all its kith

and kin. The tail went up at once and

stayed there; when it could go no higher, it

curled over. But promotion breeds conceit

"THE GOAT AND ITS FORRPATIIERS WERE PERT AS KIDS

AND INSOLENT WHEN THEIR BEARDS GREW."

continually of its tail. It would die young

and the race would become extinct. Perhaps

it did.

A final word on the conclusion of the

whole matter, for these reflections have a

moral. As habit becomes character, so

expression hardens into feature. The tail

of a sheep grows downwards, but that of a

goat upwards, and this is the only infallible

outward mark of distinction between the two

animals. But it is the permanent record of

a long history. The sheep was never any-

thing but sheepish ; the goat and its fore-

fathers were pert as kids and insolent when

their beards grew. It is useless to inquire

why insolence should express itself by an

upturned tail until someone can advance a

reason why it should express itself in another

way. For proof of the fact you need go no

farther than your own dogs. The ancestral

wolf, or jackal,

hunting and fight-

ing, fearing and

hoping, showed

every changing

mood by the pose

of its tail; but a

change came

when it acquired

an assured posi-

only in base natures. The greyhound is a

gentleman, respectful and self-respecting, and

it shows that by the very carriage of its tail.

Only a snob at heart, petted and pampered

for many generations, could have produced

that perfect incarnation of smug self-satisfac-

tion, the pug. Let us take the lesson home.

The thoughts on which we let our minds

dwell, and the sentiments that we harbour in

our hearts, are the chisels with which we are

carving out our faces and those of our

children's children.

THE GREYHOUND AND THE PUG.



By OLIVIA ROY.

J|T was eight o'clock. She had

left the shop behind her. For

a few hours at least that terrible

little ball, incessantly rolling

on its overhead railway, and

dropping with a click into the

socket prepared for it in the little glass cage

in which she sat, would cease from troubling.

For that day she had done with receiving

cash, returning change, and entering up the

receipts for the Oxford Street emporium.

How she hated that dull workâ��the ever-

lasting figuring as she sat enthroned on her

high stool at an inky desk ! The only con-

solation was that she did overlook the shop.

A new or fussy customer brought a little

relief now and then; but, in the main, a

drapery store of the cheaper kind is not the

sort of thing which gives colour to life,

especially that of a pretty young girl of

eighteen.

Ethel Brown turned out of the glare of

the Oxford Street lamps and trudged on over

the hard pavement towards the place of

tryst with her young man. The corners of

her peony mouth drooped weakly at her

dismal thoughts. It was too bad. Every

day she saw customers spend golden sove-

reigns on finery, while she had not even

the wherewithal to make herself decently

attractive to the one man in all the

world to herâ��Laurence Randolph ! She

always sighed softly when she whispered

that name to herself; it was such a lovely

name. And he was so handsome. He had

told her he loved her and that one day

they would be married. They had been

courting nearly two years now, but marriage

seemed still a thing in the far, far future.

And lately he had been full of thoughtâ��self-

engrossed, and, yes, sometimes almost

indifferent. But she must keep him, some-

how. That was her fixed idea as she

walked on listlessly until she came to a

spot in Shaftesbury Avenue, where, a few

yards from her trysting-place, she had halted

for just a few moments every night for the

past week.

It was a bourgeois French milliner's, and

it kept its door open and its window dazzling

with electric light long after the more sedate be.

shops had closed. Behind the glass, gaudy

hats asserted themselves to be direct from

Paris. Hats of all colours and makesâ��

velvet, feathers, lace, and furâ��all very gay,

and in a style quite different from British

hats â�� and utterly fascinating. But to

one hatâ��one onlyâ��standing above all the

others, on the highest stand in the centre of

the window, Ethel's big blue eyes were always

drawn, as if by a magnet. The girl of eighteen

could never drag herself away from it under

five minutes' gazing ; it seemed to have some

curious, inevitable, hypnotic influence over

herâ��like fate.

It was a hat " mystic, wonderful." That

is, to the eye of the little Devonshire maid, so

weary of her sordid London shop-work. On

straw, dyed emerald green and arranged like

a nest, a grey cushat dove spread its pinions.

Somehow the bird reminded her of home.

But the whole was tricked out with simply

lovely rose-coloured velvet ribbons, designed

so as to droop behind in festoon, over the

hair of the wearer. Chiefest of all, the beak

of the bird held a tiny sprig of heliotrope,

which every person properly educated in the

language of flowers as set forth by Sunny

Scraps must know means, "I love you."

This chef-d'cBuvre of millinery was ticketed

in large lettering :â��

"Le Dernier Cri ! "

" Halloa, Ethel !" A young man threw

his arm around her. " Hat-gazing as usual! "

She nestled against himâ��and the world

seemed to her a pleasant place again.

" Good evening, Laurence."

" If you'll come away from this glare I'll

say ' Good evening ' in proper style."

Laurence Randolph was a typical young

City clerk, of medium height, and rather

weedy-looking. But his pleasant, clean-

shaven face was attractive. He was neatly

dressed in dark blue clothes, which were

always well brushed, if often benzined; and

if his collar had not been just a trifle too

high, and his cuffs just a trifle too much in

evidence, he might, in the gloaming, have

easily passed for a gentleman.

To Ethel Brown he seemed the greatest

gentleman in the land. This was as it should
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' HALLOA. ETHEL ! HAT-GAZINC! AS USUAL 1

"One moment, dear." She smiled affec-

tionately up at him. " I want you to look

here. What does that mean ? " She pointed

to the ticket attached to the hat. "You

learnt French at the Polytechnic."

" Rather ! Let's see. Ler durnear cry.

Ler's the, durnear's lastâ��blowed if I know

what cri isâ��why, of course, it's the same,

cri stands for cry. Heaps of French words

are the same as English really. It's easy

when you know."

Ethel Brown's pretty eyebrows puckered.

" The Last Cry ! Can't see it. I shouldn't

think you'd ever want to cry first or last with

a hat like that. French people are funny.

Isn't it lovely, Laurence ? "

" It is a ripper ; suit you to a tick. Come

along, Ethel ; I can only walk with you to

your aunt's. I can't come in to night."

"Not come in?" she asked, anxiously, as

they walked along. "But to night is Friday ;

you always come in Fridays."

" I've a chap to see on business." His

eyes wandered from her anxious look.
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" Last week, too," she said, reproachfully.

" Two evenings last week you disappointed

me.

" A chap must have a few evenings to

himself," he returned, a little sharply. They

were passing the darkish corner by the

second-hand clothing shop where a kiss was

usually exchanged. To-night the kiss was

passed too.

The girl was so busy with her uneasy feel-

ings she did not notice it.

" I don't see why," she replied, inju-

diciously.

" There's a good deal you don't see, my

dear." He smiled good-naturedly, and gave

the arm he was hugging a pleasant pressure.

" Come along, be cheerful; don't start

nagging."

But her evil genius would not allow the

matter to rest there.

" Nagging ! " she cried, with asperity. " I

like that."

" Wish I did," he returned.

" I suppose I have a right to object to you

spending your evenings away from me ? "

She was getting angry. He looked quickly

at herâ��sideways. But her profile was very

pretty ; the words that had come bubbling

uppermost were discreetly relegated by him

to the backgroundâ��for the present.

" I've spoilt you, Ethel," he said, quietly.

" Most fellows spend a good many evenings

away from their young ladies. I don't think

you realize that."

" No, I don't," she answered. " If a fellow

loves a girl he wouldn't want to be always

not wanting to see her." Her temper was

getting the better of her gift of expression.

" Always ! That's good. Why, it's only

this last month that I haven't seen you most

evenings."

"That's it. It is only this last month

thatâ��that there has been a difference. Two

evenings last week you put me off; one

evening the week before that; two the week

before thatâ��I should just like to know where

all these evenings have been spent?"

He stared ahead, and a conscious, uneasy

look attacked his features.

"Would you?" he said, lamely.

" Yes, I should," she retorted, angrily.

" If you're going to begin that sort of thing

before we are married " he began, now

thoroughly roused.

" I'm notâ��if I can trust you."

"Then you mean you don't trust me "

He suddenly let go her arm.

She felt a shiver all down her spine.

" Iâ��I don't say that. I Are you

going to meet me to-morrow ?" All the

natural sweetness of her voice had taken unto

itself wings.

" No, 1 can't to-morrow." His angry tone

answered hers with compound interest. " I

told you a week ago I was engaged on

Saturday."

They stepped into the glare and bustle of

Piccadilly Circus. She suddenly felt very

hopeless â�� quite stunned. He had never

before spoken in that tone to her.

" Is it another girl ?" she asked, in a

savage tone.

" Don't be a fool," he returned.

" If you've an engagement don't trouble

to come any farther." She almost shouted

in her rage. Self-control was lost. " I dare

say I can find someone to walk with to-

morrow night." She bounced from his side

and into the whirl of the Circus, recklessly

unheeding the traffic. A merciful Providence,

in the shape of a stalwart policeman, inter-

cepted and conducted her by the arm in

safety to the farther side.

" You little fool," said the Law, as it gave

the thin arm a squeezeâ��she was a pretty girl;

"you might have been killed."

" Shouldn't care ! " she retorted, ungrate-

fully, and, wrenching herself away, darted off

into the comparative darkness of a street

beyond.

For five seconds she ran fast, then pulled

up and looked around. No; Laurence

wasn't following her after all.

Twice that evening she had been called

a fool. She gradually began to realize that

she was one in reality.

Reaction was setting in. She had not

made enough allowance for Laurence, her

sore heart told her. Young men must have

freedom ; after all, it might be a man he was

going to see to-night â�� his engagement to-

morrow might not be with any girl. But

even if it were she must fight for her rightsâ��

one big fightâ��before she surrendered to him.

It was her dress that was at fault. She didn't

dress well enough for- a smart young fellow

like Laurence. It must be alteredâ��but how?

Wild schemes tore through her distracted

little brain, to be instantly dismissedâ��with a

caution. That hat ! If only now she could

get that hat! It would make all the difference

to her appearance. She would look smart at

once. She had already saved seven shillings

and sixpence towards it, but there seemed no

prospect of further saving at present, and

seventeen shillings and sixpence was the

sum demanded for this treasure. Only ten

shillings! At any minute " Le Dernier
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Cri" might make its exit from the window.

Every ni^ht had she palpitated with fear lest

she should see it gone. It was a marvel to

her it had stayed so long on its tall standâ��

like a dove resting in its Mightâ��why someone

in such a neighbourhood had not snapped

it up was incomprehensible.

And thus she pondered all the way to

Westminster Bridge Road, in which salubrious

neighbourhood she made her home with her

Aunt Maria, her mother's sister. Aunt Maria

was a stay-maker by profession, and had at one

time a good connection ; but she was getting

old, and the fashion for machine work and

the entrancing advertisements of the A.S.S.

class of corset, displayed with royal profusion

to the public gaze, had worked havoc with

little private firms such as hers. She still did

a little work for out-of-date houses; a few out-

of-date, rotund ladies still patronized her;

but times were very bad.

Aunt Maria had taken charge of Ethel

when her mother died in that far-away

Devon hamlet. She had eventually secured

for her the respectable, if dull, position of

cashier in a London shop. Ethel had been

enraptured at the prospect. She had begun

with a salary of a few shillings a week and a

scanty midday meal â��neither, so far, had

much increased.

"You look tired, child," said her aunt,

glancing up from her stiff white work as the

young girl entered the poor, tidy room on

the ground floor of the poor, untidy house.

" I'm dead tired, aunt."

"Where's Laurence?"

" He's gone to see a friend to-nightâ��a

man," she added, hastily.

" Well, I didn't expect it would be a girl,"

smiled the pale woman, jerking her spectacles

on her nose. " Laurence isn't that sort."

" You are sure of that, auntie ?" The

tone was a little too eager. Aunt Maria

looked sharply at her niece. For one

moment she actually ceased working. The

bright little steel needle rested in the yellow

glow of the lamp-light.

" Laurence is all right," she said, with

rough kindness, " if you don't play the fool

with him."

Tears of pure relief sprang to the girl's

eyes. That was the third time she had been

called a fool to night; so it must be true.

Yes, it was evidently all her fault that

Laurence was behaving as he was. She

didn't mind being a fool so long as Laurence

was true to her. And, besides, she'd now

take good care not to be a fool any more.

If only she could buy that hat !

"Greene's have paid me the thirty shillings,"

said her aunt. " I was beginning to get

anxious, I can tell you."

"That's good," said Ethel, indifferently,

her thoughts in Shaftesbury Avenue.

"I want you to do a little shopping, Ethel,"

said Aunt Maria. "There's tea and butter

and cheese wanted, andâ��I should like a bit

of sausage for supper to-nightâ��I didn't

trouble much about dinner, Iâ��but perhaps

you're too tired to go out again, child ? "

The girl turned quickly to her. " No, no,"

she replied. " You ought to have your

proper meals, aunt. Wait till I'm married,

dear; you shall have all you want then."

The aunt sighed in reply.

" There, you're hungry," said the girl; " let

me run to the corner."

" You'll lind half a sovereign on the

mantel "

" Half a sovereign ? " echoed Ethel. Her

brows contracted. " Half a sovereign ! " she

repeated, thoughtfully.

" Yes, you must change that. I've put the

other sovereign safely away. I wish now I

worked for some regular firm and was paid

once a week. You know so much better

where you are. I thought 1 could do better

working on my own account; I see my

mistake now."

Ethel walked to the mantelpiece and took

up the money.

"Sha'n't be a minute," she said, and she

ran quickly from the room.

As she hurried along she looked at the

half-sovereign. How tragic life was ! Here

was the very money she wanted.

Just half a sovereign. She looked hard

at the coin. Why, how funny ; this was a

sovereign. Ah, she understood ! Her aunt

had loc ked away the half-sovereign by mistake

for the sovereign. Her eyes were not what

they were.

A quick flush came to her cheek.

" If I only dared," she thought; "1 could

put it back by degrees. She will only expect

change for ten shillings."

" But if," said her conscience, " she should

discover it before you have time to save it

and put it back ! It would scare her out of her

wits if she thought she had lost ten shillings.

She won't be paid again for some time."

" But I shall be able to put it back, andâ��

and I do want that hatâ��oh, how I want that

hatâ��'The Last Cry'â��Iâ��I "

Saturday. They were liberated from the

shop at two o'clock on Saturday. Ethel had

scampered straight to Shaftesbury Avenue.
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'IT IS KAVISSANTE, MADEMOISELLE," SfAKE THE SATIN-CLAU MILLINER. '

" It is ravissante, mademoiselle," spake the

satin-clad milliner. Her sleek, black hair was

extravagantly coiffured, her smile was very

engaging. " It suit you boutiful."

Ethel was inclined to agree with her. " Le

Dernier Cri" had fulfilled even her great

expectations. . .

She paid the price of vanity, and, with a

brand-new box swinging on her arm, hastened

towards home. She had secured her prize.

She was in high spirits. She had determined

to put away all remorse, for, after all, was it

not her own aunt from whom she had

"borrowed"â��the word stuck rather. To-day,

pay-day, she could manage to put away a

couple of shillings â�� and if the worst came

she could confessâ��her aunt was a woman

and would understand. But last night she

had sent a curt little note to Laurence,

saying, " Meet me as usual on Sunday; I

must see you." The reply would, according

to precedent, be awaiting her when she

got home.

Vol. xxxviâ��73.

How the hat suited her ! She had no idea

she was such a pretty girl. Thank goodness,

her best dress was not so very shabby, but

with a hat like that the dress really didn't

matter. What a difference clothes made to

one! ' She now really scarcely wondered at

the tales she had heard. She stood now

carefully awaiting her chance to get across

Piccadilly Circus. There was no rushing

to-day.

''No one shall call me a fool to-day," she

smiled to herself. " My days of foolery

are over."

Poor little fool!

Her thoughts were now all with Laurence.

If he was up to any little larks with any other

girl she would soon win him back. He could

not fail to appreciate her as she would look

to-morrow. She glanced dreamingly up at

an omnibus which was preventing her from

getting across the road, when, as if in answer

to her concentrated thoughts, behold their

object suddenly materialized.
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There sat Laurence Randolph on the front

seatâ��and a girl beside him. His arm was

around her, resting on the back of the seat.

Oh, shameless !

He did not see Ethel ; indeed, he seemed

too engrossed with his companion to heed

anything. Leaning forward, he was talking

quickly, earnestly to her.

Involuntarily she gazed down at the band-

boxâ��that was now her sheet-anchor. Yet

her heart sank pitifully as she hastened home.

A buoyant moment of hope came as she

saw the expected letter on the mantelpiece

in the little dingy room. She tore at the

envelope and read, her heart in her mouth.

His answer was curt too. " I will meet you

as usual to-morrow."

She had still a chance, then ; her fight

would begin to-morrow.

There is no time in life when human

beings feel so acutely as in early youth.

When Ethel reached the little bedroom she

shared with her aunt, she flung herself on her

knees at her bedside and called wildly on

her dead mother. There was no denying

that Ethel was emotional. Little wonder,

fed as was her mind on cheap fiction, and

her anaemic body starved upon indifferent

food. Seeing her lover's arm actually around

another, and on a public vehicle, seemed so

cruel. To-morrow was her one ray of hope.

It came. Ethel stood in front of the little

looking-glass decked in her best. With her

new hat daintily poised upon her fluffy, fair

hair, she felt that she was good to look upon.

She realized that she was really very pretty,

with her mass of fair hair, large blue eyes,

regular little nose, and that delicious demure

droop at the corners of the mouth. That

droop she judged to be really killing; so

many of the actresses seemed to have it.

True, one of her shopmates had once called

her " a dying duck in a thunderstorm " ; but

that was mere jealousy.

At eight Ethel was to meet Laurence.

Their Sunday trysting-place was Cleopatra's

Needle, on the Embankment. After the

meet and the kiss they usually went into the

gardens between Charing Cross and the Hotel

Cecil, and sat there, edging close together,

until it grew dark, listening to the band. It

had always been so sweetâ��so very sweet.

Eight o'clock found Ethel at the ancient

obelisk of the Egyptian Queen.

With an unpleasant tremor she saw

I^aurence was not there. She walked on

a few steps, then back again, so anxious

was she to see if he was coming in the

distance. He wasn't.

She decided, for luck, to walk on without

looking towards the way it was his habit to

come. She would walk that way for some

minutes, then turn, and surelyâ��oh, surely

â��he would be coming towards her.

The quarter chime came pealing out from

Big Ben. She began to take a short sentry-

walk up and down the pavement. A passer-

by looked hard at her. Indeed, save for the

hat, she was a pretty enough picture. Half-

past eight came to her, booming through the

air. She could stand being stared at no

longer; so she went down the steps by the

Sphinxesâ��it was quite isolated thereâ��and

gazed at the tide churning at her feet; it was

just on the ebb.

A quarter to nine came. Her very soul

sickened.

By this time the whole world had changed

for her. Hoping against hope, she had believed

he would comeâ��until now. Mere child as

she was, she grew almost physically sick to

think that he should play her false. And

for the sake of this meeting, that was to bring

him again to her feet, she had becomeâ��a

thief! Yes, call it by what name she would,

she was a thief. Oh, the horrorâ��the horror

of it! And it was all for no good. She was

so weary ; so ashamedâ��so weary. The hat

felt so heavy ; it seemed weighing her down.

She sat on the steps by the water and buried

her tear stained face in her hands. Hidden

by the parapet from the people who passed

upon the pavement, she was all alone ; and

it was growing dark around herâ��dark as in

the depths of her soul.

The evening September breeze, frolicking

down the river, did not cool her feverish

feeling. Its gusts were annoying; they dis-

arranged her carefully fluffed-out hair and

lifted her hat above it once or twice, making

it gape above her head, like an oyster opening.

She was not angry; her feeling was too far

gone for that. She had lost her lover ! The

very bottom had dropped out of her little

world.

Quite suddenly a violent gust of wind

caught the hat ; she started up. It was blown

right off her head ; it danced with its velvet

ribbons in the air before her like a goblin.

Out went her hand to clutch it. She lost her

balance. With a piercing cry she fell from

the steps into the black water. The em-

bracing tide caught her to its bosom, hugged

her tight, and dragged her down.

" Stand back ! " shouted policeman E 34.

" A woman in the water." He blew several

shrill whistles.
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"SHE SAT ON THE STKfS BV THE WATER AND BURIED HER TEA K-S TAIN F.I) KALE

IN HER HANDS."

" Stand back, you, there !" the policeman

cried to the crowd, and roughly shoved a

man aside

"But I'm a swimmerâ��a good swimmer,

mister." The man was already on the

parapet of the Embankment.

" We don't want two of you. The boat'll

be here in a moment."

A spanking splash, and the onlookers

thrilled as they saw him strike out with

steady, vigorous strokes.

" It's a girl ! " shouted

the crowd. " A young

girl ! " cried the women,

as the head rose in the

flickering moonlit ripples.

From the parted lips

came a faint, plaintive cry

â��less loud than a gull's

upon the waterâ��a curious

cry, not for help, butâ��of

resignation.

" Hurry, man, hurry ! "

cried the policeman ; his

tone now was quite un-

official. " Get her â�� the

boat's coming !"

" Hurry, man, hurry ! "

roared the men to the

swimmer, in a frenzy of

impotence.

But Laurence Randolph

needed no urging. He had

seen that face. Many

things were now clear to

the young clerk as he

struck boldly out. And as

the girl was disappearing

beneath the murky water,

with a mighty effort he

seized a scrap of garment.

Then gradually he drew

the body to him.

"Ethel," he cried,

hoarsely, " I'm here ! "

A boat with splashing

oars came leaping up to

them. They were dragged

inboard. The crowd

cheered.

"There's 'er 'at," said a

woman, pointing a skinny

finger at " Le Dernier

Cri " from Paris. " Looks

like a bird in 'is nest."

The cushat dove still

held the sprig of heliotrope

in its mouth, as it bobbed

and ducked on the water.

It floated on the tide towards Wapping.

An hour later a lighterman thrust his boat

hook into "The Last Cry." He swopped it tc

a barmaid in Bermondsey for a quart of beer.

" How much longer, aunt ? "

" Poor, dear boy !" Aunt Maria looked

affectionately at Laurence Randolph. Two

years had passed. Aunt Maria was needle-

working as usual. But the brand - new

garment was small, and soft, and lacy.
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They were sitting in the front parlour of a

new, cheaply-furnished villa in an unfinished

road, Peckham way.

"That doctor'll never come down," he

grumbled, starting to his feet, and striding

up and down the tiny room.

" Think of something else. Tell me again

of how you saved her. It's good to hear

about that."

" Ah, that feeling I had that night. To

think I should have had that feeling to turn

up, so late as it was, at the Embankment,

after all. It would have spoilt everything if

I'd left before the business was finally settled.

If it hadn't been for sister Luce's husband

lending me that two hundred pounds, it

never could have come off. None of this "â��

he waved his hand with ill-concealed pride at

the wondrous suite of furniture.

"I think you might have told her your plan."

" Supposing it hadn't come off, the fat

would have been in the fire. I knew Ethel."

"Still, I'm sorryâ��yet I'm not. She went

through the muddy waters in more ways than

one, poor girl, and came out a womanâ��a

good, strong woman, now."

" God bless her ! I wish that confounded

doctor Auntâ��Aunt Maria! â�� what's

that wretched kitten doing, mewing up-

stairs ? "

Aunt Maria held up a listening face and

warning finger. A gentle smile illumined her

worn face.

" Your baby," she said. " The First Cry."
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By HENRY E. DUDENEY,

Author of " The Canterbury Puzzles, and Other Curious Pi Mans," etc.

H~~ - IANY pastimes of great an-

tiquity, like chess, have so

developed and changed down

thecenturies that their original

inventors would scarcely recog-

1 nise them. This is not the

case with Tangranis, a recreation that appears

to be at least four thousand years old, that

has apparently never been dormant, and that

has not been altered or " improved upon"

since the Chinaman Tan first cut out the seven

pieces shown in Diagram i. If you mark the

point B, midway between A and C, on one

side of a square of any size, and D, midway

between C and E, on an adjoining side, the

direction of the cuts is too obvious to need

further explanation. Every design

(except one) in this article is built up

from the seven pieces of blackened

cardboard, including every one of the

letters in the title. It will at once

be understood that the possible

combinations are infinite.

It is probable that Tangranis were

originally designed not as a pastime,

but as a means of instruction, though how

they were exactly employed is not now known.

Professor Max Mtiller said that "the science

of Tangrams gives evidence of a higher state

of civilization than now exists in China." Mr.

Sam Ixiyd, of New York, who recently pub-

lished a small book of very ingenious designs,

possesses the manuscripts of the late Pro-

fessor Challenor, who made a long and close

study of the history of Tangrams. The pro-

fessor records that there were originally seven

books of Tangrams, compiled in China two

thousand years before the Christian era.

These books are so rare that, after forty years'

residence in the country, he only succeeded

in seeing perfect copies of the first and

seventh volumes, with fragments of the

second. Portions of one of the books,

HOW TO CUT OUT

THH TANflRAMS.

found in Peking by an English soldier and

sold for three hundred pounds.

A few years ago a little book came intc

my possession, from the library of the late

Lewis Carroll, entitled " The Fashionable

Chinese Puzzle." It contains three hundred

and twenty-three Tangram designs, mostly

nondescript geometrical figures, to be con-

structed from the seven pieces. It was

" Published by J. and E. Wallis, 42, Skinner

Street, and J. Wallis, Jun., Marine Library,

Sidmouth" (South Devon). There is no

date, but the following note fixes the time of

publication pretty closely : " This ingenious

contrivance has for some time past been the

favourite amusement of the ex-Emperor

Napoleon, who, being now in a debili-

tated state and living very retired,

passes many hours a day in thus

exercising his patience and ingenuity."

The reader will find, as did the great

exile, that much amusement, not

wholly uninstructive, may be derived

from forming the designs of others.

He will find many of the illustrations

to this article quite easy to build up, and

some rather difficult. Every picture may

thus be regarded as a puzzle.

But it is another pastime altogether to

create new and original designs of a pictorial

character, and it is my aim to show what

extraordinary scope the Tangrams afford for

producing pictures of real lifeâ��angular and

often grotesque, it is true, but full of

character. It is said that Gustave Dore

"loved Tangrams," and the grandfather of

Mr. J. S. Sargent (John Singer, of Phila-

delphia) compiled two books of designs that

have descended to Mr. Loyd, whose mother

was Mr. Singer's sister. One wonders

whether an early acquaintance with Tangrams

may not have stimulated the imaginations of

these two distinguished artists and helped

printed in gold leaf upon parchment, were them to develop a sense of design. I give



5Â«2

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

A RECUMBENT FIGURE.

THE MARCH HaRR.

THE HATTER.

an example of a recum-

bent figure (2) that is

particularly graceful, and

only needs some reduc-

tion of its angularities to

produce an entirely satis-

factory outline.

As I have referred to the

author of "Alice in Wonder-

land," I attempt designs of

the March Hare (3) and the

Hatter (4). I also give an

attempt at Napoleon (5), and

a very excellent Red Indian

with his Squaw (6 and 7), from

Mr. Loyd's book, from whose

pages I have selected other

designs, here and there, in

this article, in cases where they

happened to be representations

that one could scarcely hope to

improve upon.

Let us now try to illustrate

"The House that Jack Built."

This is the cock (8) that crowed

in the morn, that woke the priest

(9) all shaven and shorn, that

married the man all tattered and

torn (10), that kissed the maiden

all forlorn (11), that milked the

cow with the crumpled horn

(12), that tossed the dog (13),

that worried the cat (14), that

killed the rat (15),

that ate the malt

(16), that lay in

the house (17)

that Jack built.

As every picture

is constructed

with the same

seven pieces, they

6 y are necessarily all

a red indian with his squaw. of the same area,

so that the cat is

of the same size as the cow, and the malt is as

big as the house that contained it. But it is,

of course, always possible to correct this by

using sets of Tangrams of varying dimensions.

We will next attempt to produce illustra-

tions to a simple story of Gretna Green.

Once upon a time Edwin (18) and his true

love Angelina (19) decided to elope and get

married. So having met at eight (20) o'clock

on the bridge (21), beneath which the fish

(22) swam in the rising sun and the swan (23)

sailed leisurely along, they drove as if for

their lives to Gretna Green. Having safely

arrived there, the old blacksmith (24) placed

his hammer (25) on the anvil (26), and

soon married the happy pair in the good old

style. When the father (27) found that his

daughter had fled he was in a great rage.

Calling for his horse (28) and his pistol (29),

and putting on a heavy coat over his shirt

(30) and a cap (31) on his head, he started

in hot pursuit, scaring every chicken (32),

goose (33), and pig (34) that he passed on

his mad flight. But he was too late, and,

like a sensible man, forgave the lovers, and

seating himself in a chair (35) at the inn

called for a pipe (36) and a mug of good ale

(37). When the old man died, at a ripe age,

Edwin and Angelina set up a tombstone (38)

in affectionate memory of him and lived

happily ever after. Now, here is a special

puzzle. All the pictures illustrating this story

can be formed "with the seven Tangrams,

except one, which is quite impossible. Can

you find out which one it is, by building

them all in turn ? Or can you make a guess

after careful inspection ? You are not likely

to do the latter successfully. I will give the

answer next month.

My next tale is a more modern one:

" Belinda's Lovers." Lady Belinda was very

THE HOUSE THAT JACK liUH.T IN TANGRAMS.
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A STORY OF GRETNA GRREN.

beautiful, but it was not entirely her fault :

she inherited the sins of her forefathers.

" Why am I not as other women ?" she

would ask herself as she gazed at her fair

features in the looking-glass (39). She had

a charming country house (40). to which our

artist has failed to do full justice. One day,

when she was out walking (a thing she only

did when the motor car broke down), she was

seen by one Ralph Wilton (41), a rising

young portrait painter, who immediately fell

in love with her. His portraits of a typical

American (42), of a certain Turkish general

(4^3), and particularly that of a Hebrew

financier (44), were the talk of the town.

His treatment of his subjects was very

original, and although one critic said, "These

people are not so black as they are painted,"

the majority agreed that his work had many

excellent "points." Certainly there was no

painter of his time that could hold a candle

(45) to him. Although Ralph Wilton wore

his hair short and paid his debts, Lady

Belinda returned his affections, though not

his presents. But one unlucky day he painted

a portrait of herself (46), which she did not

consider sufficiently flattering. The next

time she met him she gathered up her skirts

(47) and disdainfully bade him adieu.

For a time Lady Belinda lived a retired

life, devoting her time to her pet animals.

First there was her cat (48), a sleek and

beautiful creature that would eat out of

her hands. Then she had a fine stork

(49), and a tame duck (50) that used to

run after her motor-car, and a pet rabbit (51)

that would beg for lumps of sugar. She had

ordered an ostrich (52) to be sent to her from

South Africa, so that she might gather her

own plumes, and an Australian friend had

promised her a tame kangaroo (53), with

pouch complete. But in time she found that

these creatures did not satisfy the longings of

her heart, and when she read of the increas-

ing fame of Ralph Wilton she would sit and

grow melancholy (54). On such occasions

even the recitals by her phonograph (55) of

music-hall ballads did not put her in good

spirits.

One day a handsome man on horseback
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(56) came riding up the drive. It was Sir for a cruise on his yacht (59), and while

Reginald de Beaumont, an old friend of hers, lying at anchor off the coast of Switzerland

who was once a great player of bridge, but he became enamoured of a little Dutch girl

who had for some years been in foreign parts (60), and, sad to say (for she was an estim-

hunting big game. How big, and what kind able young person), he married her. Though

of game, nobody knew. He came frequently this did not improve Lady Belinda's opinion

to see her, and at length fell, or rather placed of bridge-players and baronets, it was not

himself, at her feet (58), and said, " Will you her alleged heart that was affected, for she

marry me, Belinda?" or words to that effect. never really loved the faithless man. But it

At first her ladyship turned away from him hurt her pride, and was therefore good for

with haughty derision (57), but after awhile her; it helped to make her character. She

she consented to be his blushing bride. took train (61 and 62) to London and threw

Shortly after this Sir Reginald went away herself (whatever that may imply) more into
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social life. One day,

at the Royal Aca-

demy Exhibition, she

found herself (she

had been lost in

admiration) in the

midst of an admiring

crowd before a pic-

ture. The subject was

"A Monk at Prayer"

(63). Referring to her

catalogue, she discovered that it was the latest

work of Ralph Wilton, the new R.A. The

name brought back sad memories. Had she

been hasty or unkind ? Should she forgive

him, if she got the chance ? Would he

forgive her ? As she turned to walk away

she was suddenly face to face withâ��yes, of

course, the artist himself. He raised his hat

and bowed (64).

By using several sets of Tangrams at the

same time we may construct more ambitious

pictures. I was advised by a friend not to

send my picture, "A Game of Billiards" (65),

to the Academy. He assured me that it

A GAME OF BILI IAKDS.

back of the piano-

forte is not howling :

he is an appreciative

listener.

One remarkable

thing about these

Tangram pictures is

that they suggest to

the imagination such

a lot that is not

really there. Who,

for example, can look for a few minutes at

Lady Belinda (57) and the Dutch girl (60)

without soon feeling the haughty expression

in the one case and the arch look in the

other ? Then look again at the stork (49),

and see how it is suggested to the mind that

the leg is actually much more slender than

any one of the pieces employed. It is really

an optical illusion. Again, notice in the case

of the yacht (59) how, by leaving that little

angular point at the top, a complete mast

is suggested. If you place your Tangrams

together on white paper so that they do

not quite touch one another, in some cases

THE ORCHESTRA.

would not be accepted because " the judges

are so hide-bound by convention." Perhaps

he was right. The players are considering a

very delicate stroke at the top of the table.

Of course, the two men and the table are

formed from three sets of Tangrams. My

second picture is named " The

Orchestra" (66), and it was

designed for the decoration

of a large hall of music.

Here we have the conduc-

tor, the pianist, the fat little

cornet-player, the left - handed

player of the double-bass, whose

attitude is life-like, though he

does stand at an unusual distance

from his instrument, and the

drummer-boy, with his imposing

music stand. The dog at the

Vol. xxxvi.â��74.

EACH OF THESE FIGURES IS CON-

STRUCTED PROM THE SAME SEVEN

PIECESâ��WHERE DOES THE SECOND

MAN GET HIS FOOT PROM?

the effect is improved by the white lines; in

other cases it is almost destroyed. The monk

(63) will be found to be greatly improved by

these white lines.

Finally, I give an example from the many

curious paradoxes that one happens upon in

manipulating Tangrams. I show

designs of two dignified indivi-

duals (67 and 68) who appear to

be exactly alike, except for the

fact that one has a foot and the

other has not. Now, both of

these figures are made from

the same seven Tangrams.

Where does the second man

get his foot from ? I will ex-

plain the mystery next month in

an article describing some of

" The World's Best Puzzles."



" What King ? " she asked.

" Who but King Harry ? " he said. " King

Harry and his new Queen, that but of late

was the Lady Anna Boleyn."

"I say, Dick," said Edred, across his sister,

" I am jolly glad to see you again. We "

" Not now," said Dick, earnestly ; " not a

word now. It is not safe. And besidesâ��

here comes the King ! "

The King came slowly on a great black

horse, riding between the green trees. He

himself wore white and green like the May-

bushes, and so did the gracious lady riding

beside him on a white horse, whose long

tail almost swept the ground and whose long

mane fluttered in the breeze like a tattered

banner.

" I wish I didn't know so much history,"

gasped Elfrida, through the quick music.

"It's dreadful to know that her head "

She broke off in obedience to an imperative

twitch of Richard's hand on hers.

" Don't! " he said. " I have not to think.

And I've heard that history's all lies. Perhaps

they'll always be happy like they are now.

The only way to enjoy the past is not to

think of the futureâ��the past's future, I

meanâ��and I've got something else to say to

you presently," he added, rather sternly.

Copyright, 1908, by E. Nesbit-Bland.

CHAPTER XI.

MAY BLOSSOM AND PEARLS.

E should so like to see

Richard Arden, wherever he

is," said Edred, when they

had called the Mouldiwarp

up by some poetry that I

haven't time to tell you. And

the Mouldiwarp, by some magic that I

haven't time to tell you about either, took

them to him. And the first real thing which

they perceived after the magic was musicâ��

the kind of music that makes you want to

dance. And dance they did.

" What is it ? Why are we dancing ? "

Edred incautiously asked of the little girl

whose handâ��and not Elfrida'sâ��he found

that his left hand was holding. The child

laughedâ��just laughed, she did not answer.

It was Elfrida who had his right hand, and

her own right hand was clasped in that of

a boy dressed in green. It was Cousin

Richard.

" Oh," she said, with a note of glad recog-

nition. " It's you ! I'm so glad ! What is

it ? Why are we dancing ? "

" It's May-Day," said Cousin Richard,

" and the King is coming to look on at the

revels."
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The ring broke up into an elaborate figure.

The children found themselves fingering the

coloured ribbons that hung from the Maypole

which was the centre of their dance, twining,

intertwining, handing on the streamers to

other small, competent fingers. In and out,

in and outâ��a most complicated dance. The

King and Queen had reined up their horses

and watched the play, well pleased. Suddenly

the dance ended and the children, formed

into line, were saluting the Royal onlookers.

"A fair dance and footed right featly," said

the King in a great, jolly voice. " Now get

your wind, my merry men all, and give us a

song for the honour of the May Queen and

of my dear lady here."

But even while they were singing Elfrida

was turning over in her mind the old ques-

tion. Could anything they did have any

effect on the past ? It seemed impossible

that it should not be so. If one could get a

word alone with that happy, stately lady on the

white horse, if one could warn her, could

help somehow !

Somebody was pulling at her green skirt.

An old woman in a cap that fitted tightly and

hid all her hairâ��an old woman who was

saying, " Go to her ! go !" and pushing her

forward. Someone else put a big bunch of

wild flowers into her hand, and this person

also pushed her forward. And forward she

had to go, quite alone, the nosegay in her

hand, across the open space of green sward

under the eyes of several hundreds of people,

all in their best clothes and all watching her.

She went on till she came to the spot

where the King and Queen were, and then

she paused and dropped two curtsies, one to

each of them. Then, quite without meaning

to do it, she found herself saying :â��

May-Day ! May-Day !

This is the happy play day !

All the woods with flowers are gay,

Lords and ladies, come and play !

Lords and ladies, rich and poor,

Come to the wild woods' open door!

Hinds and yeomen, Queen and King,

Come do honour to the Spring !

And join us in our merrymaking.

And when she had said that she made two

more nice little curtsies and handed up the

flowers to the Queen.

" If we had known your Majesties' pur-

pose," said a tall, narrow-faced man in a long

gown, " your Majesties had had another than

this rustic welcome."

" Our purpose," said the King, " was to

surprise you. The Earl of Arden, you say,

is hence ? "

" His son and daughter are here to do

homage to your Highness," said the gowned

man, and then Elfrida saw that Edred was

beside her.

" Hither, lad," said the King, and reach-

ing down a hand caught Edred's. " Your

foot on mine," said His Majesty. " So ! " and

he swung Edred up on to the saddle in front

of him. Elfrida drew nearer to the white

horse as the Queen beckoned her, and the

Queen stooped low over her saddle to ask

her name. Now was the moment that

Elfrida had wished for; now was the chance,

if ever, to warn the Queen.

" Elfrida Arden's my name," she said.

" Your Majesty, may I say something ? "

" Say on," said the Queen, raising fine eye-

brows, but smiling too.

" I want to warn you," said Elfrida, quickly

whispering, " and don't not pay attention

because I'm only a little girl. I know. You

may think I don't know, but I do. I want

to warn you "

" Already once this morning I have been

warned," said the Queen. " What croaking

voices for May-Day !"

Who warned you, your Majesty ? "

" An old hag who came to my chamber in

spite of my maids said she had a May charm

to keep my looks and my lord's'love."

"What was the charm?" Elfrida asked

eagerly, forgetting to say " Majesty " again.

" It was quite simple," said the Queen.

'â�¢ I was to keep my looks and my love so

long as I never dropped a kerchief. But if I

dropped a kerchief I should lose more than

my looks and my love ; she said I should

lose my head "â��the Queen laughed lowâ��

" within certain days from the dropping of

that kerchiefâ��this head you see here." She

laughed again.

" Don't, oh, don't! " said Elfrida. " Nine-

teen days, that's the warningâ��I do hope it'll

do some good. I do like you, dear Queen.

You are so strong and splendid. I would

wish to be like you when I grow up."

The Queen's fine face looked troubled.

" Please Heaven, thou'lt be better than I,"

she said, stooping lower still from her horse ;

Elfrida standing on tip-toe, she kissed her.

" Oh, do be careful," said Elfrida. " Your

darling head ! " and the Queen kissed her

again.

Then a noise rather like bagpipes rose shrill

and sudden, and the King cried, " A merry

tune that calls to the feet. Come, my sweet-

ing, shall we tread a measure with the rest ? "

So down they came from their horses, King

and Queen, and led the country dance.

The King had sprung from his horse with
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Edred in his arms, and now he and his sister

drew back towards Cousin Richard.

" How pretty it all is ! " said Edred. " I

should like to stay here for ever."

" If I were you," said Richard, very dis-

agreeably indeed, " I would not stay here an

hour."

" Why ? Is it dangerous ? Will they cut

our heads off? "

" Not that I know of," said Cousin

Richard, still thoroughly disagreeable. " I

wasn't thinking about your heads. There are

more important things than your heads in the

world, I should think."

" Not so very much more," said Elfrida,

meeklyâ��" to us, I mean. And what are you

so cross about ? "

" I should have thought- -" Richard was

beginning, when the old woman who told

Elfrida to go forward with the nosegay of

ceremony sidled up to them.

"Into the

woods, my chil-

dren," she whis-

pered, quicklyâ��

" into the woods.

In a moment the

Queen will burst

into tears, and the

King will have

scant kindness for those whose warnings have

set his Queen to weeping."

They backed into the bushes, and the green

leaves closed behind the four.

"Quick!" said the witch; "this way."

They followed her through the wood under

oaks and yew trees, pressing through hazels

and chestnuts to a path.

" Now run !" she said, and herself led the

way nimbly enough for one of her great age.

Their run brought them to a thinning of the

woodâ��then out of itâ��on to the downs,

whence they could see Arden Castle and its

moat, and the sea.

" Now," the old woman said, " mark well

the spot where the moat stream rises. It is

there that the smugglers' cave was, when Betty

Lovell foretold the landing of the French."

" Why," said Edred and Elfrida, " you're

the witch again ! You're Betty Lovell!"

"Who else?" said the old woman. "Now,

NOW RUN I' SHE SAID, AND HERSELF LED THE WAY

MMI1LV ENOUGH FOK ONE OF HER GREAT AGE."
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call oÂ« the Mouldiwarp and hasten back to

your own time. For the King will raise the

country against the child who has made his

sweeting to shed tears. And she will tell

him, she keeps nothing from him, yet "

"She won't tell him about the kerchief?"

" She will, and when she drops it on that

other May-Day at Greenwich he will remem-

ber. Come, shall I call the Mouldiwarp,

or will you ? "

" You do," said Elfrida. " I say, Dicky, what

did you mean ? Do tell usâ��there's a dear ! "

Betty Lovell was tearing up the short turf

in patches, and pulling the lumps of chalk

from under it. " Help me," she cried, "or I

sha'n't be in time !" So they all helped.

" Couldn't Dick go with usâ��if we have

to go ?" said Elfrida, suddenly.

" No," said Richard, " I'm not going toâ��

so there!"

" Why ? " Elfrida gasped, tugging at a great

piece of chalk.

" Because I sha'n't."

"Then tell us what you meant, before the

Mouldiwarp comes."

" You can't," said a little voice, " because

it's come now."

Everyone sat back on its heels, and

watched where out of the earth the white

Mouldiwarp was squeezing itself up, between

two blocks of chalk, into the sunlight.

" Why, I hadn't said any poetry," said

Elfrida.

" I hadn't made the triangle or the arch,"

said old Betty Lovell. " Well, if ever I did !"

" I've been here," said the mole, looking

round with something astonishingly like a

smile of triumph, " all the time. Why

shouldn't I go where I do please, now and

again ? Why should I alius wait on your

bidding, eh ? " it asked, a little pettishly.

" No reason at all," said Elfrida, kindly ;

"and now, dear, dear Mouldiwarp, please

take us away."

" Here, come inside," said the mole.

" Inside where ? " said Edred.

" Inside my house."

And then, whether they all got smaller or

whether the crack in the chalk got bigger

they never quite knew, but they found them-

selves walking into that crack one by one.

And the chalk closed over them all.

Then a sound like thunder shook the earth

overhead.

" It's only the King's horses and the King's

men hunting after you," said the Mouldiwarp.

" Now I'll go and make a white clock for you

to go home on. You set where you be, and

don't touch nothing till I be come back again."

"Why," said Richard, suddenly, "don't

you go and look for your father ? "

" Father's dead, you know," said Elfrida.

" How do you know ? You've been hunt-

ing for the beastly treasure, and never even

tried to go back to the time when he was

aliveâ��sucli a little time agoâ��and find out

what really did happen to him."

" I didn't know we could" said Elfrida,

choking. " And even if we could it wouldn't

be right, would it ? Aunt Edith said he was

in heaven. We couldn't go there, you know.

It isn't like historyâ��it's quite different."

" Well, then," said Richard, " I shall have

to tell you. You know, I rather took a fancy

to you two kids that Gunpowder Plot time ;

and after you'd gone back to your own times

I asked Betty Lovell who you were, and she

said you were Lord Arden. So the next

time I wanted to get away fromâ��from where

I wasâ��I gave orders to be taken to Lord

Arden. And it "

" Come along, do, dears," said the sudden

voice of the Mouldiwarp. "The clocks all

ready."

A soft light was pressing against their eyes

â�� growing, growing. They saw now that they

were in a great chalk caveâ��the smugglers'

cave, Edred had hardly a doubt. And in the

middle of its floor of smooth sand was a great

clock-faceâ��figures and hands and allâ��made

of softly gleaming pearls set in ivory. Light

seemed to flow from this, and to be reflected

back on it by the white chalk walls. It was

the most beautiful piece of jeweller's work

that the childrenâ��or, I imagine, anyone else

â��had ever seen.

" Sit on the minute - hand," said the

Mouldiwarp, "and home you go."

" You must come too," said Elfrida, and

Richard yielding, they all sat down on the

minute-hand, and before the Mouldiwarp

could say a word Edred called out, " Take

us to where daddy is."

And the minute-hand of pearl and ivory

began to move faster and faster and faster,

till, if there had been anyone to look at it, it

would have been invisible.

But there wasn't anyone to look at it, for

the Mouldiwarp had leaped on to the hour-

hand at the last moment, and was hanging

on there by all its claws.

CHAPTER XII.

THE FINDING OF THE TREASURE.

"Shall I come along of you?" said the

Mouldiwarp, when the clock stopped, and

everyone said " Yes," very earnestly.

Then it waved a white paw at Edred and
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There was something about the moss,

or about the fur coats or the fur gloves,

that somehow made it seem easier and

more natural to follow on all foursâ��

and really their hands were quite as

useful to walk on as their feet. They

followed Richard through the forest till

quite abruptly a great cliff rose in front

of them, ending the forest. There was a

THEY ALL SAT DOWN ON THE MINUTE-HAND.

Elfrida, and at once they found themselves

dressed in tight fitting white fur dresses.

Their hands even wore fat, white fur gloves

with tiger claws at the ends of the lingers.

At the same moment the Mouldiwarp grew

big, to the size of a very small Polar bear,

while Cousin Richard suddenly assumed the

proportions of a giant.

They had stepped off the clock on to a carpjt

of thick moss. It was so soft to their feet

that Edred and Elfrida wanted to feel it with

their hands as well, so down they went on all

fours. Then they longed to lie down and

roll on it; they longed so much that they

had to do it. It was a delicious sensation,

rolling in the soft moss.

Cousin Richard, still very much too big,

stood looking down on them and laughing.

"This," he said, " is a first-class lark.

Shall I carry you?" he added politely, ad-

dressing the Mouldiwarp, who, rather surpris-

ingly, consented.

" Come on," he said to the children, and

as he went they followed him.

cleft in it; they saw the darkness of it rising

above them as the moon came out from a

cloud and shone full on the cliff's white face

â��and the face of the cliff and the shape of

the cleft were very like that little cleft in the

chalk that the Mouldiwarp had made when

it had pulled up turf on the Sussex downs at

home. And all this time Edred and Elfrida

had never looked at each other. There had

been so many other things to look at.

"That's "the way," said Cousin Richard,

pointing up the dark cleft. Though it was

so dark Edred and Elfrida could plainly see

there were no stepsâ��only ledges that a very

polite goat might have said were a foothold.

"You couldn't climb up there," Edred said

to the great Richard ; yet somehow he never

doubted that he and Elfrida could.

" No," said the Mouldiwarp, leaping from

Richard's arms to the ground, " I must carry

him "â��and it grew to giant Polar bear size

quite calmly before their very eyes.

"They don't see itâ��even yet," said Richard

to the mole.
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" See what ? " Elfrida asked.

" Why, what your disguise is. You're cats,

my dear cousins, white cats ! "

Then Edred and Elfrida did look at each

other, and it was quite true, they were.

" I'll tell you what my plan is," Richard

went on. " The people of this country have

never seen tame cats. They think a person

who can tame animals is a magician. I

found that out when I was here before. So

now I've got three tame animalsâ��all white,

tooâ��that is, if you'll play," he added, to the

Mouldiwarp. " You will play, won't you ? "

" Oh, yes, I'll play!" it said, snarling a

little.

" And you cats must only mew and purr

and do whatever I tell you. Don't do any-

thing for anyone but me and your father."

"Is father really here?" asked Elfrida.

" He's on the other side of the great cliff,"

said Richardâ��" the cliff no man can climb.

But you can come."

He got on the Mouldiwarp's back and put

his arms round its Polar-bear-like neck, and

it began to climb. That was a climb. Even

the cats, which Edred and Elfrida now could

not help seeing that they were, found it as

much as they could do to keep their footing

on those little, smooth, shelving ledges. If

it had not been that they had cat's eyes, and

so could see in the dark, they never could

have done it.

" I've heard of foreign climbs," said

Elfrida, " but I never thought they would be

like this. I suppose it is foreign ? "

" South American," said Richard. " You

can look for it on the map when you get

homeâ��but you won't find it. Come on ! "

And then when they had climbed to the

top of the cliff they had to go down on the

other side, for the cliff rose like a wall

between the forest and a wide plain, and by

the time they reached that plain the sun was

looking down at them over the cliff.

The plain was very large and very wonder-

ful, and a towering wall of cliff ran all round

it. The plain was all laid out in roads and

avenues and fields and parks. Towns and

palaces were dotted about it; a tall aqueduct

on hundreds of pillars brought water from an

arch in the face of the cliff to the middle of

the plain, and from these canals ran out to

the cliff wall that bounded the plain all

round, even and straight, like the spokes of

a wheel, and disappeared under low arches

of stone, back into the cliff. There were

lakes, there were gardens, there were great

stone buildings whose roofs shone like gold

where the rising sun struck them.

In the fields were long-horned cattle and

strange, high-shouldered sheep, which Richard

said were llamas.

" I know," he explained, " from seeing them

on the postage-stamps."

They advanced into the plain and sat down

under a spreading tree.

" We must just wait till we're found," said

Richard, who had assumed entire command

of the expedition.

Presently, a shepherd coming early to attend

to his flocks found a boy in strange clothes,

attended by a great white bear and two white

cats, sitting under a tree.

The shepherd did not seem afraid of the

bearâ��only curious and interested ; but when

the Mouldiwarp had stood up on its hind

legs and bowed gravely and the cats had stood

up and lain down and shaken paws and turned

somersaults at the word of command, the

shepherd wrapped his red woollen cloak round

him with an air of determination and, making

signs that Richard was to follow, set off with

all his might for the nearest town.

Quite soon they found themselves in the

central square of one of the most beautiful

towns in the world. I wish I had time to tell

you exactly what it was like, but I have not.

I can only say that it was at once clean and

grand, splendid and comfortable. There was

not a dirty corner nor a sad face from one end

of the town to the other. The houses were

made of great blocks of stone inlaid wonder-

fully with gold and silver ; clear streamsâ��or

baby canalsâ��ran by the side of every street,

and each street had a double row of trees

running all along its wide length. There was

a great hall in the middle of the town with a

garden all round its flat roof, and to this hall

the shepherd led the party.

The big doors of inlaid wood were set wide,

and a crowd, all dressed in soft stuffs of

beautiful colours, filled the long room within.

The room was open to the sky ; a wrinkled

awning drawn close at one side showed that

the people could have a roof when it suited

them.

There was a raised stone platform at one

end, and on this were three chairs. The crowd

made way for the shepherd and his following,

and as they drew near to the raised platform

the two white cats, who were Edred and

Elfrida, looked up and saw in the middle and

biggest chair a splendid, dark-faced man in a

kind of fringed turban with two long feathers

in it, and in the two chairs to right and left of

him, clothed in beautiful embroidered stuffs,

with shining collars of jewels about their

necks, Father and Uncle Jim !
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" Not a word ! "

said Cousin Dick,

just in time to re-

strain the voices of

the children who

were cats. Their

actions he could

not restrain. Every-

one in that hall saw

two white cats

spring forward and

rub themselves

against the legs of

the man who sat

in the right-hand

chair. Compelled

to silence as they

were by the danger

of their position,

Edred and Elfrida

rubbed their white-

cat bodies against

their father's legs

in a rapture which

I cannot describe,

and purred enthu-

siastically. It is a

wonderful relief to

be able to purr

when you must not

speak.

The Kingâ��he who

sat on the high seat -

stood up, looking down

on them with wise, kind

eyes, and spoke, seem-

ing to ask a question.

Quite as wonderfully

as any trained bear, and

far more gracefully, the

white Mouldiwarp

danced before the King

of that mysterious hid-

den kingdom.

Then Dick whistled,

and Edred and Elfrida

withdrew themselves

from their passionate

caresses of the only

parts of their father

that they could get at,

and stood upon their

white hind-cat-feet.

"The minuet," said

Edred, in a rapid

whisper. Dick whistled

a tune that they had

never heard, but the

tune was right; and now

"the houses were madk of cheat blocks

op stone inlaid wonoerkullv with cold

and silver."

was seen the spec-

tacle of two white

cats slowly and

solemnly going

through the

figures of that

complicated

dance, to the

music of Dick's

clear whistling,

turning, bowing,

pacing with all the

graces that Aunt

Edith had taught

them when they

were Edred and

Elfrida and not

white cats.

When the last

bow and curtsy

ended the dance,

the King himself

shouted some

word that they

were sure meant

"Well done!"

All the people

shouted the same word,

and only father and

Uncle Jim shouted

" Bravo ! "

Then the King ques-

tioned Dick.

No answer. He laid

his finger on his lips.

Then the King spoke

to father, and he in turn

tried questions in Eng-

lish and Erench and

then in other languages.

And still Dick kept on

laying his finger on his

lips, and the white bear

shook its head quite

sadly, and the white cats

purred aloud with their

eyes on their father.

Richard stooped.

" When your father

goes out, follow him,"

he whispered.

And so, when the

King rose from his

place and went out, and

everyone else did the

same, the white cats,

deserting Dick, followed

close on their father's

footsteps.



THE HOUSE

OF ARDEN. 593

When the King saw this he spoke to the

men-at-arms, who were leading Richard

in another direction, and presently the cats,

and the bear that was the Mouldiwarp, and

Richard found themselves alone with Uncle

Jim and the father of Elfrida and Edred on

a beautiful terrace shaded by trees.

And now, there being none of the brown

people near, Richard looked full in the eyes

of the father of Edred and Elfrida and said,

in a very low voice :â��

" I am English. I've come to rescue you."

"You're a bold boy," said Edred and

Elfrida's father, "but rescue's impossible."

"There's not much time," said Richard

again ; " they've only let us come here just

to see if you know us. I expect they're

listening. You are Lord Arden nowâ��the

old lord is dead. I can get you out if you

do exactly as I say."

" It's worth trying," said Uncle Jim ; "it's

worth trying, anyhow, whatever it is."

"Are you free to go where you like?"

"Yes," said Lord Ardenâ��not Edred, but

Edred's father, for Edred was now no longer

Lord Arden. " You see there's no way out

but the one, and that's guarded by a hundred

men with poisoned arrows."

" There is another way," said Richard;

" the way we came. The white bear can

carry you, one at a time."

" Shall we risk it ?" said Lord Arden, a

little doubtfully.

" Rather ! " said Uncle James. " Think

of Edith and the kids."

" That's what I am thinking of," said Lord

Arden ; " while we're alive there's a chance.

If we try this and fail they'll kill us."

" You won't fail," said Richard. " I'll help

you to get home; but I would like to know

how you got into this fix. It's only curiosity.

But I wish you'd tell me. Perhaps I sha'n't

see you again after to day."

" We stumbled on the entrance, the only

entrance to the golden plain," said Lord

Arden, " prospecting for gold among these

mountains. They have kept us prisoners

ever since, because they are determined not

to let the world know of the existence ol the

plain. There are always rumours of it, but

so far no ' civilized' people have found it."

The white cats noticed with wonder and

respect that their father addressed Richard

exactly as though he had been a grown-up.

" We managed to send one line to a news-

paper, to say that we were taken by bandits,"

Lord Arden went on ; " it was all that they

would allow us to do. But except that we

have not been free, we have had everythingâ��

Vol. xxxvi.â��75-

food, clothes, kindness, justice, love. We

must escape, if we can, because of my sister

and the children, but it is like going out

of Eden into the Black Country."

" That's so," said Uncle Jim.

" And if we're not to see you again," Lord

Arden went on, "tell me why you have come

â��at great risk it must beâ��to help us."

" I owe a debt," said Richard, in a low

voice, " to all who bear the name of Arden."

His voice sank so low that the two cats could

only hear the words " head of the house."

"And now," Richard went on," you see that

black chink over there ? " he pointed to the

crevice in the cliff. " Be there, both of you,

at moonrise, and you shall get away safely to

Arden Castle."

" You must come with us, of course," said

Lord Arden. " I might be of service to you.

We have quite a respectable little fortune in

a bank at Limaâ��not in our own namesâ��but

we can get it out, if you can get us out.

You've brought us luck, I'm certain of it.

Won't you go with us, and share it?"

" I can't," said Richard ; " I must go back

to my own time . . . my own place, I mean.

Now 111 go. Come on, cats."

The cits looked imploringly at their father,

but they went and stood by Richard.

" I suppose we may go ? " he asked.

" Everyone is perfectly free here," said

Lord Arden. " The only thing you may not

do is to leave the golden plain."

The white cats looked at each other rather

ruefully. This was not at all the way in

which they remembered their daddy talking

to them.

" But," said Lord Arden, "for the children

and my sister we must risk it. I trust you

completely, and we will be at the crevice

when the moon rises."

And at the appointed hour they all met

under the vast cliff that was the natural wall

and guardian of the golden plain.

And the Mouldiwarp carried Uncle Jim

up to the top, and then came back for Lord

Arden and Richard. But before there was

time to do more a shout went up, and a

thousand torches sprang to life in the city

they had left, and they knew that their flight

had been discovered.

" There's no time," the white Bear-Mouldi-

warp, to the utter astonishment of Lord

Arden, opened its long mouth and spoke.

And the white cats also opened their mouths

and cried, " Oh, daddy, how awful ! What

shall we do ? "

" Hold your silly tongues," said the

Mouldiwarp, crossly. " You was told not
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to go gossiping. Here ! scratch a way out

with them while paws of yours."

It set the example, scratching at the enor-

mous cliff with its strong, blunt, curved

front feet. And the cats scratched too,

with their white padded gloves that had tiger

claws to them. And the rock yieldedâ��there

was a white crackâ��wider, wider. And the

swaying, swirling torches came nearer and

nearer across the plain.

" In with you ! " cried the Mouldiwarp ;

" in with you ! "

"AND THE HuCK VIKLUfcI>â�� THhRK WAS A WHITE CKACK-

"Jim!" said Lord Arden. "I'll not go

without Jim !"

" He's half way there already," said the

Mouldiwarp. "Come, I say, come!" It

pushed them all into the crack of the rock,

and the cliff closed firm and fast behind them,

an unanswerable "No" set up in the face of

their pursuers.

" This way out," said the Mouldiwarp,

pointing its claw to where light showed.

"Why," said Edred, "it's the smugglers'

caveâ��and there's the clock ! "

Next moment there it

wasn't, for Richard had

leapt on it, and he and it

had vanished together, the

Mouldiwarp clinging to

the hour-hand at the last

moment.

The white cats which

were Edred and Elfrida

drew back from the whirl

of the hands that was the

first step towards vanish-

ment. They saw their father

and Uncle Jim go up the.

steps that led to the rude

wooden door whose key

was like a church keyâ��the

door that led to the open-

ing among the furze that

they had never been able

to find again.

When the vanishing of

the clock allowed them to

follow, and they regained

the sunny outer air, they

were just in time to see two

figures going towards the

castle and very near it.

They turned to look at

each other.

" Why," said Edred,

"you're not a cat any

more ! "

" No more are you, if it

comes to that," said Elfrida.

"Oh, Edred, they're going

in at the big gate. Do you

think it's really real -â�� or

have we just dreamed itâ��

this time ? It was much

more dreamish than any

of the other things."

" I feel," said Edred, sit-

ting down abruptly, "as if

I'd been a cat all my life,

and been swung round by

-wider, wider." my tail every day of my
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life. I think I'll sit here till I'm quite sure

whether I'm a white cat or Edred Arden."

" I know which / am," said Elfrida ; but

she, too, was not sorry to sit down.

" That's easy. You aren't either of them,"

said Edred.

When, half an hour later, they slowly went

down to the castle, still doubtful whether any-

thing magic had ever really happened, or

whether all the magic things that had seemed

to happen had really been only a sort of

double, or twin, dream, they were met at

the door by Aunt Edith, pale as the pearl and

ivory of the white clock, and with eyes that

shone like the dewdrops on the wild flowers

that Elfrida had given to the Queen.

"Oh, kiddies!" she cried. "Oh, dear,

darling kiddies!"

And she went down on her knees so that

she should be nearer their own height and

could embrace them on more equal terms.

" Something lovely's happened," she said ;

" something so beautiful that you won't be

able to believe it."

They kissed her heartily, partly out of

affection and partly to conceal their want of

surprise.

" Darlings, it's the loveliest thing that could

possibly happen. What do you think?"

" Daddy's come home," said Elfrida, feel-

ing dreadfully deceitful.

" Yes," said Aunt Edith. " How clever of

you, my pet! And Uncle Jim. They've

been kept prisoners in South America, and

an English boy with a performing bear helped

them to escape."

No mention of cats. The children felt hurt.

" And they had the most dreadful timeâ��

months and months and monthsâ��coming

across the interiorâ��no water, and Indians

and all sorts of adventures ; and daddy had

fever, and would insist that the bear was the

Mouldiwarp--our crest, you knowâ��come to

life, and talking just like you or me, and that

there were white cats that had your voices,

and called him daddy. But he's all right

now, only very weak. That's why I'm telling

you all this. You must be very quiet and

gentle. Oh, my dears, it's too good to be

true, too good to be true !"

Now, was it the father of Edred and Elfrida

who had brain fever and fancied things? Or

did they, blameless of fever, and not too guilty

of brains, imagine it all? Uncle Jim can tell

you exactly how it all happened. There is no

magic in his story. Father â�� I mean Lord

Arden â�� does not talk of what he dreamed

when he had brain fever. And Edred and

Elfrida do not talk of what happened when

they hadn't it. At least they do, but only to

me. It is all very wonderful and mysterious,

as all life is apt to be if you go a little below

the crust, and are not content just to read

newspapers and go by the Tube Railway,

and buy your clothes ready-made, and think

nothing can be true unless it is uninteresting.

"I've found the most wonderful photographs

of pictures of Arden Castle," said Aunt Edith,

later on. "We can restore the castle perfectly

from them. I do wish I knew where the

original pictures were."

" I'm afraid we can't restore the castle,"

said Lord Arden, laughing; "our little for-

tune's enough to keep us going quite

comfortablyâ��but it won't rebuild Norman

masonry."

" I do wish we could have found the buried

treasure," said Edred.

" We've got treasure enough," said Aunt

Edith, looking at Uncle Jim.

As for what Elfrida thinksâ��well, I wish

you could have seen her face when she went

into the parlour that evening after Aunt

Edith had knelt down to meet them on

equal terms, and tell them of the treasure of

love and joy that had come home to Arden.

There was Lord Arden, looking exactly

like the Lord Arden she had known in the

Gunpowder Plot days, and also exactly like

the daddy she had known all her life, sitting

at ease in the big chair just underneath the

secret panel behind which Sir Edward Talbot

had hidden when he was pretending to be

the Chevalier St. George. His dear face was

just the same, and the smile on it was her

own smileâ��the merry, tender, twinkling

smile that was for her and for no one else

in the world. It was just a moment that she

stood at the door. But it was one of these

moments that are as short as a watch-tick

and as long as a year. She stood there and

asked herself, " Have I dreamed it all ? Isn't

there really any Mouldiwarpor any treasure ? "

And then a great wave of love and longing

caught at her, and she knew that, Mouldi-

warp or no Mouldiwarp, the treasure was

hers, and in one flash she was across the

room and in her father's arms, sobbing and

laughing, and saying again and again : â��

" Oh, my daddy ! Oh, my daddy, my

daddy !"

Thk End.
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A RELIC OF THE WINDOW-TAX.

DURING the time of the window-

tax two windows were exempt

â��namely, those of the "dairy'* and

"cheese-room," each having to have

the name of the room painted on a

piece of board and nailed above the

window. The photograph shows one

of these "dairy ' windows, and is all

that remains standing of an old farm-

house in North Devon. It still retains

the board with "Dairy" on it.â��Miss

Edith Steele Perkins, 29, St. Sid-

wells, Exeter.

A FATAL RIDE.

THIS photograph, which I took

myself in America some two

years ago, shows a cyclist's ride to

death. The performance consisted in

a ride off a platform sixty feet high

into a tank of water, and the photo-

graph shows the cyclist, a one-legged

^^^^^^^^^^^^^ man named Gifford, just after he had left

the platform on his fatal last ride. On this

occasion he fell short of the tank and was

instantly killed. â�� Mr. K. J. Lee, 1'omfret,

1,0, Hamilton Road, Reading.

NEW USE FOR BALD HEADS.

AFRIEND of mine has allowed me to

take lil>erties with his bald head, and

by the aid of pieces of black paper fashioned

into nose, mouth, and eyes I have been

enabled to photograph a face presenting a

very grotesque ap|>earance. Upon close

scrutiny you will note that the subject's

forehead is resting on his hands, with face

looking downward. -Mr. F. Holberg, 67,

Harvard Place, Buffalo, New York, U.S.A.
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LOOK AT THE I.ABEL !

HERE are two most amusing additions to the

examples of " English as she is written (or

printed)" which have appeared from time to lime in

these pages. Both come from the Ear East, the

coco-nut oil having been purchased at Ceylon by

Mr. H. Nancolas, of 11. M.S. Hyacinth, from one of

the natives who bring such wares on txjard for sale,

while the tomato sauce with the terrific flavour was

bought in the Straits Settlements and the label sent to

us by Mr. G. Donne, 13, Church Street, Brighton.

TONATOE SAUCE

The Sauce are pur. The flavor are

terrific. Hope not think imitaton

as good fine as us sauce. We havnt

put nothing but nice tonatoe in

sauce which give us sauce suoh

fine terrlfio flavour. Once taste

will have more.

JANUWALA & Co Main Roac

Taiping Straits Settlements

EXTRAORDINARY

HOOF GROWTH.

IAM sending you a

picture, cut from

the Melbourne Weekly

Times, showing a pony

with a most remark-

able hoof growth. The

pony was caught in the

Orbost Ranges, and at

the lime the photo-

graph wras taken was in

the possession of Veteri-

nary-Surgeon Phillips,

of Collingwood. â�� Mr.

VV. Smith, iS, Pitcroft

Road, North End,

Portsmouth.

THE LARGEST CLOCK

IN THE WORLD.

THE great clock in

the church of St.

Rombaut, in Malines, Belgium, which has hitherto

figured as the largest clock in the world ; London's

" Big Ben,"'that has formanyyears dominated the West-

end of the British Metropolis from the summit of the

lofty Tower of the Houses of Parliament; and other

big clocks, wherever they may be, must yield the

palm for magnitude to the great clock recently set

up on the roof of the factory of Colgate and Co.,

in Jersey City, U.S.A.

Without clang of bell

it plainly proclaims

the hour, by day and

night, to the people of

all lower New York,

to the voyagers on the

Hudson River or New

\"ork harbour. It typi-

fies not only American

commercial enterprise

in the service its

owners have done the

public through its in-

stallation, but also our

progress in mechanical

skill, as demonstrated

by its constructors, the

Selh Thomas Clock

Company, Thomas-

ton, Conn. â�� Mr.

Chas. A. Brassier, 621,

Park Place, Brooklyn,

N.Y.
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A BACKWOODS BICYCLE.

FEEL sure thai readers of Tun Strand will

be interested in this photograph of a bicycle

made in the backwoods of Western Australia, and

actually ridden three hundred and fifty miles by a

miner in the early days of the gold rush. It is sent to

you by kind permission of Mr. P. Wicken, field

Officer for Agriculture of Western Australia. â��Mr.

J. G. Sanders, 89, Station Villas, Mortlake.

'typewritten portrait.

THIS portrait of a lady was made by myself

entirely by means of a typewriter, and when

held at arm's length is very effective,

used was a li ir Lock. â�� Mr. Ronald

Rosslyn, York Road, Woking.

PUZZLE FOR BOTANISTS.

IHAVE asked botanists and ex-

perienced flower - growers to

name the flower represented in this

photograph. The answers have licen

various â�� namely, passion - flower,

orchid, and honeysuckle, but gener-

ally the last-named. One who would

not \enture an answer until given the

hint thai it was highly magnified

The machine

E. Macbean,

then said canary creeper. Many Strand readers

will be curious as to what it really is and desire

to produce this beautiful flower when told that

a penny packet of its seed will fill a large bed.

But so common is it that it is found in almost

every garden, being chiefly admired for its sweet

scent. Its lieauty of structure and colour are usually

missed, as it is so small, while its name is as difficult

for a child to spell as for the botanists to give. What

is it, then ? It is simply one small sprig of the com-

mon mignonette, magnified several hundred times.

The photograph only shows a few of the florets of

one stalk. Each flower, or floret, when seen thus

magnified is far more beautiful in its natural colours

than in the photograph, though this does show its

beautiful structure.â��Mr. J. E. Webb, Chamonix,

Matlock Road, Leyton.

REMARKABLE SIGNATURE.

T SEND you what I regard as one of the most

Y remarkable signatures ever devised by a writer.

It is one which I have seen on hundreds of Govern-

ment papers at Washington, D.C., where the man

who uses it was for some yeais Expert Computer of

the U.S. Coast and Geodetic Survey and Astronomer

of the Carnegie Institution. 11 is name is Herman S.

Davis, and he writes it as here

shown. This signature is easily made

with two swift strokes of the pen,

and is not a mere monogram of

initials, for it contains the full name,

II. S. Davis, and also the year,

month, and day of his birth â��namely,

8.6.68. It has the further remark-

able quality of being so symmetrical

as to read exactly the same viewed

upside down.â��Mr. Russell Lang,

Pittsburg, Pa., U.S.A.
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WHAT DOES THK MIRROR SAY?

THE above line of figures does not appear very

interesting at first sight, but if one asks some

chinning member of the fair sex to turn it upside

down and hold it to a mirror to read it, a hidden

meaning becomes apparent.

AN OLD-WORLD CLOCK.

ONE of the most remarkable survivals of primitive

time-measuring appliances in England may be

found to-day amongst the flint knappers of Brandon.

It consists of a candle stuck into a candle stick, often

made of a lump of chalk, or of a piece of perforated

draught brick. Into the candle are fixed tiny splinters

of flint at intervals, ascertained by experience, of one

hour's burning duration, so that when a splinter drops

the knapper knows he has worked one hour, and so

on, and is thus able to ascertain how many gun-flints

he turns out in a given time. â�� Mr. E. R. Lovett,

41, Outram Road, Croydon.

THE CYCLIST'S ENEMIES.

*T "HIS might be thought a collection of ancient

1. weapons and implements, but is really some-

thing quite different. A friend of mine cycles to and

from business every day, and, of course, like every

other user of a wheel, at time suffers from punctures.

Every time he has a puncture he carefully preserves

the cause of it, if it is still to be found. He showed

me these the other day, and I at once thought they

would make a rather novel picture, so I photographed

them, and send you the result. The " puncture-

causers," as my friend terms them, consist of a long

piece of wire, a large iron nail, two " Gripwell " boot

studs (they " gripped" still better in the tyres), a

hobnail, two small wire nails, a tin-tack, a bent pin,

and the remainder flints of varying sizes and sharp-

ness.â��Mr. Walter VVm. Wood, 3, Admaston Road,

Plumstead.

PEAR GROWING FROM TREE TRUNK.

THIS photograph, which may be of interest to

fruit-growers, shows an ordinary calabash pear

growing direct from the main trunk of the tree, which

at this pointâ��about four feet from the groundâ��is

eight inches in diameter. â�� Mr. J. G. Perry, 33,

Avenue Road, Brentford.

A DOLL THAT GREW.

LAST winter, at a parly, the guests were given

two potatoes each, two tin-tacks, five hairpins,

a match, and a Japanese doily, and out of thtsc

materials a doll was to be made. One of these

creations was given me, and, after due admiration,

was put away in a cupboard. Recently I came across

it again, and found the potatoes sprouting in all

directions and looking most remarkable. â�� Mr. C. E.

Wilkins, St. Margaret's, Cheltenham.
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from the tradition that the Virgin Mary sat and rested

under its shadow during her flight to Egypt. It is

also said that by remaining hidden in the hollow tree

by means of a marvellously-twisted cobweb she suc-

ceeded in escaping her persecutors.â��Mr. J. A. van

der Stok, Paviljoenstraat No. 4, Amsterdam.

'THE AUNT OF CHARLEY."

'IIEN travelling in Greece a short time ago I

saw in the streets of Athens the playbill here

reproduced. I do not know the modern Greek, so all

I could read on it was " Brandon Thomas," a name

w
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MY HOSOM KKIKNDS.

tING a recent chiss rush between the Fresh-

men Engineers and the Junior Law students

of the University of Texas, only forty-nine of us

Junior Laws, out of a class of a hundred and twenty,

appeared to do battle with the Engineers, over a

hundred strong. Fearing lest these few " Defenders

of the F aith " would be forgotten in times to come, I

made them inscribe their names on this monument to

their class spirit, and am proud to own it. â�� Mr. A.

Moodie, 1325, College Avenue, Fort Worth, Texas.

"THE VIRGINS TREE."

T SEND you a photograph of a famous tree grow

1 ing in the little Egyptian village of Matariyah,

which is partly built on the ruins of Ileliopolis and

situated about four and a half miles to the north of

Cairo. It is usually called "The Virgin's Tree,"
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that instantly brought "Charley's

Aunt " to my mind. A Greek

who spoke English told me that

the bill was to inform the inhabi-

tants of Athens that a play called

"The Aunt of Charley" was

being performed at the theatre.

I therefore begged a bill which

may interest English playgoers.

I saw the play, which was very

much the same as we see it in

England, except that Charley was

;i very big man. proliably like Mr.

Taft, and as unlike Mr. I'enlcy

as could possibly l>e. The scenery

was tropical and nothing like

Oxford, unless it be in the Botani-

cal Gardens there, while the love-

ssages in the play were cut very

I

short, or left out altogether, to

suit the Greeks, as love-making is

carried on a little differently there.

â�� Mr. Richard

Mm.ud Road, Call

differently there.

Penlake, 115,

atford, S. E.
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FIRST BOOK :â�� The Crescent and the Cross.

CHAPTER I.

T was perhaps the first act of

open hostility, and there was

really nothing in the scene or

circumstance to provoke an

unfriendly demonstration

On the broad racing ground

of the Khedivial Club a number of the

officers and men of the British Army

quartered in Cairo, assisted by a detachment

of the soldiers of the army of Egypt, had

been giving a sham fight in imitation of the

Battle of Omdurman, which is understood to

have been the death-struggle and the end of

Mahdism.

The Khedive himself had not been there-

he was away at Constantinopleâ��and his blue

pavilion had stood empty the whole afternoon ;

but a kinsman of the Khedive's, with a com-

pany of friends, had occupied the box adjoin-

ing, and Lord Nuneham, the British Consul-

General, had sat in the centre of the grand

stand, surrounded by all the great ones of the

earth, in a sea of muslin, flowers, and feathers.

There had been European ladies in bright

spring costumes, sheikhs in flowing robes of

flowered silk, Egyptian Ministers of State in

Western dress and British Advisers and

Undersecretaries in Eastern tarbooshes,

officers in gold-braided uniforms, foreign

Ambassadors, and an infinite number of

pashas, beys, and effendi.

Besides these, too, there had been a great

crowd of what is called the common people,

chiefly Cairenesâ��the volatile, pleasure-loving

people of Cairo, who care for nothing so

little as the atmosphere of political trouble.

They had stood in a thick line around the

arena, all capped in crimson, thus giving to

the vast ellipse the effect of an immense

picture framed in red.

There had been nothing in the day, either,
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to stimulate the spirit of insurrection. It

had been a lazy day, growing hot in the

afternoon, so that the white city of domes and

minarets, as far up as to the Mokattam hills

and the self-conscious Citadel, had seemed

to palpitate in a glistening haze, while the

steely ribbon of the Nile that ran between

was reddening in the rays of the sunset.

General Graves, an elderly man with martial

bearing, commanding the force in Egypt, had

taken his place as umpire in the judge's box

in front of the pavilion ; four squadrons of

British and Egyptian cavalry and infantry,

and a grunting and ruckling camel corps, had

marched and pranced and bumped out of a

paddock to the left, and then young Colonel

Gordon Lord, Assistant Adjutant-General, who

was to play the part of commandant in the

sham fight, had come trotting into the field.

Down to that moment there had been

nothing but gaiety and the spirit of fun

among the spectators, who with ripples of

merry laughter had whispered " Lyttelton's,"

" Wauchope's," " Macdonald's," and "Max-

well's," as the white-faced, yellow-faced, and

black-faced squadrons had taken their places.

Then the General had rung the big bell that

was to be the signal for the beginning of the

battle, a bugle had been sounded, and the

people had pretended to shiver as they smiled.

But all at once the atmosphere had

changed. From somewhere on the right had

come the turn, him, turn of war-drums of the

enemy, followed by the boom, boom, boom of

their war-horns, a melancholy note, half

bellow and half wail. Then everybody in

the pavilion had stood up, everybody's glass

had been out, and a moment afterwards a

line of strange white things had been seen

fluttering in the far distance.

Were they banners ? No ! They were

men, they were the dervishes, and they wer~

in the United States of America.
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coming down in a deep white line, like

sheeted ghosts in battle array.

" They're here !" said the spectators, in a

hushed whisper, and from that moment

onward to the end there had been no more

laughter either in the pavilion or in the dense

line around the field.

The dervishes had come galloping on,

a huge disorderly horde in flying white

garments, some of them black as ink, some

brown as bronze, brandishing their glistening

spears, their swords, and their flint-locks, beat-

ing their war-drums, blowing their war-horns,

and shoutjng in high-pitched, rasping, raucous

voices their war-cry and their prayer, " Allah !

Allah! Allah!"

On and on they had come, like champing

surf rolling in on a reef-bound coast; on and

on, faster and faster, louder and louder, on

and on until they had all but hurled them

selves into the British lines, and thenâ�� crash!

A sheet of blinding flashes, a roll of stifling

smoke, and, when the air cleared, a long empty

space in the front line of the dervishes, and

the ground strewn as with the drapery of two

hundred dead men.

In an instant the gap had been filled and

the mighty horde had come on again, but

again and again and yet again they had been

swept down before the solid rock of the

British forces like the spent waves of an

angry sea.

At one moment a flag, silver white and

glistening in the sun, had been seen coming

up behind. It had seemed to float here,

there, and everywhere, like a disembodied

spirit, through the churning breakers of the

enemy; and while the swarthy Arab who

carried it had cried out over the thunder of

battle that it was the angel of death leading

them to victory or Paradise, the dervishes

had screamed "Allah! Allah!" and poured

themselves afresh on to the British lines.

But crash, crash, crash; the bullets had

leapt out of the British rifles, and the

dervishes had fallen in long swathes like

grass before the scythe, until the broad field

had been white with its harvest of the dead.

The sham fight had lasted a full hour, and

until it was over the vast multitude of

spectators had been as one immense creature

that trembled without drawing breath. But

then the umpire's big bell had been rung

again, the dead men had leapt briskly to

their feet and scampered back to paddock,

and a rustling breeze of laughter, half merri-

ment and half surprise, had swept over the

pavilion and the field.

This was the moment at which the

atmosphere had seemed to change. Some-

one at the foot of the pavilion had said : â��

" Whew ! What a battle it must have

been ! "

And someone else had said : â��

" Don't call it a battle, sir; call it an

execution."

And then a third, an Englishman in the

uniform of an Egyptian Commandant of

Police, had cried :â��

" If it had gone the other way, thoughâ��if

the Mahdists had beaten us that day at

Omdurman, what would have happened to

Egypt then ? "

" Happened ?" the first speaker had

answeredâ��he was the English Adviser to

one of the Egyptian Ministers. " What

would have happened to Egypt, you say ?

Why, there wouldn't have been a dog to

howl for a lost master by this time."

Lord Nuneham had heard the luckless

words, and his square-hewn jaw had grown

harder and more grim. Unfortunately, the

Egyptian Ministers, the 'sheikhs, the pashas,

the beys, and the effendi had heard them

also, and, by the mysterious law of Nature

that sends messages over a trackless desert,

the last biting phrase had seemed to go like

an electric whisper through the thick line of

the red-capped Cairenes around the arena.

In the native mind it altered everything in

an instant; transformed the sham battle into

a serious incident; made it an insult, an

outrage, a prearranged political innuendo,

something got up by the British Army of

Occupation, or perhaps by the Consul-General

himself, to rebuke the Egyptians for the fires

of disaffection that had smouldered in their

midst for years, and to say as by visible

historiography :â��

"See, that's what England saved Egypt

fromâ��that horde of Allah-intoxicated fanatics

who would have cut off the heads of your

Khedives, tortured and pillaged your pashas,

flogged your effendi, made slaves of your

fellaheen, or swept your whole nation into

the Nile."

Every soldier on the field had distinguished

himself that day, the British by his bull-

dog courage, the Soudanese by fighting as

dervishes like demons, the Egyptian by stand-

ing his ground like a man; but not even when

young Colonel Lord, the most popular English-

man in Egypt, the one officer of English

blood who was beloved by-the Egyptians, not

even when he had come riding back to pad-

dock after a masterly handling of his men,

sweating but smiling, his horse blowing and

spent, the people on the pavilion receiving
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him with shouts and cheers, the clapping of

hands, and the fluttering of handkerchiefsâ��

not even then had the Cairenes at the edge

of the arena made the faintest demonstration.

Their opportunity came a few minutes later,

and, sullen and grim under the gall of their

unfounded suspicion, they seized it in fierce

and rather ugly fashion.

Hardly had the last man left the field

when a company of mounted police came

riding down the fringe of it, followed by a

carriage drawn by two high-stepping horses,

between a bodyguard of Egyptian soldiers.

They drew up in front of the box occupied

by the kinsman of the Khedive, and instantly

the Cairenes made a rush for it, besieging the

barrier on either side, and even clambering on

each other's shoulders as human scaffolding

from which to witness the departure of the

Prince.

Then the Prince came out, a rather slack,

feeble, ineffectual - looking man, and there

were the ordinary salutations prescribed by

custom. First the cry from the police in

Turkish and in unison, " I>ong live our

Master!" being cheers for the Khedive whose

representative the Prince was, and then a cry

in Arabic for the Prince himself. The Prince

touched his forehead,, stepped into his car-

riage, and was about to drive off when, with-

out sign or premeditationâ��by one of those

mischievous impulses which the devil himself

inspiresâ��there came a third cry, never heard

on that ground before. In a lusty, guttural

voice, a young man standing on the shoulders

of another manâ��both, apparently, students

of law or medicineâ��shouted over the heads

of the people, "Long live Egypt !" and in

an instant the cry was repeated in a deafen-

ing roar from every side.

The Prince signalled to his bodyguard

and his carriage started, but all the way down

the line of the enclosure, where the red-capped

Egyptians were still standing in solid masses,

the words cracked along like fireworks set

alight.

The people on the great pavilion watched

â�¢ and listened, and to the larger part of them,

who were British subjects, and to the officers,

Advisers, and Under-Secretaries, who were

British officials, the cry was like a challenge

which seemed to say, "Go home to England;

we are a nation of ourselves and can do

without you." For a moment the air tingled

with expectancy, and everybody knew that

something else was going to happen. It

happened instantly, with that promptness

which the devil alone contrives.

Almost as soon as the Prince's company

had cleared awry, a second carriage, that of

the British Consul-General, came down the

line to the pavilion, with a posse of native

police on either side and a seis running in

front. Then from his seat in the centre

Lord Nuneham rose and stepped down to

the arena, shaking hands with people as he

passed, gallant to the ladies as befits an

English gentleman, but bearing himself with

a certain brusque condescension towards the

men, all trying to attract his attentionâ��a

medium-sized yet massive person, with a

stern jaw and steady grey eyes, behind which

the cool brain was plainly packed in ice, a

man of iron who had clearly passed through

the pathway of life with a firm high step.

The posse of native police cleared a way

for him, and, under the orders of an officer,

rendered military honours, but that was not

enough for the British contingent in the fever

of their present excitement. They called for

three cheers for the King, whose representa-

tive the Consul General was in Egypt, and

then three more for Lord Nuneham, giving,

not three, but six, with a fierceness that grew

more frantic at every shout, and seemed to

say, as plainly as words could speak, " Here

we are and here we stay."

The Egyptians listened in silence, some of

them spitting as a sign of contempt, until the

last cheer was dying down, and then the lusty,

guttural voice cried again, "Long live Egypt!"

and once more the words rang like a rip rap

down the line.

It was noticed that the stern expression of

Lord Nuneham's face assumed a death-like

rigidity, that he took out a pocket book, wrote

some words, tore away a leaf, handed it to a

native servant, and then, with an icy smile,

stepped into his carriage. Meantime the

British contingent were cheering again with

yet more deafening clamour, and the rolling

sound followed the Consul-General as he

drove away. But the shout of the Egyptians

followed him too ; and when he reached the

high road the one was like muffled drums at

a funeral far behind, while the other was like

the sharp crack of Maxim guns that were

always firing by his side.

The sea of muslin, ribbons, Mowers, and

feathers in the pavilion had broken up by this

time; the light was striking level in people's

eyes, the west was crimsoning with sunset

tints, the city was red on the tips of its

minarets and ablaze on the bare face of its

insurgent hills, and the Nile itself, taking the

colouring of the sky, was lying like an old

serpent of immense size which had stretched

itself along the sand to sleep.
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CHAPTER II.

General Graves's daughter had been at

the sports that day, sitting in the chair im-

mediately behind Lord Nuneham's. Her

name was Helena, and she was a fine,

handsome girl in the early twenties, with

coal-black hair, very dark eyes, a speaking

face, and a smile like eternal sunshine ; well

grown, splendidly developed, and carrying

herself in perfect equipoise with natural

grace and a certain swing when she walked.

Helena Graves was to marry Lord Nune-

ham's son, Colonel Gordon Lord, and during

the progress of the sham fight she had had

north, south, and west, in and out as in a

dance, so that they faced the enemy on

every side; when somebody had blundered

and his cavalry had been caught in a trap,

and he had had to ride without sword or

revolver through a cloud of dark heads that

had sprung up as if out of the ground; and,

above all, when his horse had stumbled and

he had fallen, and the dervishes, forgetting

that the battle was not a real one, had hurled

their spears like shafts of forked lightning

over his head. At that moment she had for-

gotten all about the high society gathered

in a brilliant throng around her, and had

'he had patted heb arm and said: hks sapeâ��dun t he afraid, my child.

eyes for nobody else. She had watched

him when he had entered the field, sitting

solid on his Irish horse, which was stepping

high and snorting audibly; when at the "Fire!"

he had stood behind the firing line, and at

the " Cease fire ! " galloped in front; when he

had threaded his forces round and round,

clutched the Consul-General's chair convul-

sively, breathing so audibly that he had heard

her, and, lowering the glasses through which

he had watched the distant scene, had patted

her arm and said :â��

" He's safeâ��don't be afraid, my child."

When the fight was over her eyes were
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radiant, her cheeks were like a conflagration,

and, notwithstanding the ugly incident

attending the departure of the Prince and

Lord Nuneham, her face was full of a

triumphant joy as she stepped down to the

green, where Colonel Lord, who was waiting

for her, put on her motor cloakâ��she had

come in her automobileâ��and helped her to

fix the light veil, which in her excitement

had fallen back from her hat and showed

that she was still blushing up to the roots of

her black hair.

Splendid creature as she was, Colonel

Lord was a match for her. He was one of

the youngest colonels in the British Army,

being four-and-thirty, of medium height,

with crisp brown hair, and eyes of the

flickering, steel-like blue that is common

among enthusiastic natures, especially when

they are soldiers â�� a man of unmistakable

masculinity, yet with that vague suggestion of

the woman about him which, sometimes seen

in a manly face, makes one say, without

knowing any of the circumstances, " That

man is like his mother, and whatever her

ruling passion is, his own will be, only

stronger, more daring, and perhaps more

dangerous."

" They're a lovely pair," the women were

saying of them as they stood together ; and

soon they were surrounded by a group of

people, some complimenting Helena, others

congratulating Gordon, all condemning the

demonstration which had cast a certain

gloom over the concluding scene.

" It was too exciting, too fascinating, but

how shameful that conduct of the natives !

It was just like a premeditated insult," said

a fashionable lady, a visitor to Cairo ; and

then an Englishman â��it was the Adviser who

had spoken the first unlucky wordsâ��said,

promptly :â��

" So it wasâ��it must have been. Didn't

you see how it was all done at a preconcerted

signal?"

" I'm not surprised. I've always said we

English in Egypt are living on the top of a

volcano," said a small, slack, grey-headed

man, a judge in the native courts ; and then

the Commandant of Police, a somewhat

pompous person, said, bitterly :â��

" We saved their country from bankruptcy,

their backs from the lash, and their stomachs

from starvation, and now listen : ' Long live

Egypt!'"

At that moment a rather effusive American

lady came up to Helena and said : â��

" Don't you ever recognise your friends,

dear ? I tried to catch your eye during the

fight, but a certain officer had fallen, and, of

course, nobody else existed in the world."

" Let us make up our minds to itâ��we are

not liked" the judge was saying. "Naturally

we were popular as long as we were plaster-

ing the wounds made by tyrannical masters;

but the masters are dead and the patient is

better, so the doctor is found to be a bore."

"Yes, it's the gentleman in the tarboosh

who is making the clamour, not the poor, blue-

shirted fellah with his face to the ground."

At that moment an Egyptian Princess,

famous for her wit and daring, came down

the pavilion steps. She was one of the

few Egyptian women who frequented mixed

society and went about with uncovered faceâ��

a large person, with plump, pallid cheeks,

very voluble, outspoken, and quick-tempered,

a friend and admirer of the Consul-General's,

and a champion of the English rule. Making

straight for Helena, she said :â��

" Goodness, child, is it your face I see

or the light of the moon ? The battle? Oh,

yes, it was beautiful, but it was terrible, and

thank the Lord it is over. But tell me about

yourself, dear. You are desperately in love,

they say, and no wonder. I'm in love with

him myself, I really am, and if . . . Oh,

you're there, are you ? Well, I'm telling

Helena I'm in love with you. Such strength,

such courageâ��pluck you call it, don't you ? "

Helena had turned to answer the American

lady, and Gordon, whose eyes had been on

her as if waiting for her to speak, whispered

to the Princess :â��

" Isn't she looking lovely to-day, Princess ?"

" Then why don't you tell her so ?" said

the Princess.

" Hush ! " said Gordon, whereupon the

Princess said: â��

" My goodness, what ridiculous creatures

men are ! What cowards, too ! As brave as

lions before a horde of savages, but before a

womanâ��man Dieu ! "

" Yes," said the judge, in his slow, shrill

voice, " they are fond of talking of the old

book of Egypt, yet the valley of the Nile is

strewn with the tombs of Egyptians who have

perished under their hard task-masters, from

the Pharaohs to the pashas. Can't they hear

the murmur of the past about them ? Have

they no memory if they have no gratitude?"

At the last words General Graves came up

to the group, looking hot and excited, and he

said :â��

" Memory ? Gratitude ? They're a nation

of ingrates and fools."

" What's that ? " said the Princess.

" Pardon me, Princess. I say the demon-
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stration of your countrymen today is an

example of the grossest ingratitude."

" You're quite right, General. But maleysh!

(no matter). The barking of dogs doesn't

hurt the clouds.".

" And who are the dogs in this instance,

Princess ? " said a thin-faced Turco-Egyptian

with a heavy moustache, who had been

congratulating Colonel Lord.

"Your Turco-Egyptian Ijeauties, who

would set the country ablaze to light their

cigarettes," said the Princess. " Children

I call them. Children, and they deserve

the rod. Yes, the rod, and serve them right.

Excuse the word. I know! I tell you

plainly, pasha."

" And the clouds are the Consul-General,

I suppose ? "

" Certainly ; and he's so much above them

that they can't even see he's the sun in their

sky, the stupids."

Whereupon the pasha, who was the Egyp-

tian Prime Minister under a British Adviser,

said, with a shrug and a dubious smile :â��

" Your sentiments are beautiful, but your

similes are a little broken, Princess."

" Not half so much broken as your

Treasury would have been if the English

hadn't helped it," said the Princess; and

when the pasha had gone off with a rather

halting laugh, she said :â��

" Maleysh ! When angels come the devils

take their leave. I don't care. I say what

I think. I tell the Egyptians the English

are the best friends Egypt ever had, and

Nuneham is their greatest ruler since the

days of Joseph. But Adam himself wasn't

satisfied with Paradise, and it's no use talk-

ing. ' Don't throw stones into the well you

drink from,' I say. But serve you right, you

English. You shouldn't have come. He who

builds on another's land brings up another's

child. Everybody is excited about this

sedition, and even the harem are asking

what the Government is going to do.

Nuneham knows best, though. Leave him

alone. He'll deal with these half-educated

upstarts. Upstartsâ��that's what I call them.

Oh, I know ! I speak plainly ! "

" I agree with the Princess," chimed in the

judge. " What is this unrest among the

Egyptians due to ? The education we our-

selves have given them."

" Yes; teach your dog to snap, and he'll

soon bite you."

" These are the tares in the harvest we are

reaping, and perhaps our Western grain doesn't

suit this Eastern desert."

" Should think it doesn't, indeed. ' Liberty,'

'Equality,' 'Fraternity,' 'Representative Insti-

tutions '! If you English come talking this

nonsense to the Egyptians what can you

expect ? Socialism, is it ? Well, if I am

to be Prince and you are to be Prince,

who is to drive the donkey ? Excuse

the word! I know! I tell you plainly.

Good-bye, my dear! You are looking

perfect to day. But then you are so happy.

I can see when young people are in love

by their eyes, and yours are shining like

moons. After all, your Western ways are

best. We choose the husbands for our girls,

thinking the silly things don't know what is

good for them, and the chicken isn't wiser

than the hen; but it's the young people, not

the old ones, who have to live together,

so why shouldn't they choose for them-

selves?"

At that instant there passed from some

remote corner of the grounds a brougham

containing two shrouded figures in close

white veils, and the Princess said :â��

"Look at that, nowâ��that relic of barbarism !

Shutting our women up like canaries in a

cage, while their men are enjoying the sun-

shine. Life is a dancing girlâ��let her dance

a little for all of us."

The Princess was about to go, when

General Graves appealed to her. The judge

had been saying :â��

" I should call it a religious rather than a

political unrest. You may do what you will

for the Moslem, but he never forgets that the

hand which bestows his benefits is that of an

infidel."

" Yes, we're aliens here, there's no getting

over it," said the Adviser.

And the General said : " Especially when

professional fanatics are always reminding the

Egyptians that we are not Mohammedans.

By the way, Princess, have you heard of the

new preacher, the new prophet, the new

Mahdi, as they say ? "

" Prophet ! Mahdi ! Another of them ? "

"Yes, the comet that has just appeared in

the firmament of Alexandria."

" Some holy man, I suppose. Oh, I

know ! Holy man, indeed ! Shake hands

with him and count your rings, General !

Another impostor riding on the people's

backsâ��and they can't see it, the stupids !

But the camel never can see his humpâ��not

he ! Good-bye, girl. Get married soon, and

keep together as long as you can. Stretch

your legs to the length of your bed, my dear;

why shouldn't you? Say good-bye to

Gordon ? Certainly ; where is he ? "

At that moment Gordon was listening,
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with head down, to something the General

was saying with intense feeling.

" The only way to deal with religious

impostors who sow disaffection among the

people is to suppress them with a strong

hand. Why not ? Fear of their followers ?

They're fit for nothing hut to pray in their

mosques, ' Away with the English, O Lord,

but give us water in due measure !' Light ?

Not for ftp instant. There isn't an ounce of

courage, in a hundred of them, and a score of

good soldiers would sweep all the native

Egyptians of Alexandria into the sea."

Then Gordon^who had not yet spoken,

lifted his head and answered, in a rather

nervous voice :â��

" No, no, no, sir ! Ill usage may have

made these people cowards in the old days,

but proper treatment since has made them

men, and there wasn't an Egyptian fellah on

the field to-day who wouldn't have followed

me into the jaws of death if I had told him

to As for our being aliens in religion "â��

the nervous voice became louder, and at the

same time more tremulous â�� "that isn't

everything. We're aliens in sympathy and

brotherhood, and even in common courtesy

as well. What is the honest truth about us ?

Here we are to help the Egyptians to re-

generate their country, yet we neither eat nor

drink nor associate with them. How can

we hope to win their hearts while we hold

them at arms' length ? We've given them

waterâ��yes, water in abundance, but have

we given themâ��love ? "

The woman in Gordon had leapt out

before he knew it, and he had swung a little

aside as if ashamed, while the men cleared

their throats, and the Princess, notwithstand-

ing that she had been abusing her own

people, suddenly melted in the eyes, muttered

to herself, " Oh, our God ! " and then, reach-

ing over to kiss Helena, whispered in her

ear :â��

" You've got the best of the bunch, my

dear, and if England would only send us a

few more of his sort we should hear less of

' Long live Egypt!' Now, General, you can

see me to my carriage if you would like to.

By-bye, young people ! "

At that moment the native servant to

whom the Consul-General had given the note

came up and gave it to Gordon, who read it

and then handed it to Helena. It ran :â��

" Come to me immediately. Have some-

thing to say to you.â��N."

" We'll drive you to the Agency in the car,"

said Helena, and they moved away together.

In a crowded lane at the back of the

Vol. xxxvi.â�� 77

pavilion people were clamouring for their

carriages, and complaining of the idleness

and even rudeness of the Arab runners, but

Helena's automobile Was brought up instantly,

and when it was moving off with the General

inside, Helena at the wheel and Gordon by

her side, the natives touched their foreheads

to the colonel and said, " Bismillah !"

As soon as the car was clear away and

Gordon was alone with Helena for the first

time, there was one of those privateering

passages of love between them which lovers

know how to smuggle through, even in public

and the eye of day.

" Well!"

" Well!"

" Everybody has been saying the sweetest

things to me and you've never yet uttered a

word."

" Did you really expect me to speakâ��there

â��before all those people ? But it was

splendid- gloriousâ��magnificent! "

And then, the steering-wheel notwithstand-

ing, her gaunlleted left hand went down to

where his right hand was waiting for it.

Crossing the iron bridge over the river,

they drew up at the British Agency, a large,

ponderous, uninspired edifice, with its ambus-

caded hack to the city and its defiant front

to the Nile, and there, as Gordon got down,

the General, who still looked hot and excited,

said : â��

" You'll dine with us to night, my boyâ��

usual hour, you know."

" With pleasure, sir," said Gordon, and

then Helena leaned over and whispered : â��

" May I guess what your father is going to

talk about ? "

" The demonstration ? "

" Oh, no ! "

"What, then?"

" The new prophet at Alexandria."

" I wonder," said Gordon, and with a wave

of the hand he disappeared behind a screen

of purple blossom as Helena and the General

faced home.

Their way lay' up through the old city,

where groups of aggressive young students,

at sight of the General's gold-laced cap,

started afresh the Kentish fire of their " Long

live Egypt! " Up and up until they reached

the threatening old fortress on the spur of

the Mokattam hills, and then through the

iron-clamped gates to the wide courtyard

where the mosque of Mohammed Ali, with

its spiky minarets, stands on the edge of the

ramparts like a cock getting ready to crow,

and drew up at the gate of a heavy lidded

house which looks sleepily down on the city,
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"groups of aggressive young students, at sight of the general's gold-laced cat, started afresh the

kentish fire of their 1 long live egyft i! "

the sinuous Nile, the sweeping desert, the

preponderating pyramids, and the last salut-

ing of the sun. Then, as Helena rose from

her seat, she saw that the Generals head had

fallen back and his face was scarlet.

" Father, you are ill ! "

"Onlya little faint â��I'll be better presently."

But he stumbled in stepping out of the

car, and Helena said :â��

" You are ill and you must go to bed

immediately, and let me put Gordon off until

to morrow."

" No ; let him come. I want to hear what

the Consul-General had to say to him."

In spite of himself he had to go to bed,

though, and half an hour later, having given

him a sedative, Helena was saying :â��

" You've over-excited yourself again, father.

You were anxious about Gordon when his

horse fell and those abominable spears were

flying about."

" Not a bit of it. I knew he would come

out all right. The fighting devil isn't civilized

out of the British blood yet, thank God !

But those Egyptians at the endâ��the ingrates !

the dastards !"

"Father!"

"Oh, I am calm enough nowâ��don't be

afraid, girl. I was sorry to hear Gordon

standing up for them, though. A soldier

every inch of him, but how unlike his father !

Never saw father and son so different. Yet

so much alike, too! Fighting men, both of

them. Hope to goodness they'll never come

to grips. Heavens! that would be a bad

day for all of us."

And then, drowsily, under the influence of

the medicine:â��

" I wonder what Nuneham wanted with

Gordon ? Something about those graceless

tarbooshes, I suppose. He'll make them

smart for what they've done to-day.

Wonderful man, Nuneham ! Wonderful! "

CHAPTER III.

John Nuneham was the elder son of a

financier of whose earlier life little or nothing

was ever known. What was known of his

later life was that he had amassed a fortune

by Colonial speculation, bought a London

newspaper, and been made a baronet for

services to his political party. Having no

inclination towards journalism, the son be-

came a soldier, rose quickly to the rank of
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brevet-major, served several years with his

regiment abroad, and at six-and-twenty went

to India as private secretary to the Viceroy,

who, quickly recognising his natural tendency,

transferred him to the administrative side

and put him on the financial staff. There

he spent five years with conspicuous success,

obtaining rapid promotion and being fre-

quently mentioned in the Viceroy's reports

to the F'oreign Minister.

Then his father died, without leaving a

will, as the cable of the solicitors informed

him, and he returned to England to administer

the estate. Here a thunderbolt fell on him,

for he found a younger brother, with whom

he had nothing in common and had never

lived at peace, preparing to dispute his right

to his father's title and fortune on the

assumption that he was illegitimateâ��that is

to say, was born before the date of the

marriage of his parents.

The allegation proved to be only too well

founded, and as soon as the elder brother

had recovered from the shock of the truth he

appealed to the younger one to leave things

as they found them.

" After all, a man's eldest son is his eldest

son; let matters rest," he urged, but his

brother was obdurate.

" Nobody knows what the circumstances

may have been. Is there no ground of agree-

ment ? " But his brother could see none.

" You can take the inheritance, if that's

what you want ; but let me find a way to

keep the title, so as to save the family and

avoid scandal." But his brother was un-

yielding.

" For our father's sake. It is not for a

man's sons to rake up the dead past of his

forgotten life." But the younger brother

could not be stirred.

" For our mother's sake. Nobody wants

his mother's good name to be smirchedâ��least

of all when she's in her grave." But the

younger brother remained unmoved.

" I promise never to marry. The title shall

end with me. It shall return to you or to

your children." But the younger brother

would not listen.

" England is the only Christian country in

the world in which a man's son is not always

his son. For God's sake, let me keep my

father's name !"

" It is mine, and mine alone," said the

younger brother, and then a heavy and

solitary tear, the last he was to shed for forty

years, dropped slowly down John Nuneham's

hard-drawn face, for at that instant the well

pf his heart ran dry.

" As you will," he said. " But if it is your

pride that is doing this I shall humble it, and

if it is your greed I shall live long enough to

make it ashamed."

From that day forward he dedicated his

life to one object only, the founding of a

family that should far eclipse the family of

his brother, and his first step towards that

end was to drop his father's surname in the

register of his regiment and assume his

mother's name of Eord.

At that moment England, with two other

European Powers, had, like Shadrach,

Meshach, and Abednego, entered the fiery

furnace of Egyptian affairs, though not so

much to withstand as to protect the worship

of the golden image. A line of Khedives,

each seeking his own advantage, had culmi-

nated in one more unscrupulous and

tyrannical than the rest, who had seized the

lands of the people, borrowed money upon

them in Egypt, wasted it in wicked extrava-

gance, and brought the country to the brink

of ruin, with the result that England was left

alone at last to occupy Egypt, much as Rome

occupied Palestine, and to find a man to

administer her affairs in a position analogous

to that of Pontius Pilate. It found him in

John Lord, the young financial secretary who

had distinguished himself in India.

His task was one of immense difficulty, for,

though nominally no more than the British

Consul-General, he was really the ruler of

the country, being representative of the

Sovereign whose soldiers held Egypt in their

grip. Realizing at once that he was the

official receiver to a bankrupt nation, he saw

that his first duty was to rnake it solvent.

He did make it solvent. In less than five

years Egypt was able to pay her debt to

Europe. Therefore Europe was satisfied,

England was pleased, and John Lord was

made Knight of the Order of St. Michael

and St. George.

Then he married a New England girl

whom he had met in Cairo, daughter of a

Federal General in the Civil War, a gentle

creature, rather delicate, a little sentimental,

and very religious.

During the first years their marriage was

childless, and the wife, seeing with a woman's

sure eyes that her husband's hope had been

for a child, began to live within herself and

to weep when no one could see. But at

last a child came and it was a son, and she

was overjoyed and the Consul-General was

content. He allowed her to christen the

child by what name she pleased, so she gave

him the name of her great Christian hero,
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Charles George Gordon. They called the boy

Gordon, and the little mother was very happy.

But her health became still more delicate,

so a nurse had to be looked for, and they

found one in an Egyptian womanâ��with a

child of her ownâ��who, by power of a per-

nicious law of Mohammedan countries, had

been divorced through no fault of hers, at

the whim of a husband who wished to marry

another wife. Thus Hagar, with her little

Ishmael, became foster-mother to the Consul-

General's son, and the two children were

suckled together and slept in the same cot.

Meantime, as ruler of Egypt, the Consul-

General was going from strength to strength,

and, seeing that the Nile is the most

wonderful river in the world and the father

of the country through which it flows, he

determined that it should do more than

moisten the lips of the Egyptian desert

while the vast body lay parched with thirst.

Therefore he took engineers up to the fork

of the stream where the clear and crystal

Blue Nile of Khartoum, tumbling down in

mighty torrents from the volcanic gorges of

the Abyssinian hills, crosses the slow and

sluggish While Nile of Omdurman, and told

them to build dams, so that the water should

not be wasted into the sea, but spread over

the arid land, leaving the glorious sun of

Egypt to do the rest.

The effect was miraculous. Nature, the

great wonder-worker, had come to his aid,

and never since the Spirit of God first moved

upon the face of the void had anything so

marvellous been seen. The barren earth

brought forth grass and the desert blossomed

like a rose. I^and values increased ; revenues

were enlarged ; poor men became rich ; rich

men became millionaires; Egypt became a

part of Europe ; Cairo became a European

city ; the record of the progress of the country

began to sound like a story from " The

Arabian Nights," and the Consul-General's

annual reports read like fresh chapters out of

the Book of Genesis, telling of the creation

of a new heaven and a new earth. The

re making of Egypt was the wonder of the

world; the faces of the Egyptians were

whitened ; England was happy, and Sir John

Lord was made a baronet. His son had gone

to school in England by this time, and from

Eton he was to go on to Sandhurst and to

take up the career of a soldier.

Then, thinking the Englishman's mission

on foreign soil was something more than to

make money, the Consul-General attempted

to regenerate the country. He had been

sent out to re-establish the authority of the

Khedive, yet he proceeded to curtail it; to

suppress the insurrection of the people, yet

he proceeded to enlarge their liberties.

Setting up a high standard of morals, both in

public and private life, he tolerated no

trickery. Finding himself in a cock-pit of

corruption, he put down bribery, slavery,

perjury, and a hundred kinds of venality and

intrigue. Having views about individual

justice and equal rights before the Law, he

cleansed the Law Courts, established a

Christian code of morals between man and

man, and let the light of Western civilization

into the mud-hut of the Egyptian fellah.

Mentally, morally, and physically his

massive personality became the visible soul

of Egypt. If a poor man was wronged in

the remotest village, he said, " 1 11 write to

Lord," and the threat was enough. He

became the visible conscience of Egypt, too,

and if a rich man was tempted to do a

doubtful deed he thought of "the English-

man," and the doubtful deed was not done.

The people at the top of the ladder

trusted him, and the people at the bottom, a

simple, credulous, kindly race, who were

such as sixty centuries of misgovernment

had made them, touched their breasts, their

lips, and their foreheads at the mention of

his name, and called him " The Father of

Egypt." England was proud, and Sir John

Lord was made a peer.

When the King's letter reached him he

took it to his wife, who now lay for long

hours every day on the couch in the drawing-

room, and then wrote to his son, who had

left Sandhurst and was serving with his

regiment in the Soudan, but he said nothing

to anybody else, and left even his secretary to

learn the great news through the newspapers.

He was less reserved when he came to

select his title, and, remembering his brother,

he found a fierce joy in calling himself by

his father's name, thinking he had earned the

right to it. Twenty-five years had passed since

he had dedicated his life to the founding of a

family that should eclipse, and even humiliate,

the family of his brother, and now his secret

aim was realized. He saw a long line suc-

ceeding Himâ��his son, and his son's son, and

his son's son's son, all peers of the realm, and

all Nunehams. His revenge was sweet; he

was very happy.

CHAPTER IV.

If Lord Nuneham had died then, or if he

had passed away from Egypt, he would have

left an enduring fame as one of the great

Englishmen who twice or thrice in a hundred
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years carve their names on the granite page

of the world's history ; but he went on and

on, until it sometimes looked as if in the end

it might be said of him, in the phrase of the

Arab proverb, that he had written his name

in water.

Having achieved one object of ambition,

he set himself another, and having tasted

power he became possessed by the lust of it.

Great men had been in England when he

first came to Egypt, and he had submitted to

their instructions without demur, but now,

wincing under the orders of inferior suc-

cessors, he told himself, not idly boasting,

that nobody in London knew his work as

well as he did, and he must be liberated from

the domination of Downing Street. The

work of emancipation was delicate but not

difficult. There was one power stronger

than any Government whereby public opinion

might be guided and controlledâ��the Press.

The British Consul-General in Cairo was

in a position of peculiar advantage for guiding

and controlling the Press. He did guide and

control it. What he thought it well that

Europe should know about Egypt, that it

knew, and that only. The generally ill-

informed public opinion in England was

corrected ; the faulty praise and blame of the

British Press was set right; within five years

London had ceased to send instructions to

Cairo; and when a diplomatic question

created a fuss in Parliament the Consul-

General was heard to say :â��

" I don't care a rush what the Government

think, and I don't care a straw what the

Foreign Minister says; I have a power

stronger than either at my backâ��the public."

It was true, but it was also the beginning

of the end. Having attained to absolute

power, he began to break up from the seeds

of dissolution which always hide in the heart

of it. Hitherto he had governed Egypt by

guiding a group of gifted Englishmen who,

as Secretaries and Advisers, had governed the

Egyptian governors ; but now he desired to

govern everything for himself. As a conse-

quence the gifted men had to go, and their

places were taken by subordinates whose best

qualification was their subservience to his

strong and masterful spirit.

Even that did not matter as long as his

own strength served him. He knew and

determined everything, from the terms of

treaties with foreign Powers to the wages of

the Khedive's English coachman. With five

thousand British bayonets to enforce his will,

he said to a man, " Do that," and the man did

it or left Egypt without delay. No Emperor

or Czar or King was ever more powerful, no

Pope more infallible; but if his rule was

hard it was also just, and for some years yet

Egypt was well governed.

"When a fish goes bad," the Arabs say,

" is it first at the head or at the tail ? " As

Lord Nuneham grew old his health began to

fail, and he had to fall back on the weaklings

who were only fit to carry out his will. Then

an undertone of murmuring was heard in

Egypt. The Government was the same, yet

it was altogether different. The hand was

Esau's, but the voice was Jacob's. " The

millstones are grinding," said the Egyptians,

" but we see no flour."

The glowing fire of the great Englishman's

fame began to turn to ashes, and a cloud no

bigger than a man's hand appeared in the

sky. His Advisers complained to him of

friction with their Ministers; his inspectors,

returning from tours in the country, gave

him reports of scant courtesy at the hands of

natives, and to account for their failures they

worked up in his mind the idea of a vast

racial and religious conspiracy. The East was

the East, the West was the West, Moslem was

Moslem, Christian was Christian; Egyptians

cared more about Islam than they did about

good government, and Europeans in the

Valley of the Nile, especially British soldiers

and officials, were living on the top of a

volcano.

The Consul-General listened to them with

a sour smile, but he believed them and

blundered. He was a sick man now, and he

was not really living in Egypt any longer;

he was only sleeping at the Agency, and he

thought he saw the work of his lifetime in

danger of being undone. So, thinking to end

fanaticism by one crushing example, he gave

his subordinates an order like that which the

ancient King of Egypt gave to the midwives,

with the result that five men were hanged

and a score were flogged before their scream-

ing wives and children for an offence that

had not a particle of religious or political

significance.

A cry of horror went up through Egypt.

The Consul-General had lost it; his thirty

years of great labour had been undone in

a day.

As every knife is out when the bull is

down, so the place hunting pashas, the greedy

sheikhs, and the cruel governors whose corrup-

tions he had suppressed found instruments to

stab him, and the people who had kissed the

hand they dare not bite thought it safe to

bite the hand they need not kiss. He had

opened the mouths of his enemies, and, in
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Eastern manner, they assailed him first by

parable. Once there had been a great Eng-

lish eagle; its eyes were clear and piercing;

its talons were firm and relentless in their

grip; yet it was a proud and noble bird; it

held its own against East and West, and pro-

tected all who took refuge under its wing.

But now the eagle had grown old and weak;

other birds, smaller and meaner, had deprived

it of its feathers and picked out its eyes, and

it had become blind and cruel and cowardly

and sly. Would nobody shoot it or shut it

up in a cage ?

Rightly or wrongly, the Consul-General

became convinced that the Khedive was

intriguing against him, and one day he drove

to the Royal palace and demanded an

audience. The interview that followed was

not the first of many stormy scenes between

the real governor of Egypt and its nominal

ruler, and when Lord Nuneham strode out

with his face aflame, through the line of the

quaking bodyguard, he left the Khedive pro-

testing plaintively to the people of his Court

that he would sell up all and leave the

country. At that the officials put their heads

together in private, concluded that the present

condition could not last, and asked them-

selves how, since it was useless to expect

England to withdraw the Consul-General, it

was possible for Egypt to get rid of him.

By this time Lord Nuneham, in the manner

of all strong men growing weak, had begun

to employ spies, and one day a Syrian

Christian told him a secret story. He was to

be assassinated. The crime was to be com-

mitted in the Opera-house, under the cover

of a general riot, on the night of the Khedive's

State visit, when the Consul-General was

always present. As usual, the Khedive was

to rise at the end of the first act and retire to

the saloon overlooking the square; as usual,

he was to send for Lord Nuneham to follow

him, and the moment of the Khedive's return

to his box was to be the signal for a rival

demonstration of English and Egyptians that

was to end in the Consul-General's death.

There was no reason to believe the Khedive

himself was party to the plot, or that he knew

anything about it, yet none the less it was

necessary to stay away, to find an excuseâ��

illness at the last moment, anything.

Lord Nuneham was not afraid, but he sent

up to the Citadel for General Graves, and

arranged that a regiment of infantry, fully

armed, with a party of artillery, were to be

marched down to the Opera square at a

message over the telephone from him.

" If anything happens you know what to

do," he said, and the General knew per-

fectly.

Then the night came, and the moment the

Khedive left his palace the Consul-Genera] i

heard of it. A moment later a message was

received at the Citadel, and a quarter of an .

hour afterwards Lord Nuneham was taking

his place at the Opera. The air of the

house tingled with excitement, and every-

thing seemed to justify the Syrian's story.

Sure enough, at the end of the first act the

Khedive rose and retired to the saloon, and

sure enough at the next moment the Consul-

General was summoned to follow him.' His

Highness was very gracious, very agreeable, all

trace of their last stormy interview being gone,

and gradually Lord Nuneham drew him up

to the windows overlooking the public square.

There, under the sparkling light of a dozen

electric lamps, in a solid line surrounding the

Opera-house, stood a regiment of soldiers, with

cannon at every corner, and at sight of them

the Khedive caught his breath and said :â��

" What is the meaning of this, my lord ? "

"Only a little attention to your Highness,"

said the Consul-General, in a voice that was

intended to be heard all over the room.

At that instant somebody came up hurriedly

and whispered to the Khedive, who turned

ashen white, ordered his carriage, and went

home immediately.

Next morning at eleven Lord Nuneham,

with the same soldiers drawn up in front of

Abdeen Palace, went in to see the Khedive

again.

" There's a train for Alexandria at twelve,"

he said, " and a steamer for Constantinople

at fiveâ��your Highness will feel better for a

little holiday in Europe"; and half an hour

afterwards the Khedive, accompanied by

several of his Court officials, was on his way

to the railway-station with the escort of a

British regiment whose band was playing the

Khedivial Hymn.

He had got rid of the Khedive at a critical

juncture, but he had still to deal with a

Sovereign that would not easily be chloro-

formed into silence. The Arabic Press, to

which he had been the first to give liberty,

began to attack him openly, to vilify him, and

systematically to misrepresent his actions, so

that he who had been the great torch-bearer

of light in a dark country saw himself called

the Great Adventurer, the Tyrant, the

Assassin, the worst Pharaoh Egypt had

ever knownâ��a Pharaoh surrounded by a

kindergarten of false prophets, obsessed

by preposterous fears of assassination and

deluded by phantoms of fanaticism.
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His subordinates told

him that these hysterical

tirades were inflaming the

whole of Egypt; that their

influence was in proportion

to their violence ; that the

huge untaught mass of

the Egyptian people were

listening to them ; that

there was not an ignorant

feliah (peasant) possessed

of one ragged garment who

did not go to the coffee-

house at night to hear

them read ; that the lives

of British officials were in

peril; and that the promul-

gation of sedition must be

stopped or the British

governance of the country

could not go on.

A sombre fire shone in

the Consul-General's eyes

while he heard their pro-

phecy, but he believed it

all the same; and when

he spoke contemptuously

of incendiary articles as

froth, and they answered

that froth could be stained

with blood, he told him-

self that if fools and in-

grates, spouting nonsense

in Arabic, could destroy

whatever germs of civiliza-

tion he had implanted in

Egypt, the doctrine of the

liberty of the Press was all

moonshine.

And so, after sinister

efforts to punish the whole

people for the excesses of their journalists

by enlarging the British Army and making

the country pay the expense, he found a means

to pass a new Press law, to promulgate it by

help of the Prime Ministerâ��now Regent in

the Khedive's placeâ��and to suppress every

native newspaper in Egypt in one clay. By

that blow the Egyptians were staggered into

silence, the British officials went about with

stand-off manners and airs of conscious

triumph, and Lord Nuneham himself, mis-

taking violence for power, thought he was

master of Egypt once more.

But low, very low on the horizon a new

planet now rose in the firmament. It was

not the star of a Khedive jealous of Nune-

ham's power, or of an Egyptian Minister

girding under the orders of his Under-

WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS, MY LORD?

Secretary, or yet of a journalist vilifying

England and flirting with France, but that

of a simple Arab in a turban and caftan, a

swarthy son of the desert whose name no

man had heard before, and it was rising over

the dome above the mosque within whose

sacred precincts neither the Consul-General

nor his officials could intrude, and where the

march of British soldiers could not be made.

There a reverberation was being heard, a new

voice was going forth, and it was echoing

and re-echoing through the hushed chambers

that were the heart of Islam.

When Lord Nuneham first asked about

the Arab he was told that the man was one

Ishmael Ameer, out of the Libyan desert, a

carpenter's son and a fanatical, backward,

unenlightened person of no consequence
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whatever ; but with his sure eye for the

political heavens the Consul-General per-

ceived that a planet of no common magnitude

had appeared in the Egyptian sky, and that

it would avail him nothing to have suppressed

the open sedition of the newspapers if he

had only driven it underground into the

mosques, where it would be a hundredfold

more dangerous.

If a political agitation was not to be turned

into religious unrest, if fanaticism was not to

conquer civilization and a holy war to carry

the country back to its old rotten condition

of bankruptcy and barbarity, that man out of

the Libyan desert must be put down. But

how and by whom ? He himself was oldâ��

more than seventy years old ; his best days

were behind him, the road in front of him

must be all downhill now, and when he

looked around among the sycophants who

said, " Yes, my lord !" " Excellent, my

lord !" " The very thing, my lord !" for

someone to fight the powers of darkness that

were arrayed against him, he saw none.

It was in this mood that he had gone to

the sham fight, merely because he had to

show himself in public, and there, sitting

immediately in front of the fine girl who was

to be his daughter soon, and feeling at one

moment her quick breathing on his neck,

he had been suddenly caught up by the

spirit of her enthusiasm and had seen his

son as he had never seen him before.

Putting his glasses to his eyes, he had

watched himâ��he and, as it seemed, the girl

together. Such courage, such fire, such

resource, such insight, such foresight!

It must be the finest brain and firmest

character in Egypt, and it was his own flesh

and bloodâ��his own son Gordon !

Hitherto his attitude towards Gordon had

been one of placid affection, compounded

partly of selfishness, being proud that he was

no fool and could forge along in his pro-

fession, and pleased to think of him as the

next link in the chain of the family he was

founding ; but. now everything was changed.

The right man to put down sedition was the

man at his right hand. He would save

England against Egyptian aggression; he

would save his father, too, who was old and

whose strength was spent; and perhapsâ��why

not ?â��he would succeed him some day and

carry on the traditions of his work in the

conquest of civilization and its triumph in

the dark countries of the world.

For the first time for forty years a heavy

and solitary tear dropped slowly down the

Consul-General's cheek, now deeply scored

with lines, but no one saw it, because few

dare look into his face. The man who had

never unburdened himself to a living soul

wished to unburden himself at last, so he

scribbled his note to Gordon and then

stepped into the carriage that was to take

him home.

Meantime he was aware that some fool had

provoked a demonstration, but that troubled

him hardly at all, and while the crackling

cries of " Long live Egypt! " were following

him down the arena he was being borne

along as by invisible wings.

Thus the two aims in the great Proconsul's

life had become one aim, and that one aim

centred in his son.

CHAPTER V.

As Gordon went into the British Agency a

small, wizened man with a pock-marked

face, wearing Oriental dress, came out. He

was the Grand Kadi (Chief Judge) of the

Mohammedan Courts and representative of

the Sultan of Turkey in Egypt, one who had

secretly hated the Consul-General and raved

against the English rule for years; and as he

saluted obsequiously with his honeyed voice

and smiled with his crafty eyes it flashed

upon Gordonâ��he did not know whyâ��that

just so must Caiaphas, the high priest, have

looked when he came out of Pilate's judg-

ment hall after saying, "If thou let this man

go thou art not Cassar's friend."

Gordon leapt up the steps and into the

house as one who was at home, and, going

first into the shaded drawing-room, he found

his mother on the couch looking to the sun-

set and the Nileâ��a sweet old lady in the

twilight of life, with white hair, a thin face

almost as white, and the pale smile of a

patient soul who had suffered pain. With

her, attending upon her, and at that moment

handing a cup of chicken broth to her, was

a stout Egyptian woman with a good homely

countenanceâ��Gordon's old nurse, Fatimah.

His mother turned at the sound of his

voice, roused herself on the couch, and with

that startled cry of joy which has only one

note in all Nature, that of a mother meeting

her beloved son, she cried, " Gordon!

Gordon!" and clasped her delicate hands

about his neck. Before he could prevent it,

his foster-mother, too, muttering in Eastern

manner, " Oh, my eye ! oh, my soul !" had

snatched one of his hands and was smother-

ing it with kisses.

" And how is Helena ? " his mother asked,

in her low, sweet voice.

" Beautiful," said Gordon.
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" She couldn't help being that. But why

doesn't she come to see me ? "

" I think she is anxious about her father's

health and is afraid to leave him," said

Gordon ; and then Fatimah, with blushes

showing through her Arab skin, said:â��

" Take care. A house may hold a hundred

men, but the heart of a woman has only room

for one of them."

" Ah, but Helena's heart is as wide as a

well, mammy," said Gordon, whereupon

Fatimah said :â��

" That's the way, you see ! When a young

man is in love there are only two sorts of

girls in the worldâ��ordinary girls and his girl."

At that moment, while the women laughed,

Gordon heard his father's deep voice in the

hall saying, " Bid good-bye to my wife before

you go, Reg," and then the Consul-General,

with " Here's Gordon also," came into the

drawing room, followed by Sir Reginald

Mannering, Sirdar of the Egyptian Army,

and Governor of the Soudan, who said :â��

" Splendid, my boy ! Not forgotten your

first fight, I see ! Heavens, I felt as if I was

back at Omdurman and wanted to get at the

demons again."

" Gordon," said the Consul-General, " see

His Excellency to the door and come to me

in the library," and when the Sirdar was going

out at the porch he whispered :â��

" Go easy with the governor, my boy.

Don't let anything cross him. Wonderful

VoL xxxvi.â�� 78

man, but I see a difference since I was down

last year. By-bye ! "

Cordon found his father writing a letter,

with his valet, Ibrahim, in green caftan and

red waistband, waiting by the side of the desk.

"The General â�� the Citadel," said the

Consul-General, giving his letter to Ibrahim,

and as soon as the valet was gone he wheeled

his chair round to Gordon and began.

" I've been writing to your General for his

formal consent, having something I wish you

to do for me."

" With pleasure, sir," said Gordon.

"You know all about the riots at

Alexandria?"

" Only what I've learned from the London

papers, sir."

" Well, for some time past the people there

have been showing signs of effervescence.

First, strikes of cabmen, carters, God knows

whatâ��all concealing political issues. Then

open disorder. Europeans bustled and spat

upon in the streets. A sheikh crying aloud in

the public thoroughfares, 1 O Moslems, come

and help me to drive out the Christians!'

Then a Greek merchant warned to take care,

as the Arabs were going to kill the Christians

that day or the day following. Then low-class

Moslems shouting in the square of Mo-

hammed Ali, 'The last days of the Christians

are drawing nigh.' As a consequence, there

have been conflicts. The first of them was

trivial and the police scattered the rioters
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with a water-hose. The second was more

serious and some Europeans were wounded.

The third was alarming and several natives

had to be arrested. Well, when I look for

the cause, I find the usual one."

"What is it, sir?" asked Gordon.

" Egypt has at all times been subject to

local insurrections. They are generally of a

religious character, and are set on foot by

madmen who give themselves out as divinely-

inspired leaders. But shall I tell you what

it all means ? "

" Tell me, sir," said Gordon.

The Consul-General rose from his chair

and began to walk up and down the room

with long strides and heavy tread.

" It means," he said, " that the Egyptians,

like all other Mohammedans, are cut off by

their religion from the spirit and energy of

the great civilized nations ; that, swathed in

the bands of the Koran, the Moslem faith is

like a mummy, dead to all uses of the

modern world."

The Consul-General drew up sharply and

said : " Perhaps all dogmatic religions are

more or less like that, but the Christian

religion has accommodated itself to the spirit

of the ages, whereas Islam remains fixed,

the religion of the seventh century, born in

a desert and suckled in a society that was

hardly better than barbarism."

He began to walk again and to talk with

great animation.

" What does Islam mean ? It means

slavery, seclusion of women, indiscriminate

divorce, unlimited polygamy, the breakdown

of the family, and the destruction of the

nation. Well, what happens ? Civilization

comes along, and it is death to all such dark

ways. What next ? The scheming sheikhs,

the corrupt pashas, the tyrannical caliphs,

all the rascals and rogues who batten on

corruption, the fanatics who are opponents

of the light, cry out against it. Either they

must lose their interests or civilization must

go! What then ? Civilization means the

West ; the West means Christianity. So,

'Down with the Christians! O Moslems,

help us to kill them !' "

The Consul General stopped by Gordon's

chair, put his hand on his son's shoulder, and

said :â��

"There comes a time in the history of all

our Mohammedan dependencies â�� India

Egypt, every one of themâ��when England

has to confront a condition like that."

"And what has she to do, sir?"

The Consul-General lifted his right fist and

brought it down on his left palm and said:â��

" To come down with a heavy hand on the

lying agitators and intriguers who are leading

away the. ignorant populace."

" I agree, sir. It is the agitators who

should be punished, not the poor, emotional,

credulous Egyptian people."

"The Egyptian people, my boy, are grace-

less ingrates who, under the influence of

momentary passion, would brain their best'

friend with their nabouts, and go like camels

before the camel-driver."

Gordon winced visibly, but only said, " Who

is the camel driver in this instance, sir ? "

"A certain Ishmael Ameer, preaching in

the great mosque at Alexandria, the cradle of

all disaffection."

"An alim?"

" A teacher of some sort, saying England

is the deadly foe of Islam, and must therefore

be driven out."

"Then he is worse than the journalists ? "

"Yes; we thought of the viper, forgetting

the scorpion."

" But is it certain he is so dangerous ? "

" One of the leaders of his own people has

just been here to say that if we let that man

go on it will be death to the rule of England

in Egypt."

"The Grand Kadi?"

The Consul-General nodded and then

said : " The cunning rogue has a grievance

of his own, I find, but what's that to me ?

The first duty of a Government is to keep

order.''

" I agree," said Gordon.

"There maybe picric acid in prayers as

well as in bombs."

" There may."

"We have to make these fanatical preachers

realize that, even if the onward march of

progress is but faintly heard in the sealed

vaults of their mosque, civilization is stand-

ing outside the walls with its laws and, if

need be, its soldiers."

" You are satisfied, sir, that this man is

likely to lead the poor, foolish people into

rapine and slaughter ? "

" I recognise a bird by its flight. This is

another Mahdiâ��I see itâ��I feel it," said the

Consul-General, and his eyes flashed and his

voice echoed like a horn.

" You want me to smash the Mahdi ? "

" Exactly. Your namesake wanted to

smash his predecessorâ��romantic person, too

fond of guiding his conduct by reference to

the prophet Isaiahâ��but he was right in that

and the Government was wrong, and the

consequence was the massacre you repre-

sented to-day."
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" I have to arrest Ishmael Ameer? "

" That's so. In open riot, if possible, and

if not, by means of testimony derived from

his sermons in the mosques."

" Hadn't we better begin there, sir ?â��

make sure that he is inciting the people to

violence ? "

"As you please."

" You don't forget that the mosques are

closed to me as a Christian ?"

The Consul-General reflected for a moment

and then said, " Where's Fatimah's son,

Hafiz?"

" With his regiment at Abessiah."

" Take him with you. Take two other

Moslem witnesses as well."

" I'm to bring this new prophet back to

Cairo ? "

" That's it; bring him here. We'll do all

the rest."

" What if there should be trouble with the

people ? "

" There's a battalion of British soldiers in

Alexandria. Keep a force in readinessâ��

under arms night and day."

" But if it should spread beyond

Alexandria ? "

" So much the better for you. I mean,"

said the Consul-General, hesitating for the

first time, "we don't want bloodshed, but

if it must come to that it must, and the eyes

of England will be on you. What more can

a young man want? Think of yourself" â��

he put his hand on his son's shoulder againâ��

" think of yourself as on the eve of crushing

England's enemies and rendering a signal

service to Gordon Lord as well. And now

goâ��go up to your General and get his formal

cdnsent. My love to Helena! Fine girl,

very ! She's the sort of woman who might

. . . yes, women are the springs that move

everything in this world. Bid good-bye to

your mother and get away. Lose no time.

Write to me as soon as you have anything

to say. That's enough for the present. I'm

busy. Good day ! "

Almost before Gordon had left the library

the Consul-General was back at his desk â��

the stern, saturnine man once more, with a

face that seemed to express a mind inacces-

sible to human emotions of any sort.

Gordon kissed his pale-faced mother in

the drawing-room and his swarthy foster-

mother in the porch, and went back to his

quarters in barracksâ��a rather bare room

with bed, desk, and bookcase, many riding

boots on a shelf, several weapons of savage

warfare on the walls, a dervish's suit of chain

armour with a bullet-hole where the heart of

the man had been, a picture of Eton, his old

school, and above all, as became the home

of a soldier, many photographs of his women-

kindâ��his mother with her plaintive smile,

Fatimah with her humorous look, and, of

course, Helena with her glorious eyes, Helena,

Helena, everywhere Helena.

There, taking down the receiver of a tele-

phone, he called up the headquarters of the

Egyptian army and spoke to Hafiz, his foster-

brother, now a captain in the native cavalry.

" Is that you, Hafiz ? . . . Well, look here,

I want to know if you can arrange to go with

me to Alexandria for a day or two ? . . .

You can ? Good ! I wish you to help me

to deal with that new preacher, prophet,

Mahdi. What's his name, now? . . . That's

itâ��Ishmael Ameer. He has been setting

Moslem against Christian, and we've got to

lay the gentleman by the heels before he gets

the poor, credulous people into further

trouble. . . . What do you say ? . . . Not

that kind of man, you think? . . . No? . . .

You surprise me. ... Do you really mean

to say ? . . . Certainly; that's only fair. . . .

Yes, I ought to know all about him. . . .

Your uncle? . . . Chancellor of the Uni-

versity? ... I knowâ��El Azhar . . . When

could I see him? . . . What day do we go

to Alexandria? To-morrow, if possible. . . .

To-night the only convenient time, you

think ? Well, I promised to dine at the

Citadel; but I suppose I must write to

Helena. . . . Oh, needs must when the devil

drives, old fellow. . . . To-night, then ? . . .

You'll come down for me immediately ?

Good ! By-bye ! "

With that he rang off and sat down to

write a letter.

CHAPTER VI.

Gordon Lord loved the Egyptians. Nursed

on the knee of an Egyptian woman, speaking

Arabic as his mother-tongue, lisping the

songs of Arabia before he knew a word of

English, Egypt was under his very skin, and

the spirit of the Nile and of the desert was in

his blood.

Only once a day in his childhood was there

a break in his Arab life. That was in the

evening about sunset, when Fatimah took

him into his father's library, and the great

man with the stern face, who assumed towards

him a singularly cold manner, put him through

a catechism which was always the same:

"Tutor been here to-day, boy?" "Yes, sir."

" Done your lessons ? " " Yes, sir." " English

â��Frenchâ��everything?" "Yes, sir." "Say

good night to your mother and go to bed."
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Then for a few moments more he was

taken into his mother's boudoir, the cool

room with the blinds down to keep out the

sun, where the lady with the beautiful pale

face embraced and kissed him, and made

him kneel by her side while they said the

Lord's Prayer together in a rustling whisper,

like a breeze in the garden. But, after

that, off to bed with Hafiz â�� who, in his

Arab caftan and fez, had been looking

furtively in at the half-open doorâ��up two

steps at a time, shouting and singing in

Arabic, while Fatimah, in fear of the Consul-

General, cried, "Hush! Be good, now, my

sweet eyes !"

In his boyhood too he had been half a

Mohammedan, going every afternoon to fetch

Hafiz home from the kuttab, the school of

the mosque, and romping round the sacred

place like a little king in stocking feet, until

the sheikh in charge, who pretended as long

as possible not to see him, came with a long

cane to whip him out, always saying he should

never come there againâ��until to-morrow.

While at school in England he had felt

like a foreigner, wearing his silk hat on the

back of his head as if it had been a tarboosh,

and while at Sandhurst, where he got through

his three years more easilyâ��in spite of a

certain restiveness under disciplineâ��he had

always been looking forward to his Christmas

visits homeâ��that is to say, to Cairo.

But at last he came back to Egypt on

a great errand, with the expedition that

was intended to revenge the death of his

heroic namesake, having got his commission

by that time, and being asked for by his

father's old friend, Reginald Mannering, who

was a colonel in the Egyptian army. His

joy was wild, his excitement delirious; and

even the desert marches under the blazing sun

and the sky of brass, killing to some of his

British comrades, was a long delight to the

Arab soul in him.

The first fighting he did, too, wan done

with an Egyptian by his side. His great

chum was a young lieutenant named Ali

Awad, the son of a pasha, a bright, intelligent,

affectionate young fellow who was intensely

sensitive to the contempt of British officers for

the quality of the courage of their Egyptian

colleagues. During the hurly-burly of the Battle

of Omdurman both Gordon and Ali had been

eager to get at the enemy, but their colonel

had held them back, saying, " What will your

fathers say to me if 1 allow you to go into a

hell like that ?" When the dervish lines

had been utterly broken, though, and one

coffee-coloured demon in chain armour was

stealing off with his black banner, the colonei

said, " Now's your time, boys; show what

stuff you are made of; bring me back that

flag," and before the words were out of his

mouth the young soldiers were gone.

Other things happened immediately, and

the colonel had forgotten his order when,

the battle being over and the British and

Egyptian army about to enter the dirty and

disgusting city of the Calipha, he became

aware that Gordon Lord was riding beside

him with a black banner in one hand and some

broken pieces of horse's reins in the other.

" Bravo ! You've got it, then ? " said the

colonel.

" Yes, sir," said Gordon, very sadly, and

the colonel saw that there were tears in the

boy's eyes.

"What's amiss?" he said, and, looking

round, " Where's Ali ? "

Then Gordon told him what had hap-

pened. They had captured the dervish and

compelled him to give up his spear and rifle,

but just as Ali was leading the man into the

English lines the demon had drawn a knife

and treacherously stabbed him in the back.

The boy choked with sobs while he delivered

his comrade's last message: " Say good bye

to the colonel, and tell him Ali Awad was

not a coward. I didn't let go the baggara's

horse until he stuck me, and then he had to

cut the reins to get away. Show the bits of

the bridle to my colonel and tell him I died

faithful. Say my salaams to him, Charlie.

I knew Charlie Gordon Lord would stay with

me to the end."

The colonel was quite broken down, but

he only said, " This is no time for crying,

my boy," and a moment afterwards, " What

became of the dervish?" Then, for the first

time, the fighting devil flashed out of Gordon's

eyes, and he answered :â��

" 1 killed him like a dog, sir."

It was the black flag of the Calipha him-

self which Gordon had taken, and when the

Commander-in-Chief sent home his despatch

he mentioned the name of the young soldier

who had captured it.

From that day onward for fifteen years

honours fell thick on Gordon Lord. Being

continually on active service, and generally in

staff appointments, promotions came quick,

so that when he went to South Africa, the

graveyard of so many military reputations,

in those first dark days of the nation's deep

humiliation, when the very foundations of

her army's renown seemed to be giving way,

he was one of the young officers whose

gallantry won back England's fame. Though



hot-tempered, impetuous, and liable to

frightful errors, he had the imagination of a

soldier as well as the bravery that goes to the

heart of a nation, so that when in due course,

being now full colonel, he was appointed,

though so young, Second-in-Command to the

Army of Occupation in Cairo, no one was

surprised.

Gordon's joy on returning to Egypt was

not greater than that of the Egyptians on
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receiving him. They were waiting in a crowd

when he arrived at the railway station, a red

sea of tarbooshes, over faces he remembered

as the faces of boys, with the face of Hafiz,

now a soldier like himself, beaming by his

carriage window.

It was not good form for a British officer

to fraternize with the Egyptians, but Gordon

shook hands with everybody and walked

down the platform with his arm round

Hafiz's shoulders, while the others who had

come to meet him cried, " Salaam, brother ! "

and laughed like children.

By his own choice quarters had been found

for him in the barracks on the bank of the

Nile, and the old familiar scene from there

made his heart leap and tremble. It was

evening when at last he was left alone, and

throwing the window wide he looked out on

the river, which flowed like liquid gold in the

sunset, with its silent boats, like birds with

outstretched wings, floating down without a

ripple, and the violet blossom of the island

on the other side spreading odours in the

warm spring air.

He was watching the traffic on the bridge

â��the camels, the cameleers, the donkeys,

the blue-shirted fellaheen, the women with

tattooed chins and children astraddle on their

shoulders, the water-carriers with their bodies

twisted by their burdens, the Bedouins with

their lean, lithe, swarthy forms and the rope

round the head-shawls which descended to

their shouldersâ��when he heard the toot of a

motor-car and saw a white automobile thread-

ing its way through the crowd. The driver

was a girl, and a veil of light chiffon which

she had bound about her head instead of a

hat was flying back in the light breeze,

leaving her face framed within, with big black

eyes and a firm but lovely mouth.

An officer in General's uniform was sitting

at the back of the car, but Gordon was con-

scious of the man's presence without actually

seeing him, so much was he struck by the spirit

of the girl, which suggested a proud strength

and self-reliance, coupled with a certain high

gaiety, full of energy and grace.

Gordon leaned out of his window to get a

better look at her, and, quick as the glance

was, he thought she looked up at him as

the motor glided by. At the next instant she

had gone, and it seemed to him that in one

second, at one stride, the sun had gone too.

That night he dined at the British Agency,

but he did not stay late, thinking his father,

who looked much older, seemed preoccupied,

and his mother, who looked more delicate

than ever, was over-exciting herself; but early

next morning he rode up to the Citadel to

pay his respects to his General in command,

and there a surprise awaited him. General

Graves was ill and unable to see him, but his

daughter came to offer his apologies, and she

was the driver of the automobile.

The impression of strength and energy

which the girl had made on him the evening

before was deepened by this nearer view.

She was fairly tall, and as she swung into the

room her graceful round form seemed to be

poised from the hips. This particularly struck

him, and he told himself at that first moment

that here was a girl who might be a soldier, with

the passionate daring and chivalry of women

like Joan of Arc and the Rani of Jhansi.

At the next moment he had forgotten all

about that, and under the caressing smile

which broke from her face and fascinated

him, he was feeling as if for the first time in

his life he was alone with a young and

beautiful woman. They talked a long time,

and he was startled by an unexpected depth

in her voice, while his own voice seemed to

him to have suddenly disappeared.

" You like the Egyptians, yes ? " she asked.

" I love them," said Gordon. " And

coming back here is like coming home. In

fact, it is coming home. I've never been at

home in England, and I love the desert, I love

the Nile, I love everything and everybody."

She laughedâ��a fresh, ringing laugh, that

was one of her great charmsâ��and told him

about herself, her glimpses of the harems,

and her female friends - the Khediviah, who

was so sweet, and the Princess Nazimah, who

was so amusing.

" I should have known you by your

resemblance to your mother," she said.

" But you are like your father, too; and then

I saw you yesterdayâ��passing the barracks,

you remember."

" So you really did .... I thought our

eyes "

His ridiculous voice was getting out of all

control, so he cleared his throat and got up

to go, but the half smile that parted her

lips and brightened her beautiful eyes seemed

to say as plainly as words could speak, " Why

leave so soon ? "

He lingered as long as he dared, and when

he took up his cap and riding-whip she threw

the same chiffon over her head and walked

with him through the garden to the gate.

There they parted, and when, a little ashamed

of himself, he held her soft, white hand some-

what too long and pressed it slightly he

thought an answering pressure came back

from her.
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In three weeks they were engaged

The General trembled when he heard what

had happened, protested he was losing the

only one he had in the world, asked what

was to become of him when Helena had to

go away with her husband, as a soldier's wife

should, but finally concluded to go on half

pay and follow her, and then said to Gordon,

" Speak to your father. If he is satisfied, so

am I."

The Consul-General listened passively,

standing with his back to the fireplace, and

after a moment of silence he said :â��

" I've never believed in a man marrying for

rank or wealth. If he has any real stuff in

him he can do better than that. I didn't do

it myself and I don't expect my son to do it

As for the girl, if she can do as well for her

husband as she has done for her father, she'll

be worth more to you than any title or any

fortune. But see what your mother says.

I'm busy. Good day !"

His mother said very little ; she cried all

the time he was telling her, but at last she

told him there was not anybody else in the

world she would give him up to except

Helena, because Helena was gold â�� pure,

pure gold.

Gordon was writing to Helena now:â��

Dearest Helena,â��Dreadfully disappointed I

cannot dine with you to-night, having to go to

Alexandria to-morrow and finding it necessary to

begin preparations immediately.

You must really be a witchâ��your prediction proved

to be exactly right â��it wis about the new Mahdi,

the new prophet, my father wished to speak with me.

The Governor thinks the man is making mischief,

inciting the people to rebellion by preaching sedition ;

so, with the General's consent, I am to smash him

without delay.

Hafiz Ahmed is to go with me to Alexandria, and,

strangely enough, he tells me over the telephone that

the new prophet, as far as he can learn, is not a fire-

brand at all ; but I am just off to see his uncle, the

Chancellor of the University, and he is to tell me

everything about him.

Therefore, think of me to-night as penned up in

the thick atmosphere of El Azhar, tetc-H-tltt with

some yellow-faced fossil with pock-marked cheeks

perhaps, when I hoped to be in I e fragrant freshness

of the Citadel, looking into somebody's big black eyes,

you know.

But really, my dear Nell, the way you know things

without learning them is wonderful, and seems to

indicate an error of Nature in not making you a

diplomatist, which would have given you plenty of

scope for your uncanny gift of second sight.

On second thoughts, though, I prefer you as you

are, and am not exactly dying to see you turned into

a man.

Salaam, aleykoum ! I kiss your hand !

Gordon.

P.S.â��Vour father would get a letter from the

Consul-General suggesting my task, but of course I

must go up for his formal order, and you might tell

him I expect to be at the Citadel about tea-time

to-morrow, which will enable me to kill two birds

with one stone, you know, and catch the evening

train as well.

" Strange if it should turn out that this

new Mahdi is a wholesome influence after

all, and not a person one can conscientiously

put down ! I have always suspected that the

old Mahdi was a good man at the beginning,

an enemy created by our own errors and

excesses. Is history repeating itself? I

wonder ! And, if so, what will the Consul-

General say ? I wonder ! I wonder ! "

Gordon was sealing and addressing his

letter when his soldier servant brought in

Hafiz, a bright young Egyptian officer, whose

plump face seemed to be all smiles.

" Halloa ! Here you are ! " cried Gordon ;

and then, giving his letter to his servant,

he said, " Citadelâ��General's house, you

know. . . . And now, Hafiz, my boy, let's

be off."

CHAPTER VII.

El Azhar is a vast edifice that stands in the

midst of the Arab quarter of Cairo like a

fortress on an island rock, being surrounded

by a tangled maze of narrow, dirty, unpaved

streets, with a swarming population of

Mohammedans of every race ; and the Chris-

tian who crosses its rather fotbidding portals

feels that he has passed in an instant out of

the twentieth century and a city of civiliza-

tion into scenes of Bible lands and the

earliest years of recorded time.

It is a thousand years old and the central

seat of Moslem learning, not for Egypt only,

but for the whole of the kingdoms and

principalities of the Mohammedan world,

sending out from there the water of spiritual

life that has kept the Moslem soul alive

through centuries of persecution and pain.

As you approach its threshold a monotonous

cadence comes out to you, the murmur of the

mass of humanity within, and you feel like

one who stands at the mouth of some great

subterranean river whose waters have flowed

with just that sound on just that spot since

the old world itself was young.

It was not yet full sunset when the two

young soldiers reached El Azhar, and after

yellow slippers had been tied over their boots

at the outer gate they entered the dim,

bewildering place of vast courts and long

corridors with low roofs supported by a

forest of columns, and floors covered by a

vast multitude of men and boys, who were

squatting on the ground in knots and circles,

all talking together, teachers and pupils,

and many of them swaying rhythmically to

and fro to a monotonous chanting of the
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Koran, whose verses they were learning by

heart.

Picking their way through the classes on

the floor, the young soldiers crossed an open

quadrangle and ascended many flights of

stairs until they reached the Chancellor's

room in the highest roof, where the droning

murmur in the courts below could be only

faintly heard, and the clear voice of the

muezzin struck level with their faces when

he came out of a minaret near by and sent

into the upper air, north, south, east, and

west, his call to e\ ening prayers.

They had hardly entered this silent room,

with its thick carpets on which their slippered

feet made no noise, when the Chancellor

came to welcome them. He was a striking

figure, type of the grave and dignified

Oriental such as might have walked out of the

days of the Prophet Samuel, with his venerable

face, long white beard, high forehead, refined

features, graceful robes, and very soft voice.

" Peace be on you ! " they said.

" And on you, too ! Welcome ! " he said,

and motioned them to sit on the divans that

ran round the walls.

Then Hafiz explained the object of their

visitâ��how Gordon was ordered to Alexandria

to suppress the riots there, and if need be to

arrest the preacher who was supposed to have

provoked them.

" I have already told him," said Hafiz,

' that so far as I know Ishmael Ameer is no

firebrand, but hearing through the mouth of

one of our own people that he is another

Mahdi, threatening the rule of England in

Egypt "

"O peace, my son," said the Chancellor.

" Ishmael Ameer is no Mahdi. He claims

no divinity."

"Then tell me, O sheikh," said Gordon,

"tell me what Ishmael Ameer is, that I may

know what to do when it becomes my duty

to deal with him."

Leisurely the Chancellor took snuff,

leisurely he opened a folded handkerchief,

dusted his nostrils, and then, in his soft voice,

said:â��

"Ishmael Ameer is a Koranistâ��that is to

say, one who takes the Koran as the basis of

belief and rejects tradition."

" I know," said Gordon. " We have people

like tha,t among Christiansâ��people who take

the Bible as the basis of faith and turn their

backs on dogma."

"Ishmael Ameer reads the Koran by the

spirit, not the letter."

" We have people like that, tooâ��the letter

killeth, you know, the spirit makes alive."

" Ishmael Ameer thinks Islam should

advance with advancing progress."

" There again we are with you, O

sheikh. We have people of the same kind

in Christianity."

"Ishmael Ameer thinks slavery, the seclu-

sion of women, divorce, and polygamy are as

much opposed to the teaching of Mohammed

as to the progress of society."

" Excellent! My father says the same

thing, or, rather, he holds that Islam can

never take its place as the religion of great

progressive nations until it rids itself of these

evils."

" Ishmael Ameer thinks the corruptions of

Islam are the work of the partisans of the old

barbaric ideas who are associating the cause

of religion with their own interests and

passions."

" Splendid ! Do you know the Consul-

General is always saying that, sir ? "

" Ishmael Ameer believes that, if God wills

it, the day is not distant when an appeal to

the Prophet's own words will regenerate

Islam, and banish the caliphs and sultans

whose selfishness and sensuality keep it in

bondage to the powers of darkness."

" Really," said Gordon, rising impetuously

to his feet, " if Ishmael Ameer says this, he

is the man Egypt, Indiaâ��the whole Moham-

medan worldâ��is waiting for. No wonder

men like the Kadi are trying to destroy him,

though that's only an instinct of self-pre-

servationâ��but my father, the Consul-General

. . . What is there in all this to create . . .

Why should such teaching set Moslem against

Christian ? "

" Ishmael Ameer, O my brother," the

Chancellor continued, with the same soft

voice, " thinks Islam is not the only faith

that has departed from the spirit of its

founder."

" True !"

" If Islam for its handmaidens has divorce

and polygamy, Christianity has drunkenness

and prostitution."

"No doubt; certainly."

" Coming out of the East, out of the desert,

Ishmael Ameer sees in the Christianity ol

the West a contradiction of every principle

for which your great Master fought and

died."

Gordon sat down again.

" His was a religion of peace, but while

your Christian Church prays for unity and

concord among the nations, your Christian

States are daily increasing the instruments of

destruction. His was a religion of poverty,

but while your Christian priests are saying,
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' Blessed are the meek,' your Christian com-

munities are struggling for wealth and tramp-

ling upon the poor in their efforts to gain it.

Ishmael Ameer believes that if your great

Master came back now he would not recog-

nise in the civilization known by his name

the true posterity of the little, faithful church

he founded on the shores of the Lake of

Galilee."

" All this is trueâ��too true," said Gordon ;

" yet under all that . . . doesn't Ishmael

Ameer see that under all that . . ."

"Ishmael Ameer sees,''said the Chancellor,

" that the thing known to the world as

Christian civilization is little better than an

organized hypocrisy, a lust of empire in

nations, and a greed of gold in men, destroy-

ing liberty, morality, and truth. Therefore

he warns his followers against a civilization

which comes to Egypt, to the East, with

religion in one hand and violence and avarice

in the other."

There was silence for a moment, during

which the muezzin's voice was heard again,

calling the first hour of night, and then

Gordon, visibly agitated, said: â��

"You think Ishmael Ameer a regenerator,

a reformer, a redeemer of Islam ; and if his

preaching prevailed it would send the Grand

Kadi back to his Sultanâ��isn't that so?"

But the Chancellor made no reply.

"It would also send England out of Egypt

â��wouldn't it ?" said Gordon, but still the

Chancellor gave no sign.

"It would go farther than that, perhaps;

it would drive Western civilization out of the

Eastâ��wouldn't that be the end of it?" said

Gordon, and then the Chancellor replied :â��

" It would drive a corrupt and ungodly

civilization out of the world, my son.''

"I see," said Gordon. "You think the

mission of Ishmael Ameer transcends Egypt,

transcends even Europe, and says to humanity

in general, ' What you call civilization is kill-

ing religion, because the nationsâ��Christian

and Moslem alike â��have sold themselves to

the lust of empire and the greed of gold.'

Isn't that what you mean ?"

The Chancellor bowed his grey head and,

in a scarcely audible voice, said, " Yes." â�¢

"You think, too," said Gordon, whose

breathing was now quick and loud, " that

Ishmael Ameer is an apostle of the soul

of Islamâ��perhaps of the soul of religion

itself, without respect of creed ; one of the

great men who come once in a hundred years

I to call the world back from a squalid and

sordid materialism, and are ready to liveâ��

aye, and to die, for their faithâ��the Savona-

VoL xxxvi.â��79

rolas, the Luthers, the Jamel el dins - perhaps

the Mohammeds, and "â��dropping his voice

â��" in a sense, the Christs ?"

But the Egyptian soul, like the mirage

of the Egyptian desert, recedes as it is

approached, and again the Chancellor made

no reply.

"Tell me, O sheikh," said Gordon, rising

to go, "il Ishmael Ameer came to Cairo,

would you permit him to preach in El

Azhar?"

" He is an alim (a doctor of the Koran):

I could not prevent him."

" But would you lodge him in your own

house ? "

"Yes."

"That is enough for me. Now I must go

to Alexandria and see him for myself."

" May God guide you, O my son," said

the Chancellor, and a moment afterwards his

soft voice was saying farewell to the two

young soldiers at the door.

"Let us walk back to barracks, Hafiz," said

Gordon ; "my head aches a little, somehow."

CHAPTER VIII.

It was night by this time, the courts and

corridors of El Azhar were empty, and even

the tangled streets outside were less loud

than before with the guttural cries of a

swarming population ; but a rumbling mur-

mur came from the mosque of the University,

and the young soldiers stood a moment at

the door to look in. There, under a multi-

tude of tiny lanterns, stood long rows of

men in stocking feet and Eastern costume,

rising and kneeling in unison, at one moment

erect and at the next with foreheads to the

floor, while the voice of the imam echoed

in the arches of the mosque and the voices

of the people answered him.

Then, through narrow alleys full of life,

lit only by the faint gleam of uncovered

candles, with native women, black-robed and

veiled, passing like shadows through a moving

crowd of men, the young soldiers came to

the quart' r of Cairo that is nicknamed the

" Fish Market," where the streets are

brilliantly lighted up, where the names over

the shops are English and French, Greek

and Italian, and where girls with painted

faces lean out of the windows of upper

storeys and smile down at men who sit at

tables in front of the cafes opposite, drinking

wine, smoking cigarettes, and playing

dominoes. The sound of music and dancing

came from the open windows behind the

girls, who glittered with gold brocade and

diamonds, and among the men were young
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'IF 1SHMAEL AMEEK CAMK 10 CAIKO, WOULD VOU PERMIT HIM TO PREACH IN EL AZHAK?"

Egyptians in the tarboosh and British soldiers

in khaki, who looked up at the women in the

flare of the coarse light and laughed.

At the gate of the Kasr-el-Nil barracks the

young men parted.

"Tell me, Hafiz," said Gordon, "if a

soldier is ordered to act in a way he believes

to be wrong, what is he to do ? "

" His duty, I suppose," said Hafiz.

" His duty to whatâ��his commander or his

conscience ? "

" If a soldier is under orders I suppose he

has no conscience ! "

" I wonder ! " said Gordon, and, promising

to write to Hafiz in the morning, he went up

to his quarters.

The room was in darkness, save for the

moonlight with its gleam of mellow gold,

which seemed to vibrate from the river out-

side, and Gordon stood by tjpe window with

a dull sense of headache, looking at the old

Nile, that had seen so many acts in the diama

of humanity and still flowed so silently, until

he became conscious of a perfume he knew,

and then, switching on the light, he found a

letter in a scented envelope lying on his desk.
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It was from Helena, and it was written in her

bold, upright hand, with the gay raillery, the

passionate tenderness, and the fierce earnest-

ness which he recognised as her chief

characteristics:â��

Mister, most glorious and respected, the illustrious

Colonel Lord, owner of Serenity and Virtue, other-

wise my dear old Gordon.

It was wrong of you not to come to dinner, for

though Hither over-excited himself at Ghezerah to-

day and I have had to pack him off to bed, I made

every preparation to receive you, and here I am in

my best bib and tucker, wearing the crown of pink

blossom which nÂ»y own particular Sultan says suits

my gipsy hair, and nobody to admire it but my poor

little black boy, Mosieâ��who is falling in love with

me, I may tell you, and is looking at me now with his

scrubby face all blubbered up like a sentimental

hippopotamus.

I am not surprised that the Consul-General talked

about the new "holy man," and I do not wonder

that he ordered you to arrest him, but I am at a loss

to know why you should take counsel with that old

fossil at El Azhar, and you can tell Master Hafiz I

mean to dust his jacket for suggesting it, knowing your

silly old heart is like wax and they have only to recite

something out of the "noble Koran," and you'll be

as weak asâ��well, as a woman.

As for holy men generally, I agree with the

Princess that they are holy humbugs, which is the

title I would give to a good many of the genus at

home as well as here. So I say with your namesake

of glorious memory (who wasn't an ogre, goodness

knows), Smash the Mahdi 1

A thousand to one he is some ugly, cross-eyed old

fanatic who would destroy every germ of civilization

in Egypt and carry the country back to barbarity and

ruin, so 1 say again, Smash the Mahdi!

As for your " conscience," I cry, marry-co.ne-up,

by what right does it push its nose where it isn't

wanted, seeing it is the conscience of the Consul-

General that will be damned if the work is w rong and

wicked, and there won't be so much as a plum of

Paradise for yours if it is right and good, so once

again I say, Smash the Mahdi1

Moreover, and furthermore, and by these presents,

I rede ye beware of resisting the will of your father ;

for if you do, as sure as I'm a " witch," and " know

things without learning them," I have a " mystic

sense" there will be trouble; and nobody can say

where it will end, or how many of us may be involved

in it. So again, and yet again, I say, Smash the

Mahdi!

The Consul-General's letter has come, but I shall

not read it to father until morning ; and meantime, if

I ever pass through your imagination, think of me as

poor Ruth sitting on the threshing-iloor with Boaz

and dreaming of Zionâ��that is to say, of stuffy old

El Azhar, where somebody who ought to know belter

is now talking to an old frump in petticoats instead of

to me.

Inshallah ! The slave of your Virtues. â�� Helena.

P.S.â��Dying for to-morrow afternoon, dear.

P.P.Sâ��Importantâ��Smash the Mahdi!

CHAPTER IX.

Helena Graves was everything to her

father, for the General's marriage had been

unhappy and it had come to a tragic end. His

wife, the daughter of a Jewish merchant in

Madras, had been a woman of strong character

and great beauty but of little principle, and

they had been married while he was serving as

senior major with a battalion of his regiment

in India, and there Helena, their only child,

had been born.

Things had gone tolerably between them

until the major returned to England as lieu-

tenant-colonel commanding the battalion of

his regiment at home, and then, in their little

military town, they had met and become

intimate with the Lord - Lieutenant of the

county, a nobleman, a bachelor, a sportsman,

a breeder of race horses, and a member of the

Government.

The end of that intimacy had been a

violent scene, in which the husband, in his

ungovernable rage, had flung the nobleman

on the ground and trampled on him, torn

the jewels out of his wife's breast and crushed

them under his heel, and then, realizing the

bankruptcy his life had come to, had gone

home and had brain-fever.

Down to this moment the General's life

had been a tragedy such as had happened

before and may happen again, but what

followed has occurred only once in all the

beautiful story of the love of parent and child.

Helena, like her father, was passionate and

impetuous, and her mother had neglected

and never really loved her. With the keen

eyes of a child who is supposed to see

nothing, she had seen from the first what was

going on at home, and all her soul had risen

against her mother and her mother's lover

with a hatred which no presents could

appease. Being now a girl of eighteen, well

grown and developed, and seeing with what

treachery and cruelty her father had been

stricken down, her heart went out to him,

and she became a woman in one day.

When the brain fever was gone the General,

being weak both in body and mind, was

ordered rest and change. Somebody sug-

gested the Lake country, as his native air, so

Helena, who did everything, took him to a

furnished cottage in Grasmere, a sweet place

bowered in roses, with its face to the sedgy

lake, and with the beautiful river, the Rotha,

laughing and babbling by the garden at the

back.

There he recovered bodily strength, but it

was long before his mind returned to him,

and meantime he had strange delusions.

Something, perhaps, in the place of their

retreat brought ghosts of the past out of a

world of shadows, for he thought he was

a boy again and Helena was his mother, who

was thirty years dead and buried in the little
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churchyard lower down the stream, where

the Rotha was deep and flowed with a solemn

hush.

Helena played up to his pathetic delusion,

took the tender endearments that were meant

for the grandmother she had never known,

and as his young days came to the surface

with the beautiful persistence of old memories

in the human mind she fell in with them as

if they had been her own. Thus on Sunday

morning, when the bells rang, she would walk

with him to church, holding his hand in her

hand as if she were the mother and he the

child.

It was very sweet to look upon, for in the

sleep of the General's brain he was very

happy, and only to those who saw that the

brave girl, with her eyes of light and her lips

of dew, was giving away her youth to her old

father, was it charged with feeling too deep

for tears.

But at length the stricken man came out

of the twilight land and his dream faded

away. Helena had to play their little

American organ every evening that he mit;ht

sing a hymn to it, for that was what his

mother had always done when she was

putting her boy to bed and thinking, like a

soldier's wife, of his father who was away at

the wars. It was always the same hymn, and

one breathless evening, when the sun had

gone down and the vale was still, they had

come to:â��

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the storms of life be pastâ��

and then his voice stopped suddenly, and he

shaded his eyes as if something were blinding

them.

At that moment the past which had been

dead so long seemed to rise from its grave

with all its mournful incidentsâ��his wife and

his shattered homeâ��and Helena was not his

mother but his daughter, and he was not a

happy boy but an old soldier with a broken

life behind him.

Seeing by the look in his eyes that he was

coming to himself, Helena tried to comfort

him, and when he gasped, " Who is it ?"

she answered, in a voice she tried to render

cheerful, " It is I ; it is Helena. Don't

you know me, father ? " And then the years

rolled back upon him like a flood and he

sobbed on her shoulder.

The awakening had been painful, but it

was not all pain. If he had lost a wife he

had gained a daughter, and she was the

strongest, stanchest creature in the world. For

her sake he must begin again. Having had

so much shadow in her young life she must

now have sunshine. Thus Helena became

her father's idol, the one thing on earth to

him, and he was more to her than a father

usually is to a daughter, because she had

seen him in his weakness and mothered him

back to strength.

Two years after the breakdown they were

in London, and there Helena met Lord

Nuneham on one of his few visits to

England. The great Proconsul, who had

heard what she had done, was most favourably

impressed by her, and as she talked to

him he said to himself, " This girl has the

blood of the great women of the Bible, the

Deborahs who were mothers in Israel, aye,

and the Jaels who revenged her." At that

time the post of Major-General to the

British Army in Egypt was shortly to become

vacant, and by Lord Nuneham's influence it

was offered to Graves. Six months later

father and daughter arrived in Cairo.

It had been an exciting time, but Helena

had managed everything, and the General

had borne up manfully until they took

possession of the house assigned to them, a

renovated old palace on the edge of the

Citadel. Then in a- moment he had collapsed

and fallen from his chair to the floor. Helena

had lifted him in her strong arms, laid him

on the couch, and sent his aide-de-camp for

the medical officer in charge.

Consciousness came back quickly, and

Helena laughed through the tears that had

gathered in her great eyes, but the surgeon

continued to look grave.

" Has the General ever had attacks like

this before ? " he asked.

" Never that I know of," said Helena.

" He must be kept quiet. I'll see him in

the morning."

Next day the medical officer had no

doubts of his diagnosisâ��heart disease, quite

unmistakably. The news had to be broken

to the General, and he bore it bravely, but,

thinking of Helena, he made one requestâ��

that nothing should be said on the subject.

If the fact were known at the War Office he

might be retired, and there could be no

necessity for that until the Army were put on

active service.

" But isn't the Army always on active

service in Egypt, sir?" said the surgeon.

"Technically, perhapsâ��not really," said

the General. " In any case, I'm not afraid,

and I ask you to keep the matter quiet."

" As you please, sir."

" You and I and Helena must be the only

ones to know anything about it."

'â� Very well, but you must promise to take
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care. Any undue excitement, any over-

exertion, any outburst of anger even "

" It shall not occur; I give you my word

for it," said the General.

But it had occurred, not once but fre-

quently, during the twelve months following.

It occurred after Gordon asked for Helena,

and again last night, the moment the General

reached his bedroom on his return from the

Khedivial Club.

He was better next morning, and then

Helena took up the letter from Lord Nune-

ham. "Read it," said the General, and

Helena read :â��

Dkar General,â��Gordon is here, anil I will send

him up to tell jou what I think it necessary to do in

order to put an end to the riots at Alexandria and

make an example of the ringleaders. The chief of

them is the Arab preacher, Ishmael Ameer, and I

propose that we bring him up to Cairo immediately,

try him by Special Tribunal, and dispatch him without

delay to our new penal settlement in the Soudan.

For that purpose (as the local police are chiefly

native, and therefore scarcely reliable, and your colonel

on the spot might hesitate to act on his own initiative

in the possible event of a rising of the man's Moslem

followers) I propose that you send someone from

Cairo to take command, and therefore suggest Gordon,

your first staff officer, and the most proper person

(always excepting yourself) to deal with a situation of

such gravity.â��Yours in haste, Nuneham.

While Helena was reading the letter the

General could hardly restrain his excitement.

"Just as I thought!" he said. "I knew

the Consul-General would put down that new

Mahdi. Wonderful man, Nuneham! And

what a chance for Gordon ! By Gad, he'll

have all Europe talking about him. He

deserves it, though. Ask the staff. Ask

the regiment. Ask the Army. I see what

Nuneham's aiming atâ��making Gordon his

successor! Well, why not ? Why not

Gordon Lord, the Consul-General ? I ask,

why not ? Good for Egypt and good for

England too. Am I wrong ? "

Then, remembering to whom he was

addressing these imperative challenges, he

laughed and said : " Ah, of course ! I con-

gratulate you, my child! I'll live to see you

proud and happy yet, Helena. Now goâ��I'm

going to get up."

And when Helena warned him that he was

over-exciting himself again, he said : " Not a

bit of it. I'm all right now; but I must

write to Alexandria immediately and see

Gordon at once. Coming up this afternoon,

you say ? That will do. Splendid fellow !

Fine as his father ! Father and sonâ��both

splendid !"

CHAPTER X.

When Gordon reached the General's house

at five o'clock that day there was for a while

a clash of opposing wills. Thinking of

Helena's peremptory advice, " Smash the

Mahdi ! " he was determined to tell her what

the Chancellor of hi Azhar had said of

Ishmael Ameer, and she was resolved that

he should say nothing about him. So, while

Gordon stood by the shaded window, looking

down on the city below, which still lay hot

under the sun's fierce eye, Helena talked of

his mother, her father, and of the Princess

Nazimah, who had invited her, in a funny

letter, to join the ladies' council for the

emancipation of Egyptian women and the

abolition of polygamy, saying, among other

things, " The needle carries but one thread,

my dear, and the heart cannot carry two."

But at length she said :â��

" When do you leave for Alexandria ? "

"Tonight, at half-past six. My servant is

to take my bag to the railway station, and

Hafiz and two other Moslems are to meet

me there."

" Good gracious ! No time to lose, then.

Mosie ! " she cried, and a small black boy

with large, limpid eyes, wearing a scarlet

caftan and blue waistband, came into the

room.

" Tea, Mosie, quick ! Tell the cook the

colonel has to catch a train."

The black boy kissed her hand and went

bounding out, whereupon she talked again

to prevent Gordon from talking.

" Didn't I tell you that boy was falling in

love with me? I found him fighting in the

market-place. That was a week ago, since

when he has adopted me, and now he is

always kissing my hand or the hem of my

gown, as who would sayâ��' I have none but

her, and 1 love her like my eyes/ A most

dear little human dog, and I do believeâ��

yes, I really do believeâ��if I wished it he

would go to his death for me."

Gordon, who was gloomy and dejected,

and had been drumming on the window-pane

without listening, then said :â��

" Helena, can you imagine what it is to a

soldier to feel that he is on the wrong side in

battle? If he is to fight well he ought to

feel that he is fighting for his country, his

flag, andâ��justice. But when the position is

the reverse of that; when, for example "

But at that moment the General came into

the room and welcomed Gordon with a

shout.

"Just been writing to Alexandria to tell

Jenkinson to keep a force in readiness for

you night and day/' he said. "Only way, my

boy! Force is the one thing these Easterns

understand. Of course, we don't want blood-



630

THE SI RAND MAGAZINE.

shed, but if these rascals are telling the

people that the power is not in our hands, or

that England will not allow us to use it, we

must let them seeâ��we can't help it. dlorious

commission, Gordon ! I congratulate you !

My job, though, and there's only one man I

could give it up toâ��only one man in the

world."

And then Gordon, who had been biting

his underlip, said, " I almost wish you could

do it yourself, General."

"Why, what the deuce "

" Gordon has been taking counsel with the

Chancellor of El Azhar," said Helena, " and

the old silly seems to have given him ' the

eye,' or talked nonsense out of the noble

Koran."

" Not nonsense, Helena, and not out of

the Koran, but out of the book of life itself,"

said Gordon, and after the black boy had

brought in the tea he told them what the

Chancellor had said.

" So you see," he said, " the preaching of

this new prophet has nothing to do with

England in Egyptâ��nothing more, at least,

than with England in India, or South Africa,

or even Canada itself. It transcends all

that, and is teaching for the world, for

humanity. Isn't it true, too ? Take what

he says about the lust of empire, and look at

the conduct of the Christian countries. They

are praying in their churches ' that it may

please Thee to give to all nations unity, peace,

and concord,' yet they are increasing their

armaments every day. Lies, sir; all lies, and

bare faced hypocrisy !"

The General tried to protest, but Gordon,

who was now excited, said :â��

" Oh, I knowâ��I'm a soldier too, sir, and

I don't want to see my country walked
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upon. It may be all right, all necessary to

the game of empire, but, for Heaven's sake,

let us call it by its proper nameâ��Conquest,

not Christianityâ��and put away the cant and

quackery of being Christian countries."

Again the General tried to protest, but

Gordon did not hear.

" Then take what this new preacher says

about the greed of wealth â��isn't that true, too?

We pretend to believe that 'it is easier for a

camel to pass through the eye of a needle

than for a rich man to inherit the Kingdom

of Heaven,' yet we are nearly all trying,

struggling, fighting, scrambling to be rich.

Is the man to be silenced who warns the

world that such sordid and squalid materialism

is swallowing up religion, morality, and truth?

Such a man may be the very soul of a country,

yet what do we do with him ? We hang him,

or stone him, or crucify him â��that's what we

do with him, sir."

Gordon, who had been walking up and

down the room and talking in an intense and

poignant voice, stopped suddenly and said :â��

"General, did you ever reflect upon the

way in whicn Jesus Christ was brought to his

death ? "

" Good gracious, man, what has that sub-

ject to do with this ? " said the General.

"A good deal, I think, sir. Did'you ever

ask yourself who it was that betrayed Jesus ? "

" Judas Iscariot, I suppose."

" No, sir; Judas was only the catspaw,

scorned through all the ages and burnt in a

million effigies, but nearly as innocent of the

death of his Master as you or I. The real

betrayer was the high priest of the Jews. He

was the head of the bad system which Christ

came to wipe out, and he saw that if he did

not destroy Jesus, Jesus would destroy him.

What did he do? He went to the Governor,

the Consul-General of the Roman Occupa-

tion, and said, 'This man is setting himself

up against Caesar. If you let him go on you

are not Caesar's friend.' "

" Well ? "

"That's what the High Priest of Islam is

doing in Egypt now. As I was going into

the Agency yesterday I met the Grand Kadi

coming out. You know what he is, sirâ��

the most fanatical supporter of the old dark

waysâ��slavery, divorce, polygamy, all the

refuse of bad Mohammedanism ? "

" Well, well ? "

" Well, my father told me the Grand Kadi

had said, ' If you let Ishmael Ameer go on

it will be death to the rule of England in

Egypt.'"

" And what does it all come to ? "

" It comes to this, sir-â��that if the Chan-

cellor of El Azhar has told me the truthâ��if

I say, ifâ�� when we take Ishmael Ameer, and

shut him up in prison for life with nothing

but a desert around him, we shall be doing

something that bears an ugly resemblance to

what the Romans did in Palestine."

Then the General, who had not once taken

his eyes off Gordon, rose in visible agitation

and said :â��

"Gordon Lord, you astonish me ! If what

you say means anything, it means that this

man Ishmael is not only preaching sedition,

but is justified in doing so. That's what you

mean ? Am I wrong ? "

In his excitement he spoke so rapidly that

he stammered, and Helena cried, " Father 1"

" Leave me alone, Helena. I'm calm ; but

when a man talks of . . . When you talk of

conquest you mean England in Egyptâ��yes,

you do â��and you refuse to see that we have

to hold high the honour of our country, and

to protect our dominions in the East."

His voice sounded choked, but he went

on:â��

" More than that, when you compare our

Lord's trial and death with that of thisâ��this

half-educated Arab out of the desertâ��this

religious Don Quixote who is a menace not

only to government but to the very structure

of civilized societyâ��it's shocking, it's bias

phemous, and I will not listen to it."

The General was going out in white anger

when he stopped at the door and said : â��

" Gordon Lord, I take leave to think this

man an impostorâ��a scheming impostor, and

if you want my view of how to deal with him,

and with the credulous simpletons who are

turning sedition into crime and crime into

bloody anarchy, I give it to youâ��martial

law, sir, and no damned nonsense ! "

Save for one word, Helena had not yet

spoken, but now with tightly-compressed lips,

and such an expression on her face as Gordon

had never before seen there, she said:â��

" I hate that man ! I hate him ! I hate

him !"

Her eyes blazed and she looked straight

into Gordon's face, as she said, " I hate him

because you are allowing yourself to be in-

fluenced in his favour against your own

father and your own country. An English-

man's duty is to stand by England, whatever

she is and whatever she does. And the duty

of an English soldier is to fight for her and

ask no questions. She is his mother, and to

inquire of himself whether she is right or

wrong, when her enemies are upon her, is

not worthy of a son."
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The colour rushed to Gordon's face and

he dropped his head.

" As for this man's teaching, it may

transcend Egypt, but it includes it, and

these people will take out of it only what

they want, and what they want is an excuse

to resist authority and turn their best friends

out of the country. As for you," she said,

with new force, " your duty is to go to

Alexandria and bring this man back to

Cairo. It begins and ends there, and has

nothing to do with anything else.''

Then Gordon raised his head and

answered : " You are right, Helena. You

are always right. A son is not the judge of

his father. And where would England be

to-day if her soldiers had always asked them-

selves whether she was in the right or the

wrong ? I thought England would be sinning

against the light if she sent Ishmael Ameer

to the Soudan and so stifled a voice that

might be the soul of the East; but I know

nothing about him except what his friends

have told me. . . . After all, grapes don't

grow on pine trees, and the only fruit we see

is . . . I'll see the man for myself, Helena,

and if I find he is encouraging the rioters

. . . if even in his sermons in the mosques

. . . Hafiz and the Moslems are to tell me

what he says in them. . . . They must tell

me the truth, though . . . Whatever the

consequences . . . they must tell me the

truth. They shallâ�� my God, they must I "

CHAPTER XI.

The clock struck six, and Gordon rose to

go. Helena helped him to belt up the

sword he had taken off and to put on his

military great coat. Then she threw a lace

scarf over her head and went out with him

into the. garden, that they might bid good

bye at the gate.

The sun was going down by this time, the

odourless air of the desert was cooler and

fresher than before, and all Nature was full

of a soothing and blissful peace

" Don't go yet; you have a few minutes

to spare still. Come," said Helena, and

taking his hand she drew him to a blossom-

thatched arbour which stood on the edge of

the ramparts.

There, with the red glow on their faces

as on the face of the great mosque which

stood in conscious grandeur by their side,

they looked out in silence for some moments

on the glittering city, the gleaming Nile, the

yellow desert, and all the glory of the sky.

It was just that mysterious moment

'between day and night when the earth seems

to sing a silent song which only the human

heart can hear, and, stirred by an emotion

she could scarcely understand, Helena, who

had been so brave until now, began to

tremble and break down, and the woman in

her to appear.

" Don't think me foolish," she said, " but

I feelâ��I feel as ifâ��as if this were the last

time you and I were to be together."

" Don't unman me, Helena," said Gordon.

" The work I have to do in Alexandria may

be dangerous, but don't tell me you are

afraid "

" It isn't that. I shouldn't be fit to be a

soldier's daughter or to becomeâ��to become

a soldier's wife if I were afraid of that. No,

I'm not afraid of that, Gordon. I shall never

allow myself to be afraid of that, but "

" But what, Helena ? "

" I feel as if something has broken between

you and me, and we shall never be the same

to each other after to-night. It frightens me.

You are so near, yet you seem so far away.

Coming out of the house a moment ago I

felt as if I had to take farewell of you, here

and now."

Without more ado Gordon took her firmly

in his arms, and with one hand on her fore-

head that he might look full in her face, he

said :â��

" You are not angry with me, Helena, for

what I said to your father just now ? "

" No, oh, no. You were speaking out of

your heart, and perhaps it was partly that "

" You didn't agree with nie, I know that

quite well, but you love me still, Helena ? "

" Don't ask me that, dear."

" I must; I am going away, so speak out,

I entreat you. You love me still, Helena ? "

" I am here. Isn't that enough ?'' she

said, putting her arms about his neck and

laying her head on his breast.

He kissed her, and there was silence for

some moments more. Then in a sharp,

agitated whisper she said :â��

" Gordon, that man is coming between us."

" Ishmael Ameer ? "

" Yes."

" What utter absurdity, Helena ! "

"No, I'm telling you the truth. That man

is coming between us. I know itâ��I feel

itâ��something is speaking to meâ��warning

me. Listen ! Last night I saw it in a dream.

I cannot remember what happened, but he

was there, and you and I, and your father

and mine, and then "

" My dear Nell, how foolish ! But I see

what has happened. When did you receive

the Princess Nazimah's letter?"
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"Last nightâ��just before going to bed."

"Exactly! And you were brooding over what

shesaidof the needle carryingonlyone thread?"

"I was thinking of itâ��yes."

" You were also thinking of what you had

said yourself in your letter to nieâ��that if I

resisted my father's will the results might be

serious for all of us ? "

" That, too, perhaps."

"There you are, thenâ��there's the stuff of

your dream, dear. But don't you see that

whatever a man's opinions and sympathies

may be, his affections are a different matter

altogetherâ��that love is above everything else

in a man's lifeâ��yes, everythingâ��and that

even if this Ishmael Ameer were to divide

me from my father or from your fatherâ��

which Clod forbid !â��he could not possibly

separate me from you ? "

She looked up into his eyes and saidâ��â� 

there was a smile on her lips nowâ��"Could

nothing separate you and me ? "

" Nothing in this world," he answered.

Her trembling lips fluttered up to his, and

again there was a moment of silence. The

sun had gone down, the stars had begun to

appear, and under the mellow gold of mingled

night and day the city below, lying in the

midst of the desert, looked like a great jewel

on the soft bosom of the world.

" You must go now, dear," she whispered.

"And you will promise me never â�� to

think these ugly thoughts again ? "

'"Love is above everything.' I shall only

think of that. Good-bye ! "

" Good-bye !" he said, and he embraced

her passionately. At the next moment he

was gone.

Shadows from the wing of night had

gathered over the city by this time, and there

came up from the heart of it a surge of

indistinguishable voices, some faint and

far away, some near and loud, the voices

of the muezzins calling from a thousand

minarets to evening prayersâ��and then came

another voice from the glistening crest of

the great mosque on the ramparts, clear

as a clarion and winging its way through

the upper air over the darkening mass

below:â��

" God is great! God is Most Great! "

Jf\ / \ a gâ��

1â��
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CHAPTER XII.

At half-past six Gordon was at the railway-

station. He found his soldier-servant half-

way down the platform, on which blue-

shirted porters bustled to and fro, holding

open the door of a compartment labelled

"Reserved." He found Haliz also, and with

him were two pale faced Egyptians, in the

dress of sheikhs, who touched their foreheads

as Gordon approached.

" These are the men you asked for," said

Hafiz.

Gordon shook hands with the Egyptians,

and then, standing between them, with one

firm hand on the shoulder of each and the

light of an electric arc lamp in their faces, he

said : â��

" You know what you've got to do,

brothers ? "

" We know " the men answered.

â�¢.I'M

Vol. xxxv.â��80

'LOVE IS ABOVE EVERYTHING. 1 SHALL ONLY THINK OF THAT. GOOD-BYK ! "
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"TO DEATH, IP NEED HE, BROTHRK."

" The future of Egypt, perhaps of the

East, may depend upon what you tell meâ��

you will tell me the truth ? "

" We will tell you the truth, Colonel."

"If the man we are going to see should

be condemned on your report and on

my denunciation, you may suffer at the

hands of his followers. Protect you as I

please, you may be discovered, followed,

tracked down â�� you have no fear of the

consequences ?"

" We have no fear, sir."

" You are prepared to follow me into any

danger ?"

" Into any danger."

"To death, if need be?"

"To death, if need be, brother."

" Step in, then," said Gordon.

At the next moment there was the whistle

of the departing locomotive, and then slowly,

rhythmically, with its heavy, volcanic throb,

shaking the platform and rumbling in the

glass roof, the train moved out of the station

on its way to Alexandria.

(To be continued.)



The Best Attested Ghost Stories.

By BECKLES WILLSON,

Author of 11 Occultism and Common Sense."

jjALKS of ghosts, say the scep-

tics, are as old as the hills,

and believers in them as green.

Who ever heard of a spectre

so authenticated, so propped

and buttressed by evidence, as

to convince a man who had a constitutional

disbelief in ghosts? One recalls the circum-

stantial story told by the householder in the

Cityâ��I think, at No. 15, Mincing Lane: â��

" I swear to you I saw it, my wife saw it,

my brother saw it, and my servant saw

it." And the pleasant rejoinder of his inter-

locutor : "Simple enough! You were the

victim of hallucination, your wife was insane,

your brother a liar, and your servant has been

bribed !"

It goes without saying that all the

average reader's fund of incredulity,

inherent and acquired, will be

roused by the very title of this

article. " A true ghost story ! "

exclaimed a chemist once to

Professor l)e Morgan. " V> hy, a

ghost, sir, is a physical impossi-

bility." "Exactly," returned the

professor, dryly; "and for that very

reason a psychical possibility."

Yet, for all that, there are a few

tales of ghostsâ��not legends of the

Dark Ages, but the solemn testi-

mony of men and women living in

our own times, in our own decade

â��which ought certainly to give

pause to the sceptic.

From the mass of evidence of

phantasms collected during twenty

years by members of the Society

for Psychical Research I have been

asked to give the six which have

impressed me most by their sim-

plicity, their directness, and by the

triumphant success with which their

narrators have withstood searching

cross-examination. In every case

the seer of ghosts has been a normal

individual not given to crotchets or

delusions, and bearing an excellent

character for veracity. I might have

chosen the spectres seen by Sir

William Crookes, Sir Oliver Lodge,

and other persons of note, but I have

preferred to leave the mediumistic

seance severely alone, and to find

my examples outside the professed and pro-

fessing circles of spiritualism and in the walks

of everyday life and people.

The following spectral visitation appoared

to Miss Kathleen Leigh Hunt, of 81, Camden

Road, N.W., in June, 1884 ; which she

relates in the following words : â��

" Two years ago last winter I was staying

with my cousin at a house in Hyde Park

Place, which we were taking care of for my

cousin's brother-in-law and sister during their

absence from England.

"One morning after breakfast â��I think it

was about ten o'clockâ��I was going upstairs

when I seemed to see, about two stairs in

I SRKMKD TO SEK A HCUKK, WHICH I TOOK TO BE THE HOUSEMAID.
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front of me, a figure, which I took to be the

housemaid, going up before me. I went up

the entire flight of stairs under this impres-

sion to the first floor, when suddenly at the

top I could see nobody. This puzzled me,

as I could not account for anyone being able

to disappear so quickly, and I went into the

room that was nearest the stairs, thinking that

in some way the housemaid must have gone

in there without my seeing her. The room,

however, was empty, and so was the

drawing-room, which led out of it, with

folding-doors that were kept open. I then

went into the only other room on that

floor, but no one was there either. I felt

that it was impossible that she should have

gone on upstairs, as I should have seen

her do so. The figure itself had nothing

supernatural about it, being simply that of a

servant in a light cotton dress (a white ground

with a spriggy pattern all over it), and with a

white cap on. Of course, being behind it, I

had not seen the face.

"The whole figure had the general appear-

ance of the housemaid, so that she had been

the one I had thought of. It was not in the

least like the cook, who dressed in much

darker cottons, and was, besides, a very little

woman, while the figure I saw was of medium

height.

"Afterwards I forgot about it till seeing it

a second time impressed it upon my mind.

" It was about the same time in the

morning, about two or three weeks after-

wards, as far as I can -emember, that having,

as I thought, heard a single knock at the

street door, and wishing to speak to the

housemaid as she returned from answering

it, I stood in the dining-room, just inside the

half open door, waiting to catch her as she

passed back to the kitchen, but standing a

little behind the door, so that I should not

be seen if anybody should come into the

house when she answered the door. I

saw a figure pass along the passage towards

the street door, which I took to be the

housemaid again because I was expecting

her to go by, but owing to my position

I did not see her face, but only a piece

of her cheek and the side view of her

figure. On neither occasion did I hear any

sound of walking, but this did not surprise

me, although the figure was not two yards

from me, because the housemaid had a very

quiet walk indeed. As I heard no door open

or shut, and no figure returned after waiting

two or three minutes, I put out my head and

looked in the hall. Nobody was there. I

then went across to the only room on that

floor beside the dining-room. Nobody was

there either. Both the little room and the

dining-room have only one door to each of

them, so there was no possibility of her

having left the room any way but the way I

went in. This time I felt I must inquire

into the puzzle, and went straight to the

kitchen, where I found the housemaid sitting.

" 1 asked her if she had not just been to

the door. She answered ' No.' 1 Then,' I

said, ' surely you went to the door just now ;

you must forget there was a single knock at

the door.' But she said she had heard no

knock, and had not been out of the kitchen.

" I then told my cousin about my two

experiences, and she surprised me by telling

me of hers, and of the former housemaid

having told her that she often saw ' skirts

going up round the stairs.' We agreed we

would not say anything of this to her sister

or her husband, as we were afraid of being

laughed at as nervous.

" I ought not to omit to say my health

was very good at the time, nor have I ever

fancied I have seen anything of a ghostly

kind, nor ever had any unaccountable expe-

riences of any sort save twice in that house."

Another extremely interesting instance of

an apparition is described by a librarian, who

prefers, however, for the purposes of wide

publicity, to substitute initials for names.

He writes :â��

"In t88o I succeeded Mr. Q as libra-

rian of the Library. I had never seen

Mr. Q , or any photograph or likeness of

him, when the following incidents occurred. I

may, of course, have heard the library

assistants describe his appearance, though I

have no recollection of this.

"I was sitting alone in the library one

evening late in March, 1884, finishing some

work after hours, when it suddenly occurred

to me that I should miss the last train to

H , where I was living at the time,

if I did not make haste. It was then

10.55, and the last train to H left at

11.5. I gathered up the books which I

had been reading in one hand, took the

lamp in the other, and prepared to leave

the librarian's room, which communicated

by a passage with the main library room.

As my lamp illuminated the passage I

saw, apparently at the farther end cf the

room, a man's face. I instantly thought

a thief had got into the library. This was

by no means impossible, and the probability

of it had occurred to me before. I turned

back to my room, put down the books, and
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took a revolver

from the safe, and,

holding the lamp

cautiously behind

me, I made my

way along the pas-

sageâ��which had

a corner, behind

which I thought

my thief might be

lying in waitâ��into

the main room.

Here I saw no-

body, but the room

was large and en-

cumbered with

bookcases. I called

out loudly several

times to the in-

truder to show him-

self, more with the

hope of attracting

a passing police-

man than of draw-

ing the intruder.

Then I saw a face

looking round one

of the bookcases. I

say looking round,

but it had the odd

appearance as if the body was in the book-

case, as the face came so near the edge that

I could see no body. The face was pallid and

hairless, and the orbits of the eyes were very

deep. I advanced towards it, and as I did

so I saw an old man with high shoulders seem

to rotate out of the end of the bookcase, and

with his back towards me and a shuffling

gait walk rather quickly from the bookcase

to the door of a small lavatory which opened

from the library and had no other access. I

heard no noise I followed the man at once

to the lavatory, and to my extreme surprise

found no one there.

" I examined the window (about fourteen

inches by twelve inches), and found it closed

and fastened I opened it and looked out.

It opened into a well, the bottom of which,

ten feet below, was a skylight, and the top,

some twenty feet above, open to the sky. It

was in the middle of the building, and

nobody could have dropped into it without

smashing the glass or climbed out of it

without a ladder, but no one was there. Nor

had there been anything like time for a man

to get out of the window, as I followed the

intruder instantly. Completely mystified, I

even looked into the little cupboard under

the fixed basin. There was nowhere hiding

I SAW A FACE LOOKING ROUND ONE OF THE HOOKCAbfcS.

for a child. I confess I began to experience

an eerie feeling. I left the library and dis-

covered I had missed my train.

" Next morning I mentioned what I had

seen to the local clergyman, who, on hearing

my description, said, 'Why, that's old Q !'

Soon after I saw a photograph (from a draw-

ing) of old Q , and the resemblance was

certainly striking. Q had lost all his

hair, eyebrows and all, from, I believe, a gun-

powder accident. His walk was peculiar,

rapid, and a higlvshouldered shuffle.

" Later inquiry proved he had died at

about the time of year at which I saw the

figure."

The evidential value of the above account

is much enhanced by the fact that the prin-

cipal assistant in the library, Mr. R , and

a junior clerk, Mr. P , independently

witnessed a singular phenomenon in 1889.

The next story is related by the Rev. G. M.

Tandy, vicar of Westward, near Wigton,

Cumberland, formerly of Loweswater. His

evidence was forwarded by the Right Rev. the

Bishop of Carlisle, in 1889, who personally

vouched for the percipient.

" When," says Mr. Tandy, " I was at

Loweswater, I one day called upon a friend,
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who said,.' You do not see many newspapers ;

take one of those lying there.' I accordingly

took up a newspaperâ��bound with a wrapper

â��put it in my pocket, and walked home.

" In the evening I was writing, and, want-

ing to refer to a book, went into another

room where my books were. I placed the

candle on a ledge of the bookcase, took

down the book, and found the passage I

wanted, when happening to look towards the

window, which was opposite the bookcase, I

saw through the window the face of an old

friend whom I had known very we!' at Cam-

bridge, but had not seen for ten years or

moreâ��Canon Robinson, of the Charity and

1 1 SAW THROUGH THE WINDOW THE FACE OF AN Ol D FRIEND, CANON ROBINSON

School Commission. I was so sure I saw

him that I went out to look for him, but

could find no trace of him. When I went

back to the house I thought I would look at

my newspaper. I tore off the wrapper,

unfolded the paper, and the first piece of

news I saw was the death of Canon

Robinson ! "

Mr. Tandy further writes :â��

" In reply to your note of October 6th,

I may state, with regard to the narrative I

detailed to the Bishop of Carlisle, that I saw

the face looking through the window by the

light of a single Ozokerit candle, placed on a

ledge of the bookcase, which stood opposite

the window ; that I was standing with the

candle by my side reading from a book to

which I had occasion to refer, and, raising

my eyes as I read, I saw the face clearly

and distinctly, ghastly pale, but with the

features so marked and so distinct that

I recognised it at once as the face of

my most dear and intimate friend, the late

Canon Robinson, who was with me at school

and college, and whom I had not seen for

many years past (ten or eleven at the

very least). Almost immediately after, fully

persuaded that my

old friend had

come to pay me a

surprise visit, I

rushed to the door,

but seeing nothing

I called aloud,

searched the pre-

mises most care-

fully, and made

inquiry as to

whether any

stranger had been

seen near my

house, but no one

had been heard of

or seen. When

last I saw Canon

Robinson he was

apparently in per-

fect health, much

more likely to out-

live me than I

him, and before I

opened the news-

paper announcing

tirs death â�� which

I did about an

hour or so after

seeing the faceâ��I

had not heard or

read of his illness

or death, and there was nothing in the passage

of the book I was reading to lead me to

think of him.

" The time at which I saw the face was

between ten and eleven o'clock p.m., the

night dark, and while I was reading in a

room where no shutter was closed or blind

drawn."

One of the most famous and inexplicable

ghost stories is that narrated by Prince

Victor Duleep Singh. He writes: â��
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"On Saturday, October 21st,

1893, I was in Berlin with Lord

Carnarvon. We went to the theatre

together and returned at midnight.

I went to bed at once, leaving,

as I always do, a bright light

burning in the room (electric light).

As I lay in bed I found myself

gazing at an oleo-

graph which hung

on the wall oppo-

site my bed. 1 saw-

distinctly the face

of my father, the

Maharajah of

Duleep Singh, look-

ing at me as it were

out of the picture:

not like a portrait

of him, but his real

head. The head

about filled the

picture - frame. I

continued looking,

and still saw my

father gazing at me

with an intent ex-

pression. Though

not in the least

alarmed, I was so

' I SAW DISTINCTLY THE PACK OF MY FATHER, THE MAHARAJAH OF DULF-EP SINGH."

puzzled that I got â� 

out of bed to see what the picture really

was. It was an oleograph of a girl holding

a rose and leaning out of a balcony, an arch

forming the background. The girl's face was

quite small, whereas my father's head was the

size of life, and filled the frame."

Prince Puleep Singh adds that his father

had long been out of health, but not alarm-

ingly so. On the next morning (Sunday) he

told Lord Carnarvon. In the evening Lord

Carnarvon handed him two telegrams. The

Prince at once said, " My father is dead."

It was so.

He had had an apoplectic seizure on the

previous Saturday evening at about nine, and

never recovered. He had often said he

would try and appear to his son at death if

they were apart. Prince Duleep Singh is

not subject to hallucinations, and had only

one similar experienceâ��as a schoolboy.

I-ord Carnarvon confirms the account. The

Maharajah died on Sunday, October 22nd,

1893.

The next spectre case attracted great

attention at the time, and was related by

Mrs. Alderson, who, upon application, wrote

out the following statement:â��

" My son and I were staying in the town

of Bonchurch, Isle of Wight, last Easter

vacation (1886). Our lodgings were close to

the sea, and the garden of our house abutted

on the beach, and there were no trees or

bushes in it high enough to intercept our view.

The evening of Easter Sunday was so fine

that when Miss Jowett (the landlady's

daughter) brought in the lamp I begged her

not to pull down the blinds, and lay on the

sofa looking at the sea, whilst my son was

reading at the table. Owing to a letter

I had just received from my sister at

home, stating that one of the servants had

just seen ' the old lady,' my thoughts had

been directed towards ghosts and such things.

But I was not a little astonished when, on

presently looking out of the window, I saw

the figure of a woman standing on the edge

of the veranda. She appeared to be a broad

woman, and not tall (Mrs. A is tall),

and to wear an old-fashioned bonnet, and

white gloves on her closed hands. As it was

dark her figure was only outlined against the

sky, and I could not distinguish any other

details. It was, however, opaque, and not

in any way transparent, just as a real person's

would be. I looked at it for some time and
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then looked away. When, after a time, I

looked again, the woman's hands had dis-

appeared behind what appeared to be a white

cross, with a little bit broken off the top, and

with a railing on one side of the woman and

the cross such as one sometimes sees in

graveyards.

" After looking at this apparition, which

remained motionless, for some timeâ��about

twenty minutes, perhapsâ��I asked my son

(then an undergraduate at Brasenose College)

to come and look out of the window and tell

me what he saw. He exclaimed, ' What an

uncanny sight !' and described the woman

and the cross exactly as I saw it. I then

rang the bell, and when Miss J answered

it I asked her also to look out of the window

and tell me what she saw, and she also

described the woman and the cross, just as

they appeared to my son and myself. Some-

one suggested that it might be a reflection of

some sort, and we all looked about the room

to see whether there was anything in it that

'he exclaimed, 'what an uncanny SIGHT 1

could cause such a reflection, but came to

the conclusion that there was nothing to

account for it.

" On my son going out on the veranda

the figure immediately vanished."

In corroboration of this, Mr. Alderson

writes :â��

"Staying at Bonchurch, Isle of Wight,

during the Easter vacation of 1886, I

remember distinctly seeing an apparition in

the form of a woman with her hands clasped

on the top of a cross. The cross looked old

and worn, as one sees in churchyards. My

mother drew my attention to the figure, and

after we had watched it for some time we

rang the bell and asked the servant if she

saw the figure. She said she did. I then

went out to the veranda (where the figure

was) and immediately it vanished."

Another interesting instance of an appa-

rition is that which was seen by Lady V ,

a friend of Mrs. Cavendish, of Blacklands

Hall, Cavendish, who

writes as follows :â��â� 

" My husband and I,

whilst on a driving tour

through Normandy,

were overtaken by such

awful weather that he

would not let the horses

be out in it, but in-

sisted on putting up

for the night in the

unpromising village

through which we were

passing. We made in-

quiries of the villagers,

and found that the only

place where we were

likely to be taken in

was at a quaint-look-

ing, obviously old-

fashioned, and most

gloomy farmhouse,

which had evidently

seen better days, and

probably had once been

the chateau of some

old aristocrat of the

ancien regime. After

offering the somewhat

villainous-looking, land-

lord a very high price,

we were graciously per-

mitted to see our room

â��a very long, rather

narrow and low

apartment, with three
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or four windows,

without blinds or

curtains. The room

was devoid of

carpet, and a more

dreary place I never

saw. Two small

French beds against

the wall opposite to

the windows, two

or three chairs, and

an old - fashioned

table constituted all

the furniture.

" Terrible visions

of being robbed

and murdered by

our uninviting-

looking host came

over me when I

retired; so my hus-

band, after carefully

examining and

locking both doors,

placed the keys on

the table in the

centre of the room.

We also arranged

chairs and our

travelling-bags against each door, so that if

anybody should attempt to enter the room

we could not fail to hear them. I got

into bed, but not to sleep, in spite of my

fatigue, the bright moonlight â�� it was now

quite fine â�� which streamed in at the

window and flooded the room effectually

preventing this.

" As I was gazing disgustedly round I saw

a figure enter not by, but through the door at

the farther end of the room. The figure was

that of a cavalier with a large slouched hat,

and a cloak which he held up to his face,

hiding it. On he came, as if stealthily

creeping after someone, in a crouching

attitude. He passed through the table in

the centre of the room noiselessly, past my

bed, looking neither to right nor left, and

finally through the door near my bed. For

minutes I remained unable to speak, though

longing to find out if my husband was

awake. Words would not come. I tried

to think it was something human, even

if it should be a burglar, when it suddenly

flashed into my mind that as the thing passed

my bed I had seen the window outlined

"the figure was that ok a cavalier with a large slouched hat, and a cloak

which he held up to his face."

through it. I now found my voice and called

to my husband in quivering accents. 1 Oh,

Edward,' I said, ' did you see that ? What-

ever was it ? ' ' You don't mean to say you

saw it, too ? ' he answered. Presently he got

up and examined both doors, chairs, and

bags ; all were just as we left them, including

the keys on the table. We spent a more or

less sleepless night, and the following day,

having elicited no information respecting our

nightly visitant, made inquiries as we passed

through the village, but did not hear much

save that the house had the reputation of

being haunted. 1 am, however, convinced

that they knew more than they cared to say,

but were probably too afraid of our ill-looking

host to talk."

Full details as to names, date, and cor-

roboration concerning the foregoing have

been furnished to the Society for Psychical

Research.

Now, if the readers of these six instances

of authenticated ghost stories know of any

better authenticated, I feel sure the Editor

of The Strand Magazine would be glad

to be put in possession of their testimony.

[Although the full names and addresses of the percipients are not given in all the foregoing cases, information

concerning them may he obtained by bond-fuU investigators by communicating with the secretary of the

Society for Psychical Research, Hanover Square, W., to whose courtesy the writer is much indebted.]

Vol. >
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By HORACE ANNESLEY VACHELL.

1HE Kangaroo's chauffeur was

kj absolutely certainâ��a certainty

confirmed with strange oathsâ��

that the motor could not he

budged from its present abid-

ing-place (a ditch by the road)

under a couple of hours. The Kangaroo

glanced at his watch. It was nearly one, and

the keen air crossing the high-lying moors

had excited an appetite always good, and

now ravenous. He looked about him. North,

south, east, and west stretched the enchanting

Forest of Ys in all its vernal glory, but, at the

moment, a plain brick tavern would have

excited greater enthusiasm. A poet may feed

upon primroses ; a young and healthy poli-

tician prefers bread and cheese and a

tankard of ale.

"Think there's an inn about?" he asked

the chauffeur.

That individual was flat on his back be-

neath the car, trying to ascertain whether his

beloved machine was vitally injured or not.

He answered, crisply :â��

" I know there ain't. Never seed such a

Gawd-forsaken spawt in all my life."

The Kangaroo sighed and stared at the

hanging beech wood just opposite. Above

the trees arose a faint reek of smoke. He

pulled out his map. Yes, yes, the Lord be

praised ! Unless he was entirely out of his

reckoning, the smoke must be floating out

of the chimneys of Queen's Jalland Manor.

The name Jalland struck a chord. One of

Copyright, 1906, by Horace Annesley

his most ardent supporters was a man of the

name of George Jalland. Jalland, upon the

day when the Kangaroo was nominated as

candidate for the Forest Division of Slow-

Shire, had entreated him to look him up, to

drop in at any time, preferablyâ��by Jove,

yes !â��preferably lunch-time. What a bit of

luck !

He told the chauffeur that he would return

in an hour or two, and then made a bee-line

for the reek of smoke. Within ten minutes

a very comfortable-looking butler had ushered

him into a small, oak-panelled hall, where a

party of ladies had assembled. Mr. Jalland

was not at home, but Mrs. Jalland

The butler, in a lowered tone, indicated a

very kindly-faced dame upon the hearthrug,

to whom, a minute later, the Kangaroo was

explaining that Mr. Jalland had asked him to

call about lunch-time.

" You are just in time for luncheon," said

Mrs. Jalland. " The Colonel will be so sorry

to miss you. He went to London yesterday

to have his hair cut."

The Kangaroo bit his lip. Mister Jalland!

What an unfortunate blunder! Probably

George Jalland was a colonel of Militia or

Yeomanry. To mask a slight confusion he

plunged into a recital of his misadventure.

Miss Jalland, a sparkling creature, fresh as

dew, exhibited the most kindly interest.

They went into luncheon without anybody

discovering the stranger's name.

The Kangaroo found himself between

Vachrll, in the United States of America.
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Mrs. Bungay, of Slufter, and his hostess.

Across the table scintillated the turquoise-

blue eyes of Miss Jalland, whose Christian

name was Beatrix. Next to her sat Lady

Albinia Lovibond, and lower down the

Misses Mottisfont, sisters of Sir Giles

Mottisfont, and auntsâ��as the Kangaroo was

well awareâ��of young Giles Mottisfont, the

rival candidate.

The Kangaroo, realizing that he was in

mixed company, reckoned himself fortunate

inasmuch as Sir Giles, a 'Tory of the Tories,

was not present. It rather surprised him to

find the spinsters beneath the roof of such

an out-and-out Rad as George Jalland. Upon

the other hand, his agent had told him that

these Foresters were all connected by inter-

marriage.

An excellent omelette was handed round.

By this time the Kangaroo was on terms

with himself and his company. He told a

capital story with his first glass of claret,

and capped it with a better before he was

half-way through his cutlet.

Then a truly awful thing happened !

Miss Jalland said suddenly and sweetly,

" Have you met this poisonous bounder

whom they call the Kangaroo ? "

Afterwards, the Kangaroo admitted can-

didly that he ought to have replied at once,

"I am he!" But his tongue clave to his

palate and his eyes popped out of his head.

Then, desperately, with a laugh that sounded

the dreariest he had ever heard, he said,

weakly, " I know him quite well."

Obviously, the admission damaged him in

the eyes of the Misses Mottisfont. The dear

ladies looked down their thin, aquiline noses,

and sighed.

" What astonishes us," continued Miss

Jalland, "is that he should dare to come

here."

" Why is he called the Kangaroo ? " bleated

Lady Albinia.

Beatrix replied, " Because he bounds and

bounds and bounds."

The Kangaroo nodded pleasantly.

" He won the long jump and the high

jump at Oxford," he explained, modestly.

" Oh !" said Beatrix. She cast a swift

glance at the speaker, divining, possibly,

something mysterious and therefore exciting.

"But he bounds, doesn't he?"

The Kangaroo hesitated. The eyes of the

ladies were upon him. Mrs. Bungay, in the

very act of conveying salad to her mouth,

paused expectantly.

" He has some very nice friends, you

know."

In a hollow tone Lady Albinia muttered,

"George knows himâ��but George knows all

the riff-raff in the county."

The Kangaroo then realized that he had

come to the house of the wrong Jalland.

George, who knew the riff-raff, and asked

them to luncheon, lived hard by. Beatrix

turned the screw.

" I was told," she said, pleasantly, " that he

was called the Kangaroo because he is just

as unconscious of his bounding as that

animal."

" Oh !" said the Kangaroo, with a becoming

blush, " I had never heard that."

Beatrix, noting the blush, said, apologeti-

cally, " I dare say you're one of his nice

friends."

" I'm not blind to his faults," said the

Kangaroo, with a valiant effort, " and when I

was at Oxford I really thought he was a most

remarkable young man. Are you keen about

â��erâ��croquet ? "

" I hate it," said Miss Jalland.

" So do I," murmured the Kangaroo,

crumbling his bread.

" You play golf ? " said Mrs. Jalland.

" Yes."

"Have you played on our little course

here ? "

" Not yet."

"What is your handicap?" dtmanded

Miss Beatrix.

" I'm scratch at Berwick-on-Tweed."

At once he became conscious that the

impending clouds had rolled by. Colonel

Jalland, it seemed, was the president of the

Queen's Jalland Golf Club; Miss Beatrix

played (or the county. In a word, " scratch "

had opened all hearts. Even Mrs. Bungay

remarked, in a smooth, heavy voice, " Mr.

Bungay has a handicap of twenty-two, but

he's the keenest player in the club."

" Except father," amended Miss Beatrix.

Then she put the question which was

destined to bring about amazing results.

" Have you your clubs in your car ? "

" Yes," said the Kangaroo.

"Then we can play one round after

luncheon."

This was said with an air of finality, which

slightly upset whatever resolutions the

Kangaroo might have made about escaping as

soon as he had gulped down a cup of coffee.

Miss Beatrixâ��as he discovered laterâ��was

an only daughter and an autocrat. Also, she

wanted a lesson at golf from a man who

was scratch at Berwick-on-Tweed. Also, she

wanted to escape from the Misses Mottisfont.

Also, she was inordinately curious, and she
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could not understand â��and meant to find

outâ��why the Kangaroo had blushed like a

bread-and-butter miss. The Kangaroo hadn't

a lie ready, or if he had he didn't use it.

And he admitted afterwards that there was a

dynamic quality about the blue eyes of Miss

Beatrix. Whatever his faults may have

been he was no craner at hairy fences.

From his youth he had leaped first and

looked afterwards.

" I shall be delighted," he said.

Coffee was served in the drawing-room,

and a servant was dispatched for the golf

clubs. The Kangaroo heartened himself up

with a glass of the Colonel's old brown

brandy, for it was reasonably certain that the

man sent for the clubs would discover the

name of the mysterious guest, and then,

without doubt, a very unpleasant five minutes

might follow. Sipping his liqueur, he kept

one eye on the turn in the carriage drive,

whence Discovery, in the Jalland livery,

might at any moment appear. The other

eye was entirely at Miss Jalland's service, and,

indeed, focused upon her. The Kangaroo

considered himself to be something of a con-

noisseur in female beauty; and he decided

that Miss Beatrix was a wonder : a happy

mixture of urban and Arcadian, for, if she

lived in this enchanting forest, her frock had

most certainly come from Paris, via London,

perhaps. She sparkled with a certain crystal-

line freshness, the sparkle of some delicious

spring bubbling out of a field that the Lord

had blessed, not the artificial ebullition of

champagne. Obviously, too, she had per-

ceptive qualities, for she said with conviction,

just as the Kangaroo was lighting his second

cigarette, " I see you prefer persons to

things."

"You mean I would sooner look at a

young miss than an old master? I would."

Miss Beatrix laughed, but she knew that

no Bungay or Lovibond would have turned

a phrase like this, partly because they

couldn't, and partly also because they

wouldn't, considering all compliments as bad

form.

Just then the servant appeared carrying

the clubs.

And, behold, fluttering in the summer

breeze was a large red label plainly stamped

with the Kangaroo's hideous and unmistak-

able name.

It was an unfortunate moment, because the

Kangaroo could see that the pair of eyes so

close to his own had discerned the label, and

in their lucid depths danced imps of curiosity.

Afterwards it occurred to him that he might

have walked up to the man, taken the clubs

from him, torn off the label, and pocketed it.

Instead he remained glued to the ground.

Sensation was cruelly heightened, action

simply paralyzed.

And then the miracle happened !

The name upon the red flaunting label

was not his name ; the clubs were not his

clubs ! Only the day before he had been

playing golf with a friend at Westchester.

He had driven the friend in his car to West-

chester Station. A porter, who assuredly

must be sought out and tipped, had evidently

taken the wrong set of clubs.

The name upon the red label wasâ��

Raleigh, a name to warm the cockles of

every female heart; a name that was

a synonym for gallantry, enterprise, and

resource.

The real Raleigh was red-headed, of mean

stature, and much freckled.

Miss Beatrix flashed a glance upon the

label and then looked discreetly at the blue

haze upon the horizon. Still out of the

corner of her eye she saw the Kangaroo slip

half a crown into the servant's hand. Half

a crown was an absurdly large tip, but it

indicated a generous heart. Her eyes suf-

fused a soft radiance when she turned them

once more upon the Kangaroo. To her

surprise he was blushing again. Then she

heard him say, almost falteringly :â��

" Did you see my chauffeur ? Had he

any message ? "

" No, Sir Joseph," said the man, anxious

to display somewhat inchoate powers of

observation; " I did not. The car was

standing by the road, and I took the only

set of clubs I saw, Sir Joseph."

"Quite right," said the Kangaroo, pulling

himself together.

The man walked away. Miss Beatrix gazed

pensively at the Kangaroo. He was tall,

distinguished-looking, with an aquiline nose,

and excellent hands and feet.

"Why were you not christened Walter?"

she whispered.

" It was an unpardonable oversight," he

replied. " As a matter of fact I would pay a

handsome sum of money to be Walter. I

hate my own name."

His Christian nameâ��one dislikes to set it

downâ��was Ezekiel!

" Come on!" said Beatrix. She approached

her mother, the Kangaroo following. In her

clear, kind tones she said, crisply:â��

" Sir Joseph Raleigh and I are off."

Mrs. Jalland beamed pleasantly.

" Sir Joseph Raleigh-," she repeated, softly.
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"Not one of us," she included the Misses

Mottisfont, who were smiling blandly, " knew

who you were."

Lady Albinia blinked. " I used to know

in my younger days a Sir Joseph Raleigh, a

little, funny, nice, red-headed man."

Miss Beatrix frowned.

" Dear Lady Albinia, you are speaking of

Sir Joseph's father, isn't she?"

"Yes," said the Kangaroo. Then he

added, hastily, " It's such a pity one can't

choose one's father."

Lady Albinia, vaguely sensible of a

rebuke, murmured in an injured tone, " I

said he was nice and funny."

" Not too funny, I hope ?" the Kangaroo

asked.

" He used to make me die with laughter,"

said Lady Albinia. " He always had a new

riddle."

" Good heavens ! " said the Kangaroo.

" We shall be back in time for tea," said

Miss Beatrix.

They walked off together towards the first

tee.

" Lady Albinia is doddering," said

Beatrix. " It was awfully nice of you to take

it so calmly. I say, how many strokes will

you give me? Shall we try a stroke a

hole?"

" If you like," said the Kangaroo*

Now that the danger was over he felt

amazingly exhilarated, but his spirits fell

perceptibly when his caddie handed him the

driver. He then remembered what he had

entirely forgottenâ��that Joe Raleigh was left-

handed. To play with his clubs was simply

an impossibility, even for a scratch player

without fear and without reproach.

" Your honour," said Beatrix.

The Kangaroo took the club.

Then for the third time he blushed.

" I suppose you can drive two hundred

yards every time?" said Beatrix.

The Kangaroo wiped the perspiration

from his forehead as he replied, " Not every

time."

The caddie teed up the ball.

Then the second miracle happened.

The Kangaroo espied in the bag of clubs a

steel putter. He looked at it as Romeo

gazed at Juliet. Then, with a gay laugh, he

said : " Miss Jalland, I can drive two hundred

yards, and, honestly, this match won't be

much fun for you if I play with these clubs.

Now, what do you say to this ? I'll play with

my putter and nothing else, and I'll give you

a third."

" I play for Slowshire," said Beatrix. " I

don't think you can do it, Sir Joseph,

but "

" I can try," said the Kangaroo.

He seized the putter. It had a nice shaft

â��a really pretty bit of hickory.

"Good gracious ! " said Beatrix.

The Kangaroo had driven the ball at least

one hundred and fifty yards. "You'll take

your strokes at the usual holes," said he, as

they descended the slope towards the first

green.

" Yes," said Beatrix, meekly. " It's awfully

good of you to play with me at all." His

goodness must have impressed her power-

fully, for she foozled the approach shot

disgracefully.

" Keep your eye on the ball," saij the

Kangaroo.

He won the first hole in fourâ��bogey!

After this the match became a procession.

The Kangaroo played like Harry Vardon,

and Beatrix, dear girl, lost everything except

her temper. Everything is said advisedly.

When the Kangaroo played his ball out of

the sand-bunker near the ninth and laid him-

self dead his antagonist remarked, "This is

a liberal education for me."

And she meant it.

The Kangaroo saw at once that she had

great aptitude for the game, but had been

badly taught. He gave to her some advice

which she spoke of afterwards as simply

priceless. And when he won the match at

the fourteenth with six up and four to play,

the young lady thanked him with a truly

humble and grateful heart; She was so nice

about it, so unaffectedly delighted with her

antagonist's performanceâ��which, indeed,

was very remarkableâ��that the Kangaroo

lost sense of the proportion of things. For

instance, his offer to give her another lesson

next day was not only unjustifiable but

almost preposterous, a fact which he realized

when she said, ardently, " Oh, if you would !"

They strolled to the fifteenth tee.

" Now, then, for the bye ! " said our hero.

" One moment," said Beatrix. Then, awe

informing her charming voice, she said, " Sir

Joseph, will you do me a great favour ? "

" Anything," said the absurd Kangaroo.

" I want you to take your driver and drive

the green. Tommy Bungay did it once, or

says he did, with the wind behind him.

Nobody saw him do it. I want to tell him

that I saw you do it."

The unhappy Kangaroo hesitated. Not

so his caddie, who possibly felt that he had

not earned his shilling. The youth drew

forth the driver and handed it obsequiously
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to the finest golfer he had ever followed

round Queen's Jalland course.

" I do wish Tommy were here," murmured

Beatrix.

The Kangaroo took the driver. As he did

so Beatrix saw how it was fashioned.

" It's a left-handed club,'' she gasped.

" Good gracious ! You are a left-handed

player, and you played me right-handed with

a putter, and beat me six to four ! Well, I

think you're the most wonderful person in the

world. Nowâ��drive ! "

The Kangaroo addressed the ball. He

knew that Joe Raleigh loved this driver with

" Yes," said the Kangaroo, sticking out his

jaw. A way out of the wood had been

vouchsafed him. " Of course it is."

" But you played right-handed all round

the course."

" I did," said the Kangaroo. The poor

fellow was quite desperate. "Iâ��erâ��thought

vould make a better match."

a love passing the love of women ; he knew

that the man who made it was dead ; he

knew that such a masterpieee-could never be

copied. And yet with diabolical deliberation

he addressed the ball, and smote.

" Oh ! "

" Never did that before," said the

Kangaroo, gazing at the broken shaft.
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"It's my fault; I made you press."

The Kangaroo stared at the mutilated

driver beloved of his own familiar friend.

The shaft was irretrievably shattered. Beatrix

saw that he was quite upset.

" Let us walk back to the house," she

said, in a voice tender with sympathy.

In silence the Kangaroo walked beside

her. He felt that the moment for confession

had come ; and he felt, with poignant regret,

that confession ought to have been made

before the sacrifice of the driver. He was

telling himself that he had behaved like a

coward and aâ��bounder! Perhaps he was a

bounder. Then he heard the voice of the

siren, with its beguiling inflections. What a

dear, sweet face she had !

" You .will feel that this has quite spoiled

the afternoon, Sir Joseph ? "

" Nothing could spoil the afternoon," said

the Kangaroo, firmly. " I've had two

delightful hours with you, Miss Jalland, and

I shall not forget them in a hurry."

A warmer colour flowed into the young

lady's cheeks. She was reflecting that a

Raleigh, of necessity, must be of an impul-

sive and expansive temperament.

" Are you a lineal descendant of Sir

Walter?" she asked, shyly. Then, in

melting tones, she murmured, " He was

always one of my heroes."

The Kangaroo looked at her, with a vertical

line between his handsome brows.

" Do you set much value on lineageâ��and

all that sort of thing?"

" Of course I do. Don't you ?"

" No ; I don t."

" Noblesse oblige," said the young lady.

" One wouldn't expect much from a man of

the name ofâ��erâ��Snookson."

" Why Snookson ? " said the Kangaroo, in

a cold voice.

" I mentioned Snookson because it happens

to be the name of this carpet-bagger who,

hateful man, is going to rob poor Giley

Mottisfont of his seat."

The line between the Kangaroo's eyes

deepened and darkened.

" Oh ! " he said, scornfully. " And don't

you think that a rather remarkable fact ? "

" I beg your pardon ? "

" This hateful carpet-bagger, this poisonous

bounder, this unspeakable person, whose

name is Snookson- "

" Ezekiel Snookson ! "

" Ezekiel Snookson comes down into a

place which is considered by both parties to

be a Tory stronghold. He has no friends in

the Forest of Ys, no property, no affiliations

whatever. He has to rely entirely upon his

tongue and the cause he pleads. The other

fellow is a Forester, related to everybody, a

county magnate, with a name that is part of

the history of England, and yet he, Giley

Mottisfont, can't hold his own."

" He can with hounds."

" Possibly. Ezekiel Snookson, I believe,

is a bit of a thruster in that line, too."

" I forgot that he was a friend of yours,"

she murmured, contritely, for she perceived

that her companion was really stirred to the

centre.

The Kangaroo's eyes sparkled, his forehead

cleared, his voice softened pleasantly.

" I should like you to meet this man," he

said.

" Oh, I'm sure that mamma "

"Would object to your meeting him? Is

it possible ? "

" Papa and she feel rather strongly about

politics. Uncie George, you see, ratted."

"I have met your Uncle George. He

struck me as a singularly charming and

intelligent man."

" But he's a Free Trader."

"I perceive that all is said."

" Perhaps," ventured Beatrix, " you are a

Free Trader ? "

" I am, Miss Jalland."

They had reached the small gate which

led to the garden of the Manor ; and, as yet,

the Kangaroo had not made confession. He

opened the gate, gazing reflectively at the

palings, sharply pointed, which surrounded

the domain. Never before had he realized

so keenly that he was without the pale of so

much that is desirable in English life.

"I think I'll say good-bye now," he said,

awkwardly.

" Sir Joseph ! "

" I am a Free Trader."

" I suppose even Free Traders like a cup

of tea ?"

" I am a friend and a believer in this son

of Snook."

"If that is the case, perhaps you would

like something stronger than tea." He saw a

ravishing dimple at the corner of her mouth.

" After golf papa takes gin and ginger-

beer."

The Kangaroo burst out laughing.

" I can't resist gin and ginger-beer," he

said, as he followed the little witch through

the gate.

On the lawn, beneath the big ilex, sat the

same ladies whom the Kangaroo had met at

luncheon. But talking to I-ady Albinia

was a short, stout, very red-faced gentleman.
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"There's papa," said Miss Jalland. " He'll

be too delighted to meet you."

"To meetâ��me?"

"When he hears that you, a left-handed

man, played me right-handed with a putter,

giving me six strokes and a disgraceful

beating, he will want to fall down and

worship."

" He doesn't look that sort at all," said the

Kangaroo, doubtfully. " But it might be as

well not to mention that I'mâ�� erâ��a Free

Trader."

" As if I should give you away like that! "

she retorted, reproachfully.

The next moment Colonel Jalland looked

up and saw them. He stared at the

Kangaroo, and as he stared his face grew

purple, and his eyes, rather too prominent,

seemed to bulge out of his head. It is

relevant to mention that his nickname

in the regiment he had commanded was

" Pepperbox."

" Papa asked you to drop in to lunch,

didn't he ? " whispered Beatrix.

"'who the df.ucr ake you?' saio the colonel."
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" No," said the Kangaroo. " It must have

been your Uncle George."

" Do you knowâ��papa ? "

" I have never met him."

" He looks as if he knew you."

The Colonel advanced to receive his guest.

Beatrix did the honours.

" Papa, this is Sir Joseph Raleigh, who

has just given me the most humiliating

beating. He played with his putter, gave

me six strokes, and a lot of splendid

advice."

Beatrix began joyfully, but her voice,

beneath the apoplectic stare of her sire,

dwindled away into a funereal diminuendo.

" Sir Joseph Raleigh," said the Colonel, in

a terrible voice, " is short, freckled, red-

headed, and aâ��gentleman."

" Just like his poor, dear father," bleated

Lady Albinia.

" Who the deuce are you, sir ? " said the

Colonel.

The Kangaroo laughed. He had a sense

of humour, and he couldn't help it.

" I'm Ezekiel Snookson," he said. Then,

with a manner that might not have dis-

credited the illustrious Sir Walter, he bowed

politely and added, " I came here by mistake

to lunch with a friend and supporter of mine,

Mr. George Jalland. I discovered my

mistake too late to rectify it without upset-

ting a very kind hostess. Perhaps, too "â��

he glanced at Miss Beatrixâ��-"I was being

entertained so delightfully that I funkedâ��

erâ��embarrassing explanations. If it would

afford any of you" â�� he included the

Misses Mottisfont in his all - embracing

glanceâ��"any satisfaction toâ��erâ��trample

on me, I will lie down on the lawn and let

you do so."

The elderly spinsters shook their heads.

The Colonel's complexion assumed a less

imperial tint.

"That's all very well,'' he growled, "but

why did you call yourself Raleigh ? "

" I didn't. My friend Joe Raleigh hap-

pened to have his name printed in large

black letters upon a red label attached to his

golf clubs, which were left by mistake in my

car."

"Oh-h-h !" exclaimed Miss Jalland. " Then

they weren't your own clubs ? "

" Of course not."

" And you deliberately smashed that

driver ? "

" Deliberately."

" And you're not a left-handed player ? "

" I am not."

A smile rippled across her face. " That

makes things much easier for me," she

murmured.

The Kangaroo addressed the company.

"If nobody will trample on me, may I say

good-bye and thank you for a very pleasant

afternoon ? "

Mrs. Jalland raised her quiet voice.

" You will let me give you a cup of tea,

Mr. â��erâ��Snookson ? "

Beatrix nudged her father. He prided

himself upon a reputation for generous,

although not ostentatious, hospitality.

" Perhaps you would prefer a gin and

ginger-beer ? "

" Please."

Afterwards Mrs. Snookson always said that

her husband allowed himself to be beaten by

Colonel Jalland in the game of golf that was

played after the gin and ginger-beer had been

swallowed. The Kangaroo was obliged to

play with another man's clubs, but it is a

fact that at the seventeenth hole, when the

Colonel and his opponent were all square,

the Kangaroo foozled his approach and then

missed a two-foot putt! At the eighteenth,

the Colonel, being dormy and therefore

unduly full of confidence, undertook to carry

the green with his second, and landed in the

ditch. Why such an experienced player as

the Kangaroo should have taken his mid-iron

instead of his mashie, and dropped his ball

into the gorse bushes beyond the last green,

is something which howls for explanation.

The Kangaroo, who must have had a

touch of the bounder in him, blamed his

caddie.

Joe Raleigh sent his friend's bride an

original wedding presentâ��a bangle, with a

broken golf club cunningly fashioned out of

brilliants.

Vol. xxxvi.â��82.
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CURIOUS HANDS AT 'BRIDGE.

By W. DALTON,

Author of "Dalton on Bridge," "'Saturday' Bridge," " Bridge at a Glance," etc.

Y "curious

necessarily

hands I do not

mean hands in

which there is a phenomenal

placing of the cardsâ��that is

merely a matter of dealing â��

but hands in which some

curious point of play is involved, or some

very unlooked-for result is brought about,

owing to the unusual manner in which the

cards are distributed.

The following hand struck me at the time

as being the most curious in its result that I

had ever seen. It was played at the Portland

Club by very good players, and the result,

curious as it svas, was not brought about by

exceptionally good or bad play on either side.

The four hands were :â��

Heartsâ��g, 7.

Diamondsâ��ro, 9. 6- 5, 3.

Clurv;-7, 6.

Spadesâ��Knave, 6. 5, 2.

Heartsâ��Queen, knave,

8, 6. 5, 3, 1.

Diamond',â��4

Clubsâ��King, knave.

Spadesâ��to, 8, 4.

Heartsâ��Ace, ro, 4.

Diamondsâ��Ace, king,

queen, 8, 7, 2.

Clubsâ�� ro, 4, 3.

Spadesâ��Ace.

Heartsâ��King.

Dia mondsâ�� Knave.

Clubs-

Spades

â� Ace, queen, o, 8, 5, 2.

â��King, que^n, g, 7, 3.

The score was A B a game and 24, Y Z

love. Z dealt, and declared No Trumps ; B

doubled.

It was undeniably a risky No Trump call,

but it was thoroughly warranted by the state

of the score; in fact, it was almost a com-

pulsory declaration, under the circumstances.

If the dealer passed the call to his partner

what could he expect ? Almost a certainty

of a red suit declaration, on which his hand

would be able to render very little assistance,

with practically no chance of winning the

game. The best chance to take was un-

doubtedly to declare No Trumps, and to trust

to his partner holding strength in one or both

of the red suits.

When the third player doubled, the dealer's

prospects looked anything but rosy, but when

the first card was led, and the dummy hand

was exposed in all its nakedness, a more

utterly hopeless position it would be impos-

sible to imagine The dealer could see at

least five tricks in hearts, three in diamonds,

and one in spades, which were absolutely

marked against him, and he, naturally,

regarded the situation as hopeless, but one

never knows what the fates may have in

store, and, incredible as it would appear, he

actually won two by cards, and the game, on

that hand.

Tricks : AB, 1

Tricks

2 ; Y Z, o.

Trick 1.â��The leader, A, was in no doubt

as to what to lead, under the short suit con-

vention, in answer to his partner's double,

and he led the desired suit, but B must have

been very much disappointed to find the

diamond suit guarded in the dummy hand.

Trick 2.â��B led another diamond, as there

was no possibility of dummy getting in twice,

and he wanted to see his partner's discard.

Z

Tricks : A B, 2 ;" Y Z, I. I Tricks : A B, 3 ; Y Z, I.

Trick 3. â�� B had to guess whether his

partner wanted a heart or a club led to him.

The heart was the more likely, as the dealer

could not have very great strength in hearts, so

he led the ten of hearts to force the dealer

to cover it, and retained the ace to stop the

suit with in case of emergencies. When the

dealer played the king B at once placed the

queen in the dealer's hand.

Trick 4.â��The dealer was a player of

considerable cunning, and he foresaw that if

the only possible, or apparently possible, card

of entry was taken out of dummy's hand, B

might be tempted to lead out his ace of

diamonds and to clear the diamond suit,

thinking that it was quite impossible for the

dummy hand to get in again; therefore he led
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the nine of spades, keeping the three in his

own hand as a possible moans of putting his

dummy in, and B fell headlong into the trap.

Tricks

Tricks : A B, 4 ; Y Z, 2.

Trick â��B thought that there was no

possibility of dummy ever winning a trick, so

he led his ace of diamonds. A's discard was

a difficult one. He could not discard a club,

and he did not like to void himself entirely in

the spade suit, so he discarded a small heart.

Trick 6.â��B led a club to his partner's dis-

card and the game was over. The dealer made

four tricks in spades and two in diamonds,

and won two by cards and the game.

Trick 8.

Y

Trick

Y

7-

V

â�¦

+

â�¦I*

*

â�¦ ft

Jpisfii

J.

against him, and it was entirely due to B s

double. The double was a perfectly sound

one, and one which every bridge-player of

any experience would have made without

hesitation, but it proved terribly expensive.

If he had not doubled, A would have begun

with his fourth best heart, the king would

have fallen to the ace, and A B would have

won the small slam, instead of losing two by

cards and the game. The only mistake

made in the play of the hand was by A at

Trick 3. He ought to have begun a call in

hearts by playing the six instead of the two,

and he would have been able to complete the

call by discarding the two at Trick 5. He

might even have commenced a call in the heart.

suit on his first discard, but he purposely did

not do that for fear that his partner would

lead a club and take away his only card

of re-entry for his hearts, so that the spade

seemed to be the best and safest discard.

The result of this hand was the most won-

derful get-out of a really hopeless position

which I ever saw, and it only goes to prove

once more what an enormous advantage the

dealer possesses in knowing the exact strength

or weakness of his two hands from the very

start, while his opponents have to pick up

their information as best they can from the

fall of the cards.

The following hand, which occurred exactly

as it is given below, was a very curious

one, as it involved a particularly intelligent

reading of the hands on both sides. To

appreciate it properly, you must remember

that it was not double dummyâ��it would

have been quite easy in that caseâ��but each

player could only see the dummy's cards in

addition to his own.

The score was A B 20, Y Z love. Z dealt

and left it to Y, who declared No Trumps.

The four hands were:â��

Heartsâ��ia

Diamondsâ��Ace, knave, 5, 3.

Clubsâ��Ace, king.

Spadesâ��Ace, queen, 10, 8, 7, 3.

Heartsâ��King, queen, 6,

. *â�¢ 3-

Diamondsâ��King, y.

Clubsâ��7, 6, 3, 2.

Spadesâ��6, 5.

Heartsâ��Knave. 9, 7, 2.

Diamondsâ��Queen, 10,

8 4. J.

Clubsâ��9.

Spades- King, knave,

The dealeractually won two by cards, scoring

48 points, with all that enormous strength

Heartsâ��Ace. 8, 5.

Diamondsâ��9, 6.

Clubsâ��Queen, knave, 10, 8. 5, 4.

Spadesâ��9, 4.

A opened with the four of hearts. The dealer,

Z, reviewed the situation, and saw that he

would be certain to win the game if he could

bring in his long suit of clubs, but the diffi-

culty was how to do that, as the ace and king

in his partner's hand appeared to effectually

t
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block the suit. To many players it would

have seemed to be quite impossible to bring

them in, as the ace of hearts was the only

possible card of entry, but the dealer, who

was a very fine player, conceived the idea of

discarding dummy's ace and king of clubs on

the second and third round of hearts, and so

leaving his own hand with the command of

the club suit, when he came in with the ace

of hearts on the third round. This was the

first interesting feature in the hand.

Trick i

Tricks : A B, I ; Y Z, o.

Y Z, o.

B's natural method of procedure at trick 3

would have been to go on with the heart suit,

and he was on the point of doing soâ��in fact,

he had the card in his hand ready to playâ��

when the discard of the king of clubs from

dummy's hand pulled him up short. He

stopped at once, and asked himself what

possible object Z could have in discarding a

certain winning card from dummy's hand,

and the position was quite clear to him. Z

was marked with one more heart, which

must be the ace, and he clearly must have

several winning tricks in clubs and no other

card of entryâ��that was the turning point of

the situationâ��no other card of entry. If Z

held any other card of entry, it would not

have been necessary to get rid of the two

winning clubs from Y's hand ; therefore, from

B's point of view, the king of diamonds was

plainly marked in A's hand. That was the

second interesting feature of the hand â�� B

realizing the situation, and recognising the

fact that his partner must hold the king of

diamonds. B then altered his plan of attack

altogether and led a small diamond, instead

of continuing the heart suit.

Trick 3.

x

o

0

B's inference proved quite right, and his

partner had the king of diamonds. The

dealer refused to win the trick with dummy's

ace, as he had no desire to lead away from

dummy's hand, and also, although B had

refused to be tempted, there was just a chance

that, if the lead was left with A, he, who was

not such a strong player as his partner, might

fall into the trap and go on with the heart

suit. That was another interesting feature,

the allowing A, the weaker piayer, to remain

with the lead on the chance of his playing

badly.

I should like to be able to say that A also

recognised the situation, and returned the

diamond suit at once, as he ought to have

done, but the truthfulness of my nature com-

pels me to relate that, as the hand was

actually played, A hesitated for a long time,

and fingered the heart and the diamond

alternately, and then led the heart, on which Z

discarded dummy's ace of clubs and made all

his six clubs, and won three by cards and the

game, and B's good play was all to no

purpose.

For the sake of illustrating the curious

features of the hand, I will continue it as it

ought to have been played, not as it was

played.

Trick 5.

Y

Trick

Tricks â�¢

At Trick 5 B's lead is a very awkward one,

as he is obliged to lead up to one of Y's

tennces ; but, having two certain entry cards

in spades, he is bound to make his long

diamond eventually, and the one thing which

he must studiously avoid is going on with

the heart suit.

Trick 7.

Y

4. 4.

+ .4.

B

A

* â�¦

* *

Tricks : A B, 3 ; Y Z, o.

Z

Tricks : A B, 4 ; Y Z, 2.

â�¦â�¦â�¦1

â�¦ +i

z

Tricks: A B, 4 ; Y Z, 3.
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Tricks : A B, 5 ; Y Z,

Tricks : A B, 5 ; V Z, 4.

B makes the king of spades and the last

diamond, and wins the odd trick and the

game. It was one of the most interesting

bridge hands which I ever came across ; or,

rather, it would have been if A had played

with any ordinary intelligence at Trick 4.

Z and B both played the hand exceptionally

well, and it was a case of " when Greek

meets Greek " as far as they were concerned,

but, unfortunately for B, his partner was

not a true-bred Greek, and he failed to

appreciate the situation.

A friend of mine, of great bridge experience,

has kindly sent me the particulars of a hand

which occurred in a rubber in which he was

taking part on board ship, in which the

placing of the cards led to very curious

results.

The four hands were :â��

Heartsâ��Queen, knave.

Diamond;.â�� King, queen, knave, 10, 8.

Clubsâ��Knave, 7, 5, \

Spadesâ��Queen knave.

Heartsâ��8, 6, 5, 2.

Diamondsâ��6, 2.

Clubsâ��10.

Spadesâ��King, 10, 9, 6,

4. 3-

Y

(dummy)

A B

(dealer)

z

i Heartsâ��Ace, king, 1

9. 7, 4.

Diamondsâ��9, 4, 3.

Clubsâ��None.

Spadesâ��Ace, 7, 5, 2.

Heartsâ��3.

Diamondsâ��Ace, 7. 5.

Clubsâ��Ace. king, queen, 9, 8, 6, 4, 2.

Spadesâ��a.

Z dealt and declared No Trumps on eight

winning clubs and the ace of diamonds. A

said, " Shall I play ?" and B, who was a

short suit conventionist, hesitated for a

moment, and then said, " Yes, please." A

led the fourth best of his long suit, the six of

spades, and A B made six tricks in spades

and six in hearts and won the small slam.

My correspondent, who was the dealer, says

that his partner, V, was very much disgusted

at losing a slam on such a hand as he put

down, and well he might be. If ever there

was a hand which looked like rendering

useful assistance to a No Trump call, it was

surely Y's hand, and well might the holder of

it be annoyed at losing six by cards on it,

and yet the original declaration was finite

a sound one. A "one suit" No Trump

declaration must always In* attended by a

certain amount of danger, but this was rather

an exceptionally strong one suit call, us the

dealer had nine practically certain tricks in

his own hand directly he could get in.

The hand was a curious one in several

ways. B very nearly doubled, and there are

many players who would always double on

B's hand. If he had done so, under the

short suit convention, the dealer would at

once have laid down a grand slam, good

against the cards, whichever A had elected

to open of his two short suits. Hy refraining

from a rather tempting double 1! won the

small slam, instead of losing the grand slain.

If the heart convention had been in force

B would certainly have doubled, and again

he and his partner would have won the small

slam, but a double under the short suit eon

vention must have resulted in the doubler

losing the grand slam. Slams seem to have

been the fashion on board that sitip.

The above hand would seem to afford a

strong argument for the heart convention as

against the short suit convention, but one

hand proves nothing, and it would be quite

easy to quote many other hands on which a

double under the heart convention proved

equally disastrous. I have a lively recollection

of one such hand which occurred to me per-

sonally. My partner declared No Trumps,

the third player doubled under the heart

convention, my partner redoubled, and we

won the grand slam and 100 for aces. The

four hands in this case were :â��

Hearts- 7,4,5

Diamonds- King, queen, 6, 5, 4, a.

(.'lulisâ�� 9, A, i.

Spades- Queen,

Heartsâ��5.

Diamondsâ��Knave, to,

9-

Clulm -I.), 7, 1.

Spades - Knave, to. 9,

6, 1, 2.

Y

(dummy)

A I!

frlealeil

/,

Hearts

'ft

rjueen,

Diamnmlv

Clubs King, ft, V

Spades King, B, },

Heartsâ��Are, knave, 2,

Diamondsâ��Ate, 7, t.

('lulis Ai e queen, knave, 4

Spades At e, 7, s,

A heart was led according to convention

and my partner won the first trick with the

ace. He then put my band in with a dia-

mond, took the finesse in clubs, and the rest

was easy. My diamonds were all good, and

my partner discarded his two losing spades

and the knave of hearts, and then made his

three remaining clubs, ti was obliged, at

the finish, to either unguard hit king of

spades or throw his last heart. He elected

to do the latter, and my jmrtner made the

two of hearts and won the grand slam

This double would never have been made
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under the short suit convention, but it

appeared to be so important to have the

heart suit opened at once that the double was

quite a sound one under the heart convention,

although the result of it was very dire.

It sometimes happens that a very bad

hand which appears to be quite hopeless

will succeed in winning unexpected tricks,

and will produce most unlooked-for results.

I once held such a hand myselfâ��a hand

which I should imagine to be unequalled in

the annals of the game of bridge. Not un-

equalled in its badnessâ��although I sincerely

hope that I may never hold a worse handâ��

but unequalled in the extraordinary number

of tricks which it won. We were 18 up, and

our opponents nothing. The player on my

right dealt and left it to his partner, who

declared No Tiumps. My hand was :â��

Heartsâ��9, 7, 5, 4, 3.

Diamondsâ��10, 9, 8, 2.

Clubsâ��3, 2.

Spadesâ��Knave, 2.

This was an appallingly bad hand, and I

could see no likelihood of winning a single

trick on it, with every probability of losing

the game, and yet, incredible as it may

appear, this hand actually won five tricks

against a No Trump declaration, and against

a very strong No Trump declaration with 100

aces. I can take no credit to myself for this

extraordinary result. It was not brought

about by any cleverness on my part, but

simply by the placing of the other cards and

by the way in which the dealer elected to

play the hand. He cannot even be said to

have played it badly, or to have made any

great blunder. He only played it unfor-

tunately, and took a perfectly legitimate

finesse when he would have done better not

to have taken it.

My hand was so hopelessly bad that it did

not seem to matter what I led, but I like to

abide by rule, so I opened my numerically

strongest suit, leading the four of hearts. The

dummy hand was put down, and any glimmer

of hope of saving the game that I may have

entertained vanished at once into thin air.

Just look at the two hands side by side :â��

Y's Hand (Dummy).

Heartsâ��Ace, queen.

Diamondsâ��Ace, king, queen, 5-

Clubsâ��Ace, 10, 8, 5.

Spadesâ��Ace, 7, 4.

A's Hand (Mink).

Heartsâ��9, 7, 5, 4, 3.

Diamonds â��10, 9, 8, 2.

Clubsâ��3, 2.

Spadesâ��Knave, 2.

Dummy's hand contained six absolutely

certain tricks, with potentialities of several

more, while my hand could hardly be said to

contain one possible trick, certainly not a

probable one, and yet my miserable hand

won five tricks, while dummy's magnificent

hand only won six. It would be quite an

interesting study for problem - solvers to try

to place the remaining cards so that it would

be possible to win five tricks with A's hand,

and I fancy that they would find it very

difficult to do, but it actually occurred, and

there was no phenomenal placing of the

cards to assist the process. The cards were

fairly evenly divided, and the dealer's hand,

although not a good one, was an infinitely

better one than mine.

The other two hands were :â��

Z's Hand (Dealer).

Heartsâ��Knave, 8.

Diamondsâ��6, 4, 3.

Clubsâ��Queen, 9, 6.

Spadesâ��Queen, ic, 8, 6, 3.

I>'s Hand.

Heartsâ��King, 10, 6, 2.

Diamondsâ��Knave, 7.

Clubsâ��King, knave, 7> 4-

Spadesâ��King, 9, 5.

Tricks

; V Z, o.

Z, r.

The outlook then was not quite so hopeless.

It was clear that we had three winning tricks

in hearts if we could ever get in again, and it

was possible that the game might be saved if

my partner had both the other kings, but he

had to have them both in order to save it.

Trick 3.

o 0

o 0

o

0

o_

Z~J

Tricks : A Ii, 1 ; Y Z, 2. I Tricks : A B, I ; Y Z, 3.

At Trick 4 I played a false card in

diamonds. There was not much point in it,

but it could do no harm, and it was just pos-

sible that it might confuse the dealer, and so it

did. He spread the trick out in front of him

and studied it carefully before turning it, and

then said: " Somebody must be playing a
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false card." This was obvious to the meanest

capacity, but a good deal depended upon

which of us had done so, and, luckily for us,

he took a wrong view of the situation and

placed my partner with the eight, and me with

the ten, and he led the queen of diamonds

thinking that the other two would both fall.

Trick 5. Trick 6.

Y V

-1 I 1 1

Tricks : A B, I; Y Z, 5.

I had now won one

trick, and was left

with four winning

cards in my hand,

three winning hearts

and the best dia-

mond, which gave

me my five tricks on

that apparently im-

possible hand. More-

Tricks : A B, 2 ; Y Z, 5. over, I could now see

that the game was not only safe, but that it

could actually be won, if my partner held

the king of clubs, which looked probable.

I played out my winning cards, and my

partner's discards were easy, as the dummy

had to discard before he did, and we suc-

ceeded in winning the game against dummy's

cast-iron No Trump hand.

Trick 8. 1 Trick 9.

A A

A

A A

Tticks: A 13, 3 ; Y Z, 5.

Trick 10.

Y

2 <?

0

0 o

***

* +

A +

z

Tricks: A B, 5 ; Y Z, 5. I Tricks : A B, 6 ; Y Z, 5.

Trick 12.

Y

A A

***

I***

A

lj.it-.; 'T-.'.

ft 1 t "rN

*

* *

JL JL

"f* Â« Â«

+**

* *

Tricks

Z

A B, 7 ;

Y Z, 5.

At Trick 7, when

his spade finesse went

wrong, the dealers

prospects tumbled all

of a sudden from a

fine chance of win-

ning the game to a

struggle to save it,

and he took the only

chance of doing so

at Trick n by

speculating on my last two cards being king

and another club, but the cards lay very

badly for him. Even at double dummy he

could never have won the game, as the cards

happened to lie, as we were bound to make

four hearts and one of the other kings, but

he might have won two by cards, although

it would require a very good double dummy

player to do even that, but it could be done

against any possible defence. Do you see

how? It does not amount to a problem,

but it would be quite an interesting double

dummy hand, and there are not many players

who would win two by cards on it.

The above was a wonderful instance of an

unexpectedly good result on a bad hand.

I will now show the reverse side of the

medal by quoting a hand which I did not

see myself, but which I can vouch for having

occurred, in which a still more unexpectedly

bad result was brought about on a good hand.

The dealer passed the declaration, and his

partner declared No Trumps, holding :â��

Heartsâ��Ace, 7.

Diamondsâ��Ace, knave, 5.

Clubsâ��King, queen, knave, 9, 4.

Spadesâ��Queen, 10, 6.

This was quite a good hand, and the holder,

when he put it down, probably entertained

strong hopes of winning the game, but his

hopes were doomed to bitter disappointment.

The leader doubled, holding seven hearts,

headed by king, queen, knave, and the two

black aces. The result of the hand was that

the dealer lost the small slam, but that was

by no means the worst of the trouble. Not

only did he " go to bed " with the ace of

diamonds, but the two of hearts was lurking

among the diamonds in his own hand, and

he revoked five times in No Trumps doubled,

thereby losing the enormous amount of 524

points on that one handâ��360 points for the

five revokes, T44 points for six by cards, and

20 for the small slam, amounting to 524

points altogether. This actually occurred,

and if anyone has ever seen a worse mess

made of a hand I should be glad to hear the

particulars of it.

t



By C. C. ANDREWS,

Author of " A Wedding Journey," etc., etc.

]ETWEEN the birth of Felicity

Frankland and the death of

the Countess of Glenvalloch

and Mull there was this in

common â��that they took place

at practically the same moment.

Otherwise, the two events differed widely, for

whereas only two persons were aware of the

birth of Felicity, many noble and titled

families throughout the United Kingdom

were declared to be plunged into poignant

grief by the death of the Countess. ( The

drowning of big Dugald was a detail that

affected nobody, unless his sweetheart out

in the States, who certainly displayed small

concern at the loss of himâ��indeed, she was

understood to have married shortly after-

wards, very callously.) The remarkable and

romantic circumstances added to the sensa-

tion of the tragedy. It occuned at the dead

end of an abnormally dull season, and the

newspapers were prodigal of headlines, and

very grateful.

Tradition had it that when the church was

built (the date of 1328 was still legible on

the cracked stone tablet above the porch) the

islet was not only joined to the mainland, but

was, moreover, very much larger. Now it was

so very tiny that, seen from the shore, it

appeared to consist of nothing but the church

and the churchyard. Indeed, the outskirting

margin beyond the latter was so narrow that

at high tide the waves lapped against the

rugged wall, and left great tangles of seaweed

to dry upon its green stained granite, while

in anything like stormy weather the painted

windows in memory of dead - and - gone

Kirkmichaels would be washed by showers

of spray. At such wild times the dark little

church would have but a dozen or so of sea-

bitten, sun-tanned worshippers dotted about

in its ancient oaken pews, with perhaps a

discontented servant or two from great

Glenvalloch, towering upon the low cliff

opposite, grim and frowning and grey.

Mrs. Kirkmichael was a woman large,

rustling, aggressive, and masterful, with a

good solid foot that tramped with square-

toed resolution over most things that came

in her way, an ear as keen as her sense

of duty, and an eye that was apt to make

the timid or sensitive quail. "Your eyes

is like a goat's, Auntie Rhoda â�� why is

they like a goat's?" the little Countess, at

the age of three or thereabouts, had once

demanded, wonderingly, and perhaps Mrs.

Kirkmichael had never forgiven the question

â��certainly she had pushed away with some

violence the small, investigating finger that

strove to probe the "goat's " eye.

Sometimes the great pew of "the great

house " would be brightened by the presence

of Ronald Kirkmichael, her son and heir,

handsome, well-groomed and smiling, but

with something of the heavy jaw and hard

mouth that his mother had brought into the

family along with a fortune running almost

into seven figures when she had married the

impecunious brother of the Earl of Glen-

valloch and Mull. But not often, since he

preferred his clubs and Piccadilly flat, only

finding Scotland endurable for a week or two

of shooting in the autumn. So it mostly

happened that the Countess would go alone

to church, with only Dugald Rossie, her

foster-brotherâ��big Dugald, her most devoted

slave and henchman since he had first carried

her in his arms, a babyâ��to row her.

The church was not dark to-day ; it wore

an aspect of alien gaiety and brightnessâ��

crimson carpets had replaced the worn

matting in the aisles ; flags and banners were

draped between the painted windows ; the

altar and chancel were embowered in white

blossoms and greenery. In the doorway

Mrs. Kirkmichael, her son beside her, stood

and surveyed itâ��not too graciously. " I

suppose it will do," she said.

" Don't see why not. Looks rather well,

I think."
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" It looks as well as it can be made to

look. But such a stuffy little hovel of a

place ! If it were not for that absurd family

custom But I suppose it would never

have done to break through it"

"Suppose not," Ronald Kirkmichael

agreed.

He yawned, turning into the porch, and

Mrs. Kirkmichael followed. At the gate of

the churchyard stood her companion and

factotum, Rosamund Chester, tall, dashing,

her eyes and looking towards the island. It

lay almost a mile away, and farther out to sea,

though not muchâ��quite a big island, com-

pared with the islet. The day had been

intensely hot, cloudy and overcast, and very

still. But in a moment, as a languid puff of

wind stirred, she saw something â�� a vivid

flutter of scarletâ��a flag was flying. Then she

dropped her hand. It was as she did so

that her cousin's eyes strayed that way. He

yawned again.

IN A MOMENT, AS A LANGUID PUFF OP WIND STIRRED, SHE SAW SOMETHINGâ��A VIVID FLUTTER OF SCARLET."

blonde, and handsome, and beyond it, at the

top of the worn, seaweedy flight of steps

leading down to the water, big Dugald, with

a great freckled disc of face under a cropped

thatch of orange hair, stolidly waited until

his mistress should want him. The little

Countess herself, outside the porch, childishly

slight and small in her muslin frock, her

pretty, demure, dark head bare, stood shading

Vol. xxxvi. -83.

" What a little chit of a schoolgirl it is ! " he

said, lazily.

" Schoolgirl ?" Mrs. Kirkmichael, too,

looked towards her niece ; the glance was

hostile ; perhaps she hardly knew how clearly

it betrayed that the very existence of the

gentle little figure was an offence to her.

" Worse ! There is not one in a thousand so

inanely flat and insignificant and dull !" She
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beat her foot with sudden sharp impatience.

" Why in the name of misfortune was she

ever born?" she said, bitterly.

" Oh, come ! " He shrugged. " I thought

we decided, while she was still in short

frocks, upon the philosophy of making the

best of things."

" I know. Short frocks ? She might be

in them still- she looks far more like sixteen

than over twenty. Perhaps it has been a

mistake to keep her shut up here at Glen-

valloch all her life, but one never knows

what a girlâ��even such a babyâ��may do if

she is once given her head. I did not

choose to risk it." She advanced, smoothing

her voice to a tart suavity. " Are you ready,

my dear ? "

" I hope you mean to let me row you back

again ? " added her son.

"Oh, no, thank you, Ronald." The little

Countess, turning, looked up at the two,

certainly like a schoolgirl, and, moreover, a

very timid one. " I thought -there isn't

anything for me to doâ��that I would stay

and practise a little, Aunt Rhoda."

" Oh, just as you like," said Mrs. Kirk-

michael.

She went creaking down the steep path

between the gravestones, with her son beside

her; Miss Chester followed. In a moment

the splash of oars announced that they were

being rowed back to the shore. The

Countess gave a cry when presently Dugald

stood before her, for, though his step was

heavy, she had not heard it come.

" I'm rowing ye the morn, my leddy," he

said, quietly.

"In the morning ?" the Countess faltered.

" Iâ��I don't know, Dugald. Iâ��I think

Mr. Kirkmichael "

"I'm rowing ye!" Uugald repeated stolidly.

" It's no' anyone but me that'll row ye, my

leddyâ��me, that's tended ye sin' ye were a

wee bit bairn. And I ken weel enough that

it's like to be a lang time before "

" A long time ? No, no ! " For a moment

she caught her servitor's huge hand and

clung to it " Whatâ��what nonsense, Dugald1

I am going away for a little whileâ��I mustâ��

but I am coming back. Things will be just

the same as everâ��almost the same. No, no,

they never will! Never any more."

Her eyes brimmed ; she covered them,

sobbing, a little childish, forlorn figure. Big

Dugald stood helplessly looking at her, an

immense distress, terror, tenderness in the

broad, florid face that had grown as white as

it could grow. In a moment she looked up,

composed again.

" I'm silly, Dugald," she said, quietly.

" You must not tell anyone that I was silly.

And you shall row me in the morningâ��I

promise you I won't come with anybody else.

You may tell Mrs. Kirkmichael so."

" It's no' anyone but me that'll row ye, my

leddy," the big fellow repeated sturdily, and

turned away. " Ye'll be coming now, my

leddy ? "

" No; I will stay for a little while. But

you must go, Dugald, you may be wanted,

and there is a boat. I'll row myself back

when I am ready."

Dugald went. The Countess stood looking

towards the island very steadily and very pale.

Presently another faint puff of wind blew out

the red flag, and she gave a cry and kissed

both her hands to it, and her whole little face

was flooded with scarlet from brow to chin.

Then she went into the church, her feet

dragging heavily over the gay carpet, and sat

down before the organ. But the old fugues

and chants she loved came in stumbling

discord ; her hands ceased to move, and she

was motionless, looking at the altar as though

she saw it in a dream. All kinds of fantastic

forms, steel-clad, warlike figures and fair

shapes of dead beauty, thronged before it in

her eyes. For they had all been married

there, all the Kirkmichaels of Glenvalloch

since 1328â��it was a tradition that never

once had the family custom been broken.

The last pair had been her own parentsâ��

the girl mother who had died at her birth

a twelvemonth later; the father who had

lingered a heartbroken year or two and fol-

lowed herâ��so it was that she had become

the Countess of Glenvalloch and Mull. The

next pair to stand there. . . . She looked

away from the altar in its jungle of white and

green, and shivered and shut her eyes, for

the church seemed suddenly very cold. And

her face dropped down and was hidden in

her hands upon the keys.

When she lifted it the church was not only

cold but dark, and her limbs were cramped

and stiffâ��she had slept, and for a long time,

she thought, confusedly. She ran to the door.

" Oh ! " she cried, dismayed.

It was quite darkâ��very dark ; the sky was

black and lowering. But for the line of

white foam she would not have known where

shore and sea met, and the island was a

great, shapeless blot of shadow on the water.

There was a storm coming ; looking, she felt

her heart throb faster. Would she be able

to row herself in the darkness ? If the storm

burst, as at any minute it might do, with

horrible jagged flashes and awful crashings
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and mutteringsâ��a storm always reduced her

to piteous, abject terrorâ��would she dare to

try? Could she venture to stay in the

solitary church while the storm raved and

tore and flashed â�� the church where the

red carpets were spread and the flowers

were clustered, ghost-white, about the altar?

Better the brooding silence of the dark sea

than that; the mere thought sent her flying

blindly down the steep path and out upon

the steps. They were all wet with slippery

green slime, for the tide was ebbing, but,

clinging to the hand-rail, she got down them

safely, stepped into the boat, and cast it off,

hardly waiting, in her scared haste, to grope

for and drag round her the thick cloak that

lay in the bows.

She took the oars, rowing frantically,

wildly, for even as she pushed off a blue

flicker of lightning shot through the darkness

like a flying torch, and a rumble of thunder

followed. It came again, broader, brighter,

nearer ; for a moment she saw sky and sea

all quivering in the flame, the deafening

crack of the thunder seemed to split the air

above her head, and as though it were a

signal the storm broke with a roar, the rain

rushed down like a shower of bullets. She

screamed, forgetful of all but her desperate

terror, and flung her hands over her eyes,

crouching, shuddering. The peal died away

in hoarse mutterings ; she looked up, feeling

for the oars, and they were gone.

She struggled up on her knees, and her

terror found voice in a piercing scream. She

shrieked and shrieked again distractedly ; the

thunder burst and drowned the cry. It

rumbled into silence, and in a momentary

slackening of the furious downpour a cry

seemed to come back to her. She shrieked

again, wildly, and now there was no doubtâ��

a voice answered in a cheerful shoutâ��a man's

voice, strong as hers was weak. The boat

sank in a hollow, rose on a crest, and, darker

than the dark water, she saw another being

pulled towards her with vigorous strokes.

The voice came againâ��this time in articulate

words.

"Rightâ��right! Comingâ��coming! What's

the matter ? " it shouted, and she threw all

her strength into her answering call.

" I've lost my oarsâ��I'm drifting ! " she

cried.

Thunder drowned the reply, if one followed.

The boat came closer, closer ; her own jerked

as a boat-hook caught it, and she clutched at

the hand that gripped the gunwale, bringing

the two alongside.

I WAS DRIFTINGâ��1 THOUGHT I IHOU1.D lit URUWNEp!' SHE ill!'.
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"Oh, I've lost my oars! The lightning

frightened me; I let them goâ��they floated

away. I was driftingâ��I thought I should be

drowned ! " she cried.

The lightning flashed again, illuminating

each to the otherâ��she drenched and bare-

headedâ��her hat had been left in the church

in her frightened flightâ��with dark hair beaten

all dank and soaked about her little, pale face

and large, scared eyes, piteous enough ; heâ��

she saw him, and gave a gasp of wordless

wonder. He shifted his hand to grip hers,

raising himself, and clutching her gunwale

with the other.

" You had best come into my boatâ��you'll

feel safer. You know how to stepâ��lift your-

selfâ��be readyâ��now!"

The. Countess stepped â��â�¢ even in her

trembling panic the practice of years stood

her in good steadâ��her foot was true, the

quick, lithe balance of her body steady and

sure ; with the aid of the hand holding hers

the transit was quite easyâ��in a moment she

was in the seat to which it guided her, and

he was securing her deserted boat to his.

Then his long, powerful strokes were taking

them through the water. Either the storm

was passing or there was a lull in it; there

was a cessation in the thunder and lightning ;

the furious violence of the rain was abating.

His voice came quite clearly to her ears,

brisk and cheerful.

" You're all right nowâ��we'll be ashore

before longâ��you hadn't drifted far. Lucky

1 was pretty close by ; I hadn't reckoned on

the storm bursting so soon, though I saw it

coming, or I shouldn't have been out with

the boat. I almost thought it was my fancy,

or a sea-bird, when you screamed the first

time. Pretty badly scared, weren't you?

Poor little girl, no wonder ! . . . . Ah,

keep coolâ��sit down ! " he cried.

The words were shouted, for more than

her shrill cry drowned them. With frightful

suddenness the sinister lull in the storm was

broken; the thunder burst and rolled over

their heads like a roar of cannon ; flash upon

flash of lightning, blinding and incessant,

turned sea and sky to fire ; the rain fell in a

hissing torrent, the wind rose, shrieking, and,

beside herself with terror, she half rose from

her seat.

" Good heavensâ��you'll be over ! You'll

swamp us ! Sit down ! " he shouted once

more; but, little less than mad in her frenzy

of fear, she screamed again and was upon

her feet. The boat heeled violently ; only

just in time he gripped at and dragged her

down.

But it seemed that with the furious squall

the main force of the storm had spent itself

â��the thunder rolled farther and farther away,

the lightning flashes were fainter, the rain

grew less and less. The Countess presently

raised her head ; it was only then she realized

that her companion's arm was still about her

as they half-crouched, half-knelt in the bottom

of the boat.

" Is it over ? " she asked, faintly. " Is it

over now ? "

" Yes, I think it's over now," he answered.

" I thought it would kill meâ��kill me !"

She pushed herself a little from him, looking

round confusedly ; her wits were still astray.

Then, suddenly, " Ah ! we're drifting ! " she

cried.

" Yes, we're drifting." His voice was very

quiet.

" But whyâ��why ? Why are we drifting ? "

She stared bewildered up at the face that was

only a featureless blot in the darkness. " We

shall be carried out farther and farther ! We

shall never get ashore at all unless you row !

Why don't you row ? "

Her tone was shrill, a nameless panic

sharpened it. He laughed, not very steadily,

and his clasp tightened round her.

" I'm afraid I can't, dear. You seeâ��you

mustn't be frightenedâ��you see, the oars are

gone."

" The oars are gone ! " Why, this was a

joke, she thought, vaguely ; of course it was

a joke ! It had been true beforeâ��horribly

trueâ��when she was alone, but, of course, it

was a joke now. Then understanding rushed

upon herâ��she clutched him. "Ah," she

cried, " it was when "l stood up ? You let

them go then ? "

"There wasn't time to save bothâ��it was

a close call as it was."

" The oars are gone ! And we must just

drift ! We can do nothing ! " she gasped.

" Yesâ��we must drift â��till the tide turns."

" And then "

" Why, then we shall be carried ashore."

"We may notâ��we may drift right out to

sea! And if the wind rises " Her

voice rose in a wail. " If we are drowned â��

if we dieâ��I shall have killed youâ��killed

you !"

" We're not going to die, dear !" His tone

was full, confident; there was even a sug-

gestion of laughter in it, perhaps because he

knew how near death might be lurking : his

arm drew the slender, trembling figure closer,

and to the little Countess it seemed that all

her terror died. "You know me, little girl,

don't you?" he whispered.
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" Yes," she whispered back.

" Who am I ? "

" You are the American."

"That's sort of vagueâ��there's a consider-

able crowd of us. What American ? "

" The fisherman from the island. You

brought back my hat that day it blew away

when I was rowing to the islet."

" You knew I hadn't gone away ?"

" Yes. I've seen your flag. And "

" And "

" Sometimes I've seen you."

"When have you seen me?"

" I thinkâ��sometimesâ��you have listened

while I practised in the church."

"Sometimes! I guess it's been nearly

always ! And you knew me, to night, directly

I came ? "

" Yes," the little Countess whispered, as

before.

He said nothing to that, but laughed again

softly, and with great gentleness and caution

raised her so as to place her on a seat,

presently contriving 10 free her from her

sodden cloak and replace it with his own oil-

skin coat, so that she was almost warm and

dry. Then, side by side, silently, with the

comfort and support of his arm about her,

they drifted, waiting for the turning of the tide.

Exhausted by her terror, lulled by the

gentle motion of the boat, the girl's head

drooped little by little against her con -

panion's shoulder and she slept soundlyâ��so

the hours went by. She was sleeping still,

when, at a cessation of the motion and a

grinding sound, her eyes flashed open and

she saw him on his feet.

" We are ashore!" she cried, but half

awake.

" Yes â�� we're ashore ! " He restrained

her when she would have started up, peering

through the pale gloom, for now the stars

were fading and the moon was gone; it was

the colourless cold hour before the dawn.

"Waitâ��waitâ��I thinkâ��good heavens, yes!

It's not the shore. It is the island!"

"The island?" She was still dazed. "You

â� â��you mean "

"The islandâ��my islandâ��yes. We're on

the farther seaward side. Oh, it's great luck

â��we're close to the coveâ��close to my tentâ��â� 

close to the yachtâ��everything ! Waitâ��it's

deep water*; I must carry you up the beach."

He was over the gunwale with the words

and in water to the knees; in a moment he

had lifted her out of the boat and was carry-

ing her up a steep pebbly slope that slipped

and twisted under his fett. Riding at anchor

in a tiny, sheltered cove, the shape of a little

yacht was dimly visible ; across the stretch of

rough grass at the head of the slope, backed

by a great protecting wall of rock, was a large,

gaily-striped tent, the scarlet flag above it

fluttering out like a flameâ��it seemed that

the Fates had drifted their boat very kindly.

Set upon her feet before the tent, the little

Countess looked up into the eyes that she

knew were so blue in the American's tanned,

boyish face ; it was not light enough for her

to see more than the outline of his cropped,

fair head.

" I didn't know you had a yacht."

" Didn't you ? She's a motor, and a daisy

â��only wants two to manage her. My man's

away now, though ; I didn't have any use for

him while I stayed here." He turned to the

tent door. " I'll row you ashore as soon as the

tide servesâ��about two hours. I'll light a fire

and get you warm and dry. You're shivering

your poor little self almost to pieces now."

It was true enough ; even when she was in

the tent, sitting wrapped in the rug with

which he quickly replaced the oilskin, she

could not at first keep her teeth from chatter-

ing or control the trembling of her limbs.

But she drank the brandy that, after lighting

a lamp, he hurried to bring her, and presently

was quite glowing and rosy in the great soft

wrap, watching while he deftly kindled a fire

in the convenient American stove whose

smoke escaped through a pipe and a hole in

the canvas, put on a kettle filled from a

shining tank in the corner, and, spreading a

cloth on the camp table, produced all sorts

of things to eat from all sorts of placesâ��it

seemed a marvellously well equipped tent.

And all the while he talked gaily, telling of a

score of queer shifts and incidents of his

prolonged picnic upon the island. Did she

know he had been there five weeks ? Yes,

she knewâ��and she, listening, laughed and

questioned and commented, a metamorphosed

Lady Glenvalloch whom Mrs. Kirkmichael

would hardly have known. In the future,

afterwards, in a time she would not look at,

secretly, alone, behind locked doors, with

everyone shut away, she would live every

minute of this over and over again. But

that would be wicked! Wicked, because

The thought was like the unexpected

clutch of a cold hand â�� she shuddered

violently, and he looked round, all eager

concern.

" You're cold still â�� I hoped you were

warm. Perhaps it's your hairâ��it must be

drippingâ��1 didn't think of that. Take it

down and let it dry, won't you ? There's a

lot of heat now from the stove."
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Yes, but she was not cold, she said, faintly,

and pulled down the dark hair that was so

long and thick and heavy she was always at

some trouble to dispose of it all, shaking it

out over her shoulders and her crushed,

tumbled muslin frock. It began to dry and

curl and shine in the warmth of the

stove presently, while she drank the

hot coffee he brought her and ate the

nondescript viands with

which he piled her plate.

But she did not laugh again,

although she listened

eagerly to his talk, especi-

ally to his description of

his home on the shores

of Lake Erieâ��as new

and sunny and com-

fortable, it seemed, as

Glenvalloch was old

and grim and grey.

The two hours

had dwindled

to their last

minutes, and the

light of the new

morning was al-

most bright out-

side the tent

door when she

glanced that

way.

" I think you

could row me

now," she said;

and he rose re-

luctantly.

" Yes, I guess

so. Are your

shoes quite dry?

May I put them

on for you ? "

The shoes had

been placed by

the stove to dry;

he brought

them, and put

them on and

tied them. And

then, kneeling

at her side, sud-

denly, passion-

ately, before she

knew, he had

caught up a

handful of her streaming hair and

kissed it. He was on his feet the

next moment, flushed and a little

shamefaced, and she was staring

up at him, white, and shrinking back in

her chair.

" Don't be angry," he said, very eagerly

and humbly. " I wouldn't make you angry

for the world, you know I wouldn't. And

don't be frightenedâ��I won't say a word you

SUDDENLY, I'ASSIONATEI.Y, BEFORE SHE KNEW, HE HAD CAUGHT Ur A

HANDKUI. OE HER STREAMING HAIK AND KISSED IT."
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don't want me toâ��now. But you don't

mind my saying, do you, how tremendously

I've wanted to speak to you again, ever since

that first time ? I should have done long

ago, only I was so desperately afraid of vex-

ing you, or scaring you, perhapsâ��youâ��

you're such a shy little girl ! I've only stayed

here, on the island, because of you. And

I've waited because I thought that I'd maybe

have a better chance afterwards. I knew you

knew I was around ; I guess the grass outside

that church window you can see the organ

from is trampled pretty well ! I wouldn't go

near Glenvalloch ; I thought Mrs. Kirk-

michael looked the sort to give you a scold-

ing if she saw me."

" Afterwards ?" the Countess repeated,

helplesslyâ��she hardly heard the rest. She

was trembling because, although he stood

away from her, every word seemed to touch

her like a caress, and that was terrible. It

had not been terrible in the boat, for in the

boat she had not rememberedâ��no, not once.

But it was terrible now. He laughed.

" Why, yes. I know that when my sister

was getting married everything else had to

take a back seat!" He paused. " I won't

ask you a thing, dearâ��I won't say another

wordâ��I'll row you ashore right away. But

first you might just give me a name to think

of you by."

" A name ? Iâ��I have a string of names,"

she faltered.

" Have you ? What a little girl for a string

of names!" He laughed again, and she

trembled more. " Tell me the one they

call you by mostly. Won't you ? Do !"

" Felicity," she said, faintly.

" Felicity ? I've thought that it might be

a dozen things, but I've never thought of

that. So you're Felicity Chester?"

" Chester ? " She sprang up with a look

of terrified dismay. " Oh, you don't know !"

she cried, piteously; "I felt you didn't know!

It'sâ��it's a mistake. Miss Chester is Mrs.

Kirkmichael's companion. I â�� I'm Lady

Glenvalloch."

"lady Glenvalloch? The Countess?

You ? " She nodded and put out her hands

towards him with a little sharp cry because

she saw his face go strained and white.

" You ? It's you who are going to be

married to-morrow ? "

" Yes," she said, breathlessly.

She stood and watched him helplessly as

he turned away and went to the tent door.

In a minute he turned back again.

"Yes, it's a mistake," he said, slowly. "My

fault, of course. Iâ��don't know how I came

to be such a fool." He stopped. " You see,

after that first day I waited about trying to

see you again, and when you came out with

Miss Chester, and I asked who you were,

and they told me the Countess and Mrs.

Kirkmichael's companion, I never had any

doubt as to which must be you. Youâ��

you're such a little girl! ... So it's gone

on. . . And you're going to marry your

cousin to-morrow? . . . Noâ��it's to-day!"

"Yesâ��I must." She began to speak with

a feverish rapidity. " I must. I promised I

would, long ago, when I was old enoughâ��

I oughtâ��it's the only thing I can do. You

see, when Aunt Rhoda married n.y uncle

she thought she might be lady Glenvalloch

before long; perhaps she would not have

married him but for thinking so. And when

it didn't happen she was quite sure that any-

how Ronald would be the' earl. Nobody

expected that my father would marry; he

was almost getting old ! I think she was

very angry when he did, and more so still

when I was born. They care a great deal

about the title â�� that and Glenvalloch â��

perhaps because they are the only things

they can't buy. I would give them both if

I could, instead of marrying him ; they are

what they wantâ��not me. There's nothing

else, because I am so poor."

"Poor? You?"

"Very poor â�� quite poor. My father

speculated ; I have hardly anything ! Glen-

valloch would have to be shut up if it were

not for Aunt Rhodaâ��she is very, very rich,

you know." She shivered. " I think some-

times, when people are so very rich, it makes

them cruel .... I promised to marry

Ronald when I was sixteen."

"Sixteen?" He groaned. "You were a

childâ��good heavens, you're nothing but a

child now ! How dared he ask you ?"

"Ronald? He didn't." There was faint

surprise in her face. " He has hardly ever

spoken to me about itâ��of course, it isn't as if

he really wanted to marry me. It was Aunt

Rhodaâ��she said in my position I owed it to

them, and that it was the best thing for me.

So I promised. You Understand, don't

you ? "

" Yes, I understand." Indeed, older than

she and quicker witted, he did understand

entirely â�� Mrs. Kirkmichael secured the

coronet for which she had bargained, if

not for her son, for her son's son. She had

risen and was looking at him ; he moved

nearer to her. " Yes, I understand that

you're to be married to day ! Married to a

man you don't care a cent for. To a mar
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who hasn't even condescended to ask you.

Good heavens, who hasn't asked you !"

Then suddenly his hands were on her

shoulders. " And if you could you'd rather

marry me, dear, wouldn't you ? "

" Theyâ��they would never let me ! " the

little Countess gasped.

" No; they'll never let you ! Have they

ever let you do anything in your poor little

starved slave's life that they haven't chosen

you should do ? But if you weren't tied

hand and foot â��if you weren't the Countess

â��if you were just the little girl I'm holding

â��you would, wouldn't you ? "

" Ah, what's that ? Listen !" she cried.

She had been quicker than he to catch the

sound of voices. She ran to the tent door,

clutching it, swaying, hardly able to keep her

feet, staring at the two approaching figures.

The one in advance gave a cryâ��there was

a strange sound in it. Only Ronald Kirk-

michael himself knew whether it was wholly

with relief that he saw her standing there.

He hurried forward, but it was big Dugald,

with face all haggard and lined from his night

of sleepless searching, who, pushing him

aside with a rough thrust of his great

shoulder, caught her as she fell forward, and

carried her, cold and senseless, down to the

boat.

As the storm had been succeeded by a

placid night of moon and stars, so the bright

morning was followed by gloom and mist â��

mist that, drifting over the water, thickened

and thickened and grew and grew until sky

and sea were hidden.

At Glenvalloch they dressed a bride as

white as the satin and lace in which they

robed her; a bride who stood dumb amidst

her chattering bridesmaids, and whose dark

eyes were wide and dazed beneath her frost-

like veil; a bride at whom the servants about

her stared doubtfully askance, and of whom

more than one of the wedding - guests

whispered that her fright of last night might

have turned the girl's brain. Indeed, one

lady, plump, kindly, excitable, and the

mother of a troop of daughters, burst into

explosive tears as she watched the small

figure descending the great staircase, de-

claring, with hysterical vehemence, that " the

child looked like death."

The fog was very denseâ��so dense that a

portion'of the wedding-guests declined the

risk of the row to the islet; so dense that,

although the church was illuminated, not the

faintest sign of its lights was visible from the

shore ; so dense that the boats that pushed

off from the Glenvalloch landing-stage were

lost at half their own length away. The

bride's was the last. Big Dugald stooped

and drew the heavy brocaded cloak, that

covered her from head to foot, more closely

round her as he placed her in her seat.

" Ye'll no' be minding the bit mist, my

leddy? Ye'll ken it's me that's rowing ye,"

he said.

" Yes," the little Countess answered. She

glanced up from the shrouding hood at the

huge figure standing above her. " I shall

know it's you, Dugald," she said.

" Ye'll ken fine it's me," Dugald repeated,

and turned away to get the oars. In a

minute, as she waited, she heard the wet,

rasping sound of a boat being pushed ofi

from the shingle, and wondered vaguely who

it might beâ��but only vaguely. It seemed

that all her senses were numbed and dull,

and she was shivering pitifully in the great

white cloak. She did not look up when

Dugald stepped into the boat.

How very thick the fog was ! So thick

that it seemed to muffle the very sound of

Dugald's oars. So thick that, although they

must now be drawing near to the islet, there

was still no sign of the lighted church. So

thick that nothing broke its woolly density

but one great yellow blur. But that was still

far away, and was too low down for the

church, though it seemed to be drawing

nearer, nearerâ��Dugald was rowing very fast.

The fog was getting thinnerâ��surely a little

thinner; the yellow blur shot out red darts

like flamesâ��they had lighted a fire in the

churchyard. Dugald ceased rowing; the

boat ran grinding in. It could not be by

the steps ! He sprang out and came round

to her, and she stood up, trying to put back

her hood.

" Where are we?" she said, bewilderedly.

He said nothing, but lifted her out, carried

her a little way, and set her down. And as

he did so she gave a cry, and the cloak

slipped from her hold and fell in a rustling

heap, so that she stood in her white wedding

dress with the fog-wreaths curling about her.

"Ahâ��you are not Dugald ! " she cried.

" No, I am not Dugald." He stood before

her, strong, dear, eager; she could hardly

see him for amazement and the desperate,

wild beating of her heart. " Oh, my little

Felicityâ��my little white girlâ��don't look like

that ! You're not frightened now that you

are here, dear, with me ? You shall never

be frightened again. No, I'm not Dugald,

but he's here waiting for usâ��waiting for you.

Bless the fates that he is irt love, too, with

his sweetheart in the States and he aching to
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see her again, or he might never have helped

me to steal you."

" Steal me ? " the little Countess echoed.

This was not the islet, but the island, and the

fog stood around it like a wall. The church

with the red carpets and the flow-ers, her

bridegroom, Aunt Rhoda, all were shut away.

" Steal me, Dugald ? " she said, dazed.

"Abduct youâ��kidnap you! What does

it matter what we call it so that it's done ? I

followed you on shore this morningâ��did you

think I'd leave you helpless to be tied and

shackled like a little slave ? After last night

â��after what I'd almost made you say ? I

had to let them take you, but .... I made

Dugald speak to meâ��I think I almost went

on my knees to himâ��I dared him, if there

was any girl he cared for, to tell me he be-

lieved you were happy. He broke out then

and swore, and owned how you had cried to

him. Cried to him ! Good heavens ! I would

have gone to the church and dragged you

away from them after that, unless he had

promised to help me. He told me he was

to row you, and that gave me the idea. I

was to bring the yacht round close to the

islet and wait ready to hoist anchor, and he

was to row you out to herâ��I couldn't get

near you; it seemed the only way." He

took her hand and kissed it humbly. " I

believed that if you were once with me, dear,

you would stay, even if they followedâ��even

if they caught me before we could get clear.

But when the fog came it altered things ;

I wouldn't trust anyone but myself to row

you then. I know this bit of water as well as

Dugald does, and I trusted to itâ��the fogâ��

to keep you from seeing who had got you.

So he put you in the boat, and then pushed

off for the island by himselfâ��didn't you hear

him?â��and I took his place. I've promised

him that he shall marry his Maggie as soon

as they can fix it, and that both of them shall

help me to look after you. We'll make for

Liverpool first, and cross in the first liner that

sails. You'll come, dearâ��you'll trust me and

come ? You shall never "

"Ahâ��-what's that? They will comeâ��they

will take me !" the Countess cried.

Since setting her down he had not touched

her save when he kissed her hand, but now

he laughed happily and clasped her close, for

with her cry she clutched him, and in the

little clinging fingers there was an answer to

all questions. Both knew what was the

sound to which they listened, deadened by

the fog though it wasâ��the church bell was

ringing out a jerking, clangorous pealâ��there

were fright and wonder on the islet where

Vol. xxxvi.-

they waited for the bride. But it was only

for a moment that they heeded it, because

they were whispering cheek to cheek ; prob-

ably from him there came nothing but the

asseveration that he loved herâ��loved her ;

perhaps from her there faltered the confession

of how she had yesterday kissed her hands

in farewell to the flutter of his scarlet flag.

Then, wrapped snugly in a great cloak

which she vaguely comprehended that

Dugald must have filched for her, tremu-

lous and trembling, but not afraidâ��never

afraidâ��she was left alone beside the piled

fire of brushwood that had guided them.

What he did she could not see, but there

was a sound of grinding over pebbles, of

tearing, and a crack as of snapping wood.

And all the time the bell from the islet

clanged out its muffled jangle of warning and

alarm. Then he was visible through the

floating mist-wreaths, was at her side again,

and caught the hands she stretched out and

held them.

" I have overturned the boat and sent it

drifting," he told her, " but first I tore your

cloak and fixed it in the thwarts. I have broken

an oar too. You know what that means ? "

" No," she said, perplexed.

" Don't you ? " He laughed, holding her.

"Oh, my little rosy girl, don't you? It

means that the tide will wash them ashore.

It means that they may search and search and

never find Felicity. It means that they will

think she is drowned and her precious little

body carried out to sea. It means that

to-morrow your cousin and his mother will

have all they wantâ��all you are willing to

give themâ��he will be the Earl of Glen-

valloch and Mull, and you will beâ��who?"

" Who ? Oh," she cried, and laughed

softly at the wonder of it. " I don't know

your name ! "

He whispered his name and she whispered

it back to him. "What else?" she asked,

and he told herâ��Frankland. Could my

lady the Countess of Glenvalloch and Mull

be only Felicity Frankland for the rest of her

life and bear it ?â��a question at which she

laughed again in scorn, a most wondrously

transfigured and perfectly named Felicity.

And he, because he was young and a

lover, because he was in a tumult of happi-

ness and delight and triumph, laughed too,

and kissed the little face that glowed like a

rose under the frosty veil. "Oh, but it's great!

What a scoop for the papers !" he cried.

And then, hand in hand, like children

running away, they hurried across the island

towards the cove, and the fog, the kindly, the
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blessed, the protective fog, stood up like a

very rampart and hedged them in. It was

when they presently halted that the little

Countess uttered the only question concern-

ing himself besides the asking for his name

that it occurred to her to put to her lover.

"You are not rich," she said, seeming to

shrink ; " not really rich, like Aunt Rhoda,

are you ? "

" No, dear," he answered, simply.

They had halted because they had come to

the sloping, pebbly beach, and he lifted her as

young face very grave. " We are in Scot-

land ; this must do until we can do more,

Dugald," he said, and kissed the hand and the

gold circle together. " I take you for my

wife, sweetheart, and pledge myself your

husband," he declared, and big Dugald,

listening for his mistress's soft, responding

murmur, looked from her radiant face to his

and back again. " Man, but ye kent fine ! "

he said, solemnly, and with that chuckled and

turned to the engine roomâ��he was a taciturn

person. In a moment the little vessel began

he had done last night and carried her down

to the water's edge, where Dugald, looming

gigantic through the mist, took her from him

and placed her in the waiting dinghy. In a

few minutes they were upon the yacht's deck.

And then the American took the Countess's

cloak away, so that she stood in her white

array, rosy, shy, and smilingâ��a most fair little

bride. He drew a ring from his fingerâ��a ring

absurdly largeâ��and placed it upon hers, his

to move ; the deadened clang of the bell

from the islet was still faintly audible as she

cut her way through the fast-thinning fog-

wreaths into the bright water beyond and

stood out to sea.

So it happened that Felicity Frankland was

born, and that Fleet Street, greatly rejoicing,

flung itself wildly into lurid headlines and

hysterical adjectives concerning the tragical

deathof the Countessof Glenvallochand Mull.
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HEN damp days come and icy-

cold winds commence to blow,

man is so busily occupied at such

times in attending to his own

creature comforts that he

rarely gives a thought to

what is happening to the

Fig. i.â��Large White Bntterfli

These familiar butterflies spend

beneath the coping.stones of walls as chrysa-

See example in corner.

frail life-forms that appear summer after

summer. For instance, there is the familiar

Large White Butterfly (Fig. i), which the

Londoner may sometimes see even in

the busy thoroughfare of the Strand; or,

indeed, in almost every spot in the British

Isles, so abundant is this insect in both

town and country; yet how few of those

who know the insect well could tell how it

spends the winter !

In this article, therefore, I propose to

consider how Christmas will be passed by

some of the more familiar butterflies of

summer-time. I would say, furthermore,

that, with one exception (Fig. 10), each of the

butterflies illustrated here has been photo-

graphed from life, i.e., in its natural pose,

just as my readers might see it in its wild

state. This class of photography is beset

with many difficulties, as those who have

attempted it will know well. It may

interest readers of The Strand Magazine

to learn that, to secure some of the pictures

shown here, the writer had often to spend

four or five hours of careful watching with

camera all in readiness, so rarely could the

insects be caught in a pose that would show

their characteristic features and at the same

time sufficiently at rest for a life-size photo-

graph to be made.

It is not at all surprising that the

non-entomologist should find a difficulty in

stating how the butterflies with which he

is familiar pass the winter season, for even

expert entomologists cannot speak with any

certainty regarding some of the

most common species. The butter-

flies shown in Figs. 2 and 3

present examples of such doubtful

character.

The Red Admiral is one of the

commonest and most striking of

British butterflies ; its velvety,

black forewings, striped boldly

Fig. a.â��The Red Admiral alights and exposes to the sunlight

its handsome and striking colours.
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with scarlet and heavily

spotted with white,

together with its large

size, readily distinguish it

as it feasts amongst the

autumn flowers. Like-

wise, the Clouded Yellow

Butterfly, with its orange-

coloured wings broadly

edged with black (Fig. 3),

is equally striking, and

sometimes even more

abundant, although in

some seasons it is quite

scarce. Now, both these

butterflies may abound

in late autumn, but at

the first signs of frost

they entirely disappear. Late in the following

spring both species are often seen again, but

as isolated individuals or, at all events, in

small numbers. From these facts it was

concluded that the butterflies hibernated for

the winter and that the cold killed off most

of them. There is, however, good reasons

for thinking that the butterflies seen in spring

are not the same as

those that showed in

autumn. The spring

butterflies are, most pro-

bably, immigrants from

the Continent blown

here by suitable winds ;

and it is the offspring of

these immigrant species

that develop into the

larger broods seen at

autumn ; but even some

of these may be new

arrivals. In the same

manner, too, the large

autumn broods, at the

approach of cold, drift

with warm winds to

more congenial climes.

This theory of immi-

gration certainly is more

plausible than that of

hibernation, as it would

account for the fact that

the butterflies are never

found hiding during

winter, and also that

remains of perished in-

dividuals of the large

autumn broods are

never met with. Another

point which lends colour

to the immigration

Fig. 3.â��The Clouded yellow Butterfly, who spends

its Christmas abroad.

Fici. 4. â�� Showing how the Peacock

Butterfly closes its "eyes." This butterfly

may he seen flying in mid-winter and

even when snow is upjli the ground.

theory is that the Painted

Lady Butterfly, which is

a first cousin to the Red

Admiral, has an estab-

lished reputation as a

notorious migrant.

Furthermore, the two

species are often found

associating on the slopes

and summits of hills.

It may be said, then,

of these handsome species

that they do not "spend

the winter " anywhere,

but evade it, or, rather,

they spend their Christ-

mas abroad.

Although only some

sixty-seven or sixty eight butterfly species are

found in the British Isles, yet they have solved

the winter problem in quite a variety of ways.

Though some of our most handsome butter-

flies have to winter abroad, other species,

more hardy in constitution, are able to survive

throughout our months of frost and snow.

That such a frail creature as a butterfly,

whose life activities

are essentially asso-

ciated with warmth

and sunlight, should

be able to endure

several months of

damp and snowy

weather alternating

with periods of freez-

ing temperatures, and

then, at the first

approach of mild

weather, take to its

wings as if it had only

rested in its flight

awhile, seems a re-

markable fact; nevertheless, this is

true of several of the most familiar

British butterflies.

In l1 igs. 4, 5, 6, 7, and 8 some

of these hibernating species are

shown. The familiar Peacock

Butterfly (Fig. 4) is readily distin-

guished by its bold " eyes" (re-

sembling those of the tail feathers

of the peacock) glittering on the

upper surface of its velvety brown

wings as it moves amongst the

thistle-flowers in autumn. There

is always the possibility that this

insect mav be seen flying on any

day in mid winter. Even during a

walk on a snowy Christmas Day
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Fig. 5.â��Small Tortoiseshell Butterfly. This butterfly is the

one most likely to be met with during winter.

that possibility exists, for it has been observed

on more than one occasion flying over snow-

covered pastures.

Likewise the Small Tortoiseshell (Fig. 5),

one of the prettiest and perhaps the most

familiar amongst all our British butterflies

that bear red and orange-coloured wings.

This insect is easily recognised by its orange

and red hues, together with the pale blue

splashes that decorate the edges of its wings.

On any mild day throughout the winter this

butterfly is likely to be tempted from its

hiding-place to stretch its wings in a short

flight in the sunlight. Often that flight

results in disaster in winter's fickle sunshine,

which may disappear as quickly as it came,

and leave the butterfly numbed and cold

before it can find its hiding-place again ;

nevertheless, sunshine is irresistible to this

merry little insect, and of all the butterflies

that hibernate for the winter this is the one

most likely to be observed.

In the spring the tortoiseshell is always

one of the earliest butterflies abroad, and it

is this insect, therefore, that provides the crop

of newspaper paragraphs that invariably turn

up about February or early March, stating

that a butterfly has been seen on the wing,

attesting the "abnormal mildness of the

weather." There is, of course, in this nothing

abnormal; the butterfly might have been

seen in December or January for that matter.

Before one can be justified in describing as

"abnormal" any phenomenon connected

with insects he should first be fully acquainted

with the habits of the insects ; but more 011

this point later.

A somewhat similar insect to the tortoise-

shell is the Comma Butterfly (Fig. 6). This

insect is not nearly so common as the former,

and may be readily distinguished by the

edges of its wings being much more jagged

and by the absence of the blue spots at their

edges. Sometimes on a winter's day this

insect may be seen sailing along lijce a bit of

tattered leaf; its cut wings, however, are

perfectly natural.

Now, in the cases of the peacock, the small

tortoiseshell, and also the comma, while the

upper sides of the wings are brilliantly

coloured, the lower sides are dull and dingy.

The peacock illustrated in Fig. 4 presents a

good example of this. One moment the

insect is a gorgeous display of colour; it

closes its wings, and instantly its colours are

obliterated. The advantages that these

hibernating species derive from this charac-

teristic are obvious.

With wings open the insects are most con-

spicuous, but it would need keen eyes to

distinguish them when, with wings closed,

they rest against the dark roof of a barn or

beneath the ledge in a hollow tree, where

they have retreated for their winter sleep.

The curious wavy and irregular markings of

the lower wings harmonize so perfectly with

the dusty thatching of the roof, or the fallen

and shrivelled leaves that lodge in the

crevices of the tree, that the insects become

completely lost amidst their surroundings.

How efficient this protection is I have

endeavoured to show in Fig. 7. The photo-

graph represents two comma butterflies

resting in their natural attitudes (for the

insects were living when photographed) on a

branch bearing shrivelled leaves. I wonder

how many readers of this magazine would

have observed these butterflies had they seen

the branch amidst ordinary surroundings ?

Even their pale coloured legs and the con-

spicuous white comma-like marking in the

Kit;. 6. â�� The ( nmma Rulterfty resting "ti the hark of a trc<

v. ith wings open.
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Fig. 7.â��Two Comma Butterflies resting with closed wings, and

showing their resemblance to shrivelled leaves.

centre of the lower wings have

their meaning, and, as the photo

graph shows, appear only like

damaged parts and insect-eaten

spots in the tissues of the appa-

rent leaf. Probably, too, the

contrasting whiteness of the legs

and the comma-like marking

serve to momentarily distract the

eye of an approaching enemy,

and divert it from the general

contour of the insect, but they

remain immovable, and the eye

of the foraging

mouse or bird is "~~

soon turned in other

directions. Thus it

would neglect to

give its usual close

scrutiny to that par-

ticular spot. It is

from the comma-

like marking re-

ferred to that the

butterfly derives its

popular name.

Then there is the

Brimstone Butterfly

(Fig. 8), the male of

bright daffodil yellow and the female of prim-

rose hue. This is another insect that may

I

,/Jfl K^v

Fig. 8.â��The Brimstone Butterfly, which may surprise the

country rambler any sunny day in winter.

surprise the country rambler any sunny day

during winter. Its colours are very striking,

and one naturally wonders how with such

colours it can remain unseen during the

period of its hibernation ; however, a little

thought will recall to the mind that this

yellow colour is found amongst many ever-

greens, such as variegated laurels, barberries,

privets, and hollies, and as such bushes

would serve as good shelter, these shrubs

probably offer suitable hiding-places; also

the leaf-like aspect of

the wings tends to sug

gest such a probability.

About a dozen of

British butterfly species

select the chrysalis stage

as a means of solving

the winter problem.

This particularly ap-

plies to the various

species of white or

cabbage butterflies, so

familiar throughout the

summer months. The

Large White (Fig. 1)

may be taken as an

example. That insect

generally spends its

Christmas under the

coping of the garden

wall, or between the

angles of palings and

fences, fixed in a hori-

zontal position as shown

in the corner of Fig. 1 ;

held there by a delicate

silken girdle it awaits

an atmosphere more

congenial for its de-

structive work amongst the cabbages.

In Fig. 9 a female Orange-tip Butterfly is

shown, a familiar insect in May and June,

and easily recognised by the mottled green

and white underwings (shown in photograph),

which are white above, the fore wings being

tipped and spotted with black. In the male

insect the lore wings bear a bright patch of

. 9.â��The Orange-tip Hutterfly of spring is a chrysalU attached

lo a stem throughout autumn and winter. See inset illustration.
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orange colour at their

tips, hence the popular

name "orange-tip." In

July the caterpillar of

this butterfly gives up

feeding and attaches

itself to the stems of

the lady's - smock, on

whose seed - pods it

feeds. Then it moults

its skin, and so changes

into a chrysalis like

that shown below the

butterfly in Fig. 9. The

chrysalis in shape re-

sembles the seed-pods amongst

which it is placed, and possibly

by this means it is protected

from the eyes of its enemies

during this longest period of

its life, for it remains in the

chrysalis stage from the end

of July until May of the follow-

ing year. During all this time

the tender chrysalis remains

exposed ; it is subjected to

drenching rains, and becomeS frozen and

thawed many times, but at the end of it all

the delicate butterfly breaks from its frail,

protective shell and greets the sunlight. It is

interesting, too, to note that at the first the

chrysalis is green, like the seed pods; later in

the autumn, when the pods become browned,

the chrysalis likewise assumes that colour ;

thus the chrysalis re-

mains inconspicuous.

The famous Swal-

low tail Butterfly (Fig.

10), also remains

throughout the

winter in the chrysalis

state ; the chrysalis is

attached to the stems

of the reeds in an

upright position, as

shown in Fig. 10.

This insect, however,

is now only to be

found in the Eastern

counties in a few districts amongst the

undrained fens. Drainage and cultiva-

tion seem to have driven it from many

of its old haunts; it is, however, a

familiar insect on the Continent.

Now it is obvious that if either the

large white butterfly, the orange-tip, or

the swallow-tail were seen flying in

F'ebruary or March, that fact might then

reasonably be put forward as evidence

FlG. 10.â��The Swallow-tail Butterfly in

and in winter.

of the "abnormal mild-

ness of the weather,"

for these butterflies

rarely emerge until

winter is well past.

Thus, as I have pre-

viously mentioned, the

writers of the weather

paragraphs should first

look to the butterfly

before offering its ad-

vent as proof of a mild

season. Even then mis-

takes may be made, for

it often happens that

a caterpillar forms its chrysalis

against a greenhouse chimney

or in some similar warm

quarters, and so its butterfly

arrives prematurely into a cold

and desolate world, only to

perish quickly. However,

when a few butterflies of a

species known to spend the

winter in the chrysalis stage

are seen in the course of a

ramble early in the year, then it is a true sign

of winter's retreat. The sexes necessarily must

appear together, and when several butterflies

are seen moving about it is at least evidence

of a milder temperature.

The most general method of wintering

amongst British butterflies is in their cater-

pillar stage : more than thirty of our sixty

odd native species so spend the winter.

The Speckled Wood Butterfly (Fig.

11), however, varies its proceedings,

and is sometimes a caterpillar and at

other times a chrysalis during the

winter period Probably, when the

autumn is mild, the caterpillars con-

tinue their development and complete

their feeding, and

thus attain the chry-

salis stage before

winter.

When the cater-

pillars hibernate they

are usually very small,

and hide amongst

the leaves low down

on the ground. The

familiar Small

Copper Butterfly

shown in Fig. : 2

presents a good

example. The cater-

pillars are like tiny

green slugs (see

[ sometime* S|*

Ul in the chrysalis stage,

to grass blades, as shown in corner.
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inset illustration Fig. 12), which conceal

themselves beneath dock - leaves ; early in

the year they continue their feeding, and by

April or May they

have completed

their development

and become butter-

flies.

The same method

is adopted by most

of the species of

the charming little

blue butterflies

Fig. 12.â��The Small Copper Butterfly at Christmas is a tiny

green, slug-like caterpillar, hiding beneath a dock-leaf.

that flit from flower to flower and make

gay the grassy roadsides at midsummer.

The Chalk Hill Blue (Figs. 13 and 14) is a

very familiar example, being found in most

of the Southern counties. The species known

as the Silver studded Blue, however, spends

its winter in the egg stage. The eggs are

deposited amongst the stems of heather

during July and August and remain through

the winter, the young caterpillars hatching

from them in April of the following year.

In Fig. 15 two of these eggs are shown as

they appear when magnified four hundred

times.

There are some eight species of British

butterflies that pass the winter in the egg

stage, but most of these are familiar only to

entomologists ; four of them are known as

Hairstreaks, and three of them belong to the

Skippers ; the eighth

is the more familiar

silver - studded blue

just mentioned.

There is also a ninth

species, which seems to

compromise the matter

of egg and caterpillar

stage. This is the

High Brown Fritillary,

which deposits its eggs in July, and although

these do not hatch out their caterpillars until

the following April, yet the young caterpillars

are perfectly formed within the egg before

winter.

Fig. 13.â��The female Chalk Hill Blue Butterfly reveals her

silvery-blue colour when

Fig. 15.â��The Silver-studded Blue Butterfly at

is an egg. Two examples are shown here (magnified

four hundred times).

(Fig. 14) She opens her wings.

Thus it is clear that it is not an easy matter

to state definitely how British butterflies

spend their Christmas. It is obvious, though,

that the various

methods adopted by

the different species all

have a direct connec-

tion with the timely

development of the

insect ; each species

appears in its due

seasonâ��when its food-

plants are to be found.
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BY

I HE old man stood by the

window, gazing at the frozen

fields beyond. The sign of

the Cauliflower was stiff with

snow, and the breath of a pair

of waiting horses in a wagon

beneath ascended in clouds of steam.

"Amusements?" he said slowly, as he

came back with a shiver and, resuming his

seat by the tap-room fire, looked at the way-

farer who had been idly questioning him.

" Claybury men don't have much time for

amusements. The last one I can call to

mind was Bill Chambers being nailed up in

a pig-sty he was cleaning out, but there was

such a fuss made over thatâ��by Billâ��that it

sort o' disheartened people."

He got up again restlessly, and, walking

round the table, gazed long and hard into

three or four mugs.

"Sometimes a little gets left in them," he

explained, meeting the stranger's inquiring

glance. The latter started, and, knocking on

the table with the handle of his knife, ex-

plained that he had been informed by a man

outside that his companion was the bitterest

teetotaller in Claybury.

"That's one o' Bob Pretty's larks," said

Vol. xxxvi.â�� 85. Copyright, 1908, by VV. W. Jacobs

the old man, flushing. " 1 see you talking to

'im, and I thought as 'ow he warn't up to no

good. Biggest rascal in Claybury, he is. I've

said so afore, and I'll say so agin."

He bowed to the donor and buried his

old face in the mug.

" A poacher! " he said, taking breath. " A

thief!" he continued, after another draught.

" I wonder whether Smith spilt any of this

a-carrying of it in ? "

He put down the emptv mug and made a

careful examination of the floor, until a

musical rapping on the table brought the

landlord into the room again.

" My best respects," he said, gratefully, as

he placed the mug on the settle by his

side and slowly filled a long clay pipe.

Next time you see Bob Pretty ask 'im wot

happened to the prize hamper. He's done a

good many things has Bob, but it'll be a long

time afore Claybury men'll look over that.

I*. was Henery Walker's idea. Henery 'ad

been away to see an uncle of 'is wife's wot

had money and nobody to leave it toâ��least-

ways, so Henery thought when he wasted his

money going over to see 'imâ��and he came

back full of the idea, which he 'ad picked up

from the old man.

in the United States of America.
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" We each pay twopence a week till Christ-

mas," he ses, "and we buy a hamper with a

goose or a turkey in it, and bottles o' rum

and whisky and gin, as far as the money'U

go, and then we all draw lots for it, and the

one that wins has it."

It took a lot of explaining to some of 'em,

but Smith, the landlord, helped Henery, and

in less than four days twenty-three men had

paid their tuppences to Henery, who 'ad been

made the seckitary, and told him to hand

them over to Smith in case he lost his

memory.

Bob Pretty joined one arternoon on the

quiet, and more than one of 'em talked of

'aving their money back, but, arter Smith 'ad

explained as 'ow he would see fair play, they

thought better of it.

" He'll 'ave the same chance as all of you,"

he ses. " No more and no less."

" I'd feel more easy in my mind, though,

if 'e wasn't in it," ses Bill Chambers, staring at

Bob. " I never knew 'im to lose anything

yet."

" You don't know everything, Bill," ses

Bob, shaking his 'ead. " You don't know me ;

else you wouldn't talk like that. I've never

been caught doing wrong yet, and I 'ope I

never shall."

" It's all right, Bill," ses George Kettle.

" Mr. Smith'll see fair, and I'd sooner win

Bob Pretty's money than anybody's."

" I 'ope you will, mate," ses Bob ; " that's

what I joined for."

" Bob's money is as good as anybody

else's," ses George Kettle, looking round at

the others. " It don't signify to me where he

got it from."

"Ah, I don't like to hear you talk like

that, George," ses Bob Pretty. " I've thought

more than once that you 'ad them ideas."

He drank up his beer and went off 'ome,

shaking his 'ead, and, arter three or four of

'em 'ad explained to George Kettle wot he

meant, George went off'ome, too.

The week afore Christmas, Smith, the

landlord, said as 'ow he 'ad got enough

money, and three days arter we all came up

'ere to see the prize drawn. It was one o:

the biggest hampers Smith could get; and

there was a fine, large turkey in it, a large

goose, three pounds o' pork sausages, a bottle

o' whisky, a bottle o' rum, a bottle o' brandy,

a bottle o' gin, and two bottles o' wine. The

hamper was all decorated with holly, and a

little flag was stuck in the top.

On'y men as belonged was allowed to feel

the turkey and the goose, and arter a time

Smith said as 'ow p'r'aps they'd better leave

off", and 'e put all the things back in the

hamper and fastened up the lid.

" How are we going to draw the lottery ? "

ses John Biggs, the blacksmith.

" There'll be twenty-three bits o' paper," ses

Smith, "and they'll be numbered from one

to twenty-three. Then they'll be twisted up

all the same shape and put in this 'ere paper

bag, which I shall 'old as each man draws.

The chap that draws the paper with the

figger ' i ' on it wins."

He tore up twenty-three bits o' paper all

about the same size, and then with a black-

lead pencil 'e put the numbers on, while

everybody leaned over 'im to see fair play.

Then he twisted every bit o' paper up and

held them in his 'and.

" Is that satisfactory ? " he ses.

" Couldn't be fairer," ses Bill Chambers.

" Mind," ses Smith, putting them into a

tall paper bag that had 'ad sugar in it and

shaking them up, " Number i wins the prize.

Who's going to draw fust ? "

All of 'em hung back and looked at

each other ; they all seemed to think they'd

'ave a better chance when there wasn't so

many numbers left in the bag.

" Come on," ses Smith, the landlord.

" Somebody must be fust."

" Go on, George Kettle," ses Bob Pretty.

" You're sure to win. I 'ad a dream you did."

" Go on yourself," ses George.

"I never 'ave no luck," ses Bob; "but if

Henery Walker will draw fust, I'll draw

second. Somebody must begin "

" O' course they must," ses Henery, " and

if you're so anxious why don't you 'ave fust

try?"

Bob Pretty tried to laugh it off, but they

wouldn't 'ave it, and at last he takes out a

pocket-'and kerchief and offers it to Smith,

the landlord.

" All right, I'll go fust if you'll blindfold

me," he ses.

" There ain't no need for that, Bob," ses

Mr. Smith. " You can't see in the bag, and

even if you could it wouldn't help you "

" Never mind, you blindfold me," ses

Bob, "it'll set a good example to the others."

Smith did it at last, and when Bob Pretty

put his 'and in the bag and pulled out a

paper you might ha' heard a pin drop

"Open it and see what number it is,

Mr. Smith," ses Bob Pretty. " Twenty-three,

I expect ; I never 'ave no luck."

Smith rolled out the paper, and then 'e

turned pale and 'is eyes seemed to stick

right out of his 'ead.

" He's won it! " he ses, in a choky voice.



" It's Number i. Bob Pretty 'as won the

prize."

You never 'eard such a noise in this 'ere

public-'ouse afore or since ; everybody shout-

ing their 'ardest, and Bill Chambers stamping

up and down the room as if he'd gone right

out of his mind.

" Silence!" ses Mr. Smith, at last.

"Silence ! How dare you make that noise

in my 'ouse, giving it a bad name! Bob

Pretty 'as won it fair and square. Nothing

could ha' been fairer. You ought to be

ashamed o' yourselves."

Bob Pretty wouldn't believe it at fust.

He said that Smith was making game of 'im,

and, when Smith held the paper under 'is

nose, he kept the handkerchief on his eyes

and wouldn't look at it.

" I've seen you afore to-day,'' he says,

nodding his 'ead. " I like a joke as well as

anybody, but it ain't fair to try and make fun

of a pore, 'ard-working man like that."

I never see a man so astonished in my life

as Bob Pretty was, when 'e found out it was

really true. He seemed fair 'mazed-like, and

stood there scratching his 'ead, as if he didn't

know where 'e was. He come round at last,

arter a pint o' beer that Smith 'ad stood 'im,

and then he made a little speech, thanking

Smith for the fair way he 'ad acted, and took

up the hamper.

" 'Strewth, it is heavy," he ses, getting it

up on his back. " Well, so long, mates."

" Ain't youâ��ain't you going to stand us

a drink out o' one o' them bottles ? " ses Peter

Guhbins, as Bob got to the door.

Bob Pretty went out as if he didn't 'ear;

then he stopped, sudden-like, and turned

round and put his 'ead in at the door agin,

and stood looking at 'em.

"No, mates," he ses, at last, "and I

wonder at you for asking, arter what you've

all said about me. I'm a pore man, but I've

got my feelings. I drawed fust becos nobody

else would, and all the thanks I get for it is

to be called a thief."

He went off down the road, and by and by

Bill Chambers, wot :ad been sitting staring

straight in front of 'im, got up and went to

the door, and stood looking arter 'im like a
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man in a dream. None of 'em seemed to be

able to believe that the lottery could be all

over so soon, and Bob Pretty going off with

it, and when they did make up their minds

to it, it was one o' the most miserable sights

you ever see. The idea that they 'ad been

paying a pint a week for Bob Pretty for

months nearly sent some of 'em out of their

minds.

" It can't be 'elped," ses Mr. Smith. "He

'ad the pluck to draw fust, and he won; any-

body else might ha' done it. He gave you

the offer, George Kettle, and you, too, Henery

Walker."

Henery Walker was too low-spirited to

answer 'im; and arter Smith 'ad said " Hush!"

to George Kettle three times, he up and put

'im outside for the sake of the 'ouse.

When 'e came back it was all quiet and

everybody was staring their 'ardest at little

Dicky Weed, the tailor, who was sitting with

his head in his 'ands, thinking, and every now

and then taking them away and looking up at

the ceiling, or else leaning forward with a

start and looking as if 'e saw something crawl-

ing on the wall.

" Wot's the matter with you ?" ses Mr.

Smith.

Dicky Weed didn't answer 'im. He shut

his eyes tight and then 'e jumps up all of a

sudden. " I've got it! " he says. " Where's

that bag?"

" Wot bag ? " ses Mr. Smith, staring at 'im.

"The bag with the papers in," ses Dicky.

" Where Bob Pretty ought to be," ses

Bill Chambers. " On the fire."

"Wot?" screams Dicky Weed. "Now

you've been and spoilt everything!"

"Speak English," ses Bill.

" I will !" ses Dicky, trembling all over

with temper. " Who asked you to put it on

the fire ? Who asked you to put yourself

forward ? I see it all now, and it's too late."

" Wot's too late ? " ses Sam Jones.

" When Bob Pretty put his 'and in that

bag," ses Dicky Weed, holding up 'is finger

and looking at them, " he'd got a bit o' paper

already in itâ��a bit o' paper with the

figger ' i' on it. That's 'ow he done it.

While we was all watching Mr. Smith, he

was getting 'is own bit o' paper ready "

He 'ad to say it three times afore they

understood 'im, and then they went down on

their knees and burnt their fingers picking up

bits o' paper that 'ad fallen in the fireplace.

They found six pieces in all, but not one

with the number they was looking for on it,

and then they all got up and said wot ought

to be done to Bob Pretty.

" You can't do anything," ses Smith, the

landlord. "You can't prove it. After all,

it's only Dicky's idea."

Arf-a-dozen of 'em all began speaking at

once, but Bill Chambers gave 'em the wink,

and pretended to agree with 'im.

" We're going to have that hamper back,"

he ses, as soon as Mr. Smith 'ad gone back

to the bar, " but it won't do to let 'im know.

He don't like to think that Bob Pretty was

one too many for "im."

" Let's all go to Bob Pretty's and take it,"

ses Peter Gubbins, wot 'ad been in the Militia.

Dicky Weed shook his 'ead. " He'd 'ave

the lor on us for robbery," he ses ; " there's

nothing he'd like better."

They talked it over till closing-time, but

nobody seemed to know wot to do, and they

stood outside in the bitter cold for over arf

an hour still trying to make up their minds

'ow to get that hamper back. Fust one went

off 'ome and then another, and at last, when

there was on'y three or four of 'em left,

Henery Walker, wot prided himself on 'is

artfulness, 'ad an idea.

" One of us must get Bob Pretty up 'ere

to-morrow night and stand 'im a pint, or

p'r'aps two pints," he ses. "While he's here

two other chaps must 'ave a row close by his

'ouse and pretend to fight. Mrs. Pretty and

the young 'uns are sure to run out to look

at it, and while they are out another chap

can go in quiet-like and get the hamper."

It seemed a wunnerful good idea, and

Bill Chambers said so; and 'e flattered

Henery Walker up until Henery didn't know

where to look, as the saying is.

"And wot's to be done with the hamper

when we've got it ? " ses Sam Jones.

" Have it drawed for agin," ses Henery.

" It'll 'ave to be done on the quiet, o' course."

Sam Jones stood thinking for a bit. " Burn

the hamper and draw lots for everything

separate," 'e ses, very slow. " If Bob Pretty

ses it's 'is turkey and goose and spirits, tell

'im to prove it. We sha'n't know nothing

about it."

Henery Walker said it was a good plan ;

and arter talking it over they walked 'ome all

very pleased with theirselves. They talked

it over next day with the other chaps ; and

Henery Walker said arterwards that p'r'aps

it was talked over a bit too much.

It took 'em some time to make up their

minds about it, but at last it was settled that

Peter dubbins was to stand Bob Pretty the

beer ; Ted Brown, who was well known for

his 'ot temper, and Joe Smith was to 'ave the

quarrel; and Heneiy Walker was to slip in
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and steal the hamper, and 'ide the things up

at his place.

Bob Pretty fell into the trap at once. He

was standing at 'is gate in the dark, next day,

smoking a pipe, when Peter Gubbins passed,

and Peter, arter stopping and asking 'im for

a light, spoke about 'is luck in getting the

hamper, and told 'im he didn't bear no malice

for it.

" You 'ad the pluck to draw fust," he ses,

"and you won."

Bob Pretty said he was a Briton, and arter

a little more talk Peter asked 'im to go and

'ave a pint with 'im to show that there was

no ill-feeling. They came into this 'ere

Cauliflower public-'ouse like brothers, and

in less than ten minutes everybody was

making as much fuss o' Bob Pretty as if 'e'd

been the best man in Claybury.

" Arter all, a man can't 'elp winning a

prize," ses Bill Chambers, looking round.

Bill Chambers caught 'old of him by the

coat and asked 'im to have arf a pint

with 'im.

Bob had the arf-pint, and arter that another

one with Sam Jones, and then 'e said 'e really

must be going, as his wife was expecting 'im.

He pushed Bill Chambers's 'at over his eyes

â��a thing Bill can't abearâ��and arter tilling

'is pipe agin from Sam Jones's box he got up

and went.

" Mind you," ses Bill Chambers, looking

round, " if 'e comes back and ses somebody

'as taken his hamper, nobody knows nothing

about it."

" I 'ope Henery Walker 'as got it all right,"

ses Dicky Weed. "When shall we know?"

" He'll come up 'ere and tell us," ses Bill

Chambers. " It's time 'e was here, a'most."

Five minutes arterwards the door opened

and Henery Walker came staggering in. He

was as white as a sheet, his 'at was knocked

"thr door opened and henery walker came staggering in."

" I couldn't," ses Bob.

He sat down and 'elped hisself out o'

Sam Jones's baccy-box ; and one or two got

up on the quiet and went outside to listen to

wot was going on down the road. Everybody

was wondering wot was happening, and when

Bob Pretty got up and said 'e must be going,

on one side of his 'ead, and there was two or

three nasty-looking scratches on 'is cheek.

He came straight to Bill Chambers's mugâ��

wot 'ad just been filledâ��and emptied it, and

then 'e sat down on a seat gasping for breath.

"Wot's the matter, Henery?" ses Bill,

staring at 'im with 'is mouth open.
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Henery Walker groaned and shook his

'ead.

" Didn't you get the hamper ?" ses Bill,

turning pale.

Henery Walker shook his 'ead agin.

" Shut up 1" he ses, as Bill Chambers

started finding fault. " I done the best I

could. Nothing could ha' 'appened betterâ��

to start with. Directly Ted Brown and Joe

Smith started, Mrs. Pretty and her sister, and

all the kids excepting the baby, run out, and

they'd 'ardly gone afore I was inside the back

door and looking for that hamper, and I'd

hardly started afore I heard them coming

back agin. I was at the foot o' the stairs at

the time, and, not knowing wot to do, I went

up 'em into Bob's bedroom."

"Well?" ses Bill Chambers, as Henery

Walker stopped and looked round.

" A'most direckly arterwards I 'eard Mrs.

Pretty and her sister coming upstairs," ses

Henery Walker, with a shudder. " I was

under the bed at the time, and afore I could

say a word Mrs. Pretty gave a loud screech

and scratched my face something crueL I

thought she'd gone mad."

" You've made a nice mess of it! " ses Bill

Chambers.

" Mess !" ses Henery, firing up. " Wot

would you ha' done ? "

" I should ha' managed diff rent," ses Bill

Chambers. " Did she know who you was ? "

" Know who I was ? " ses Henery. " Of

course she did. It's my belief that Bob

knew all about it and told 'er wot to do."

" Well, you've done it now, Henery," ses

Bill Chambers. " Still, that's your affair."

" Ho, is it ? " ses Henery Walker. " You

'ad as much to do with it as I 'ad, excepting

that you was sitting up 'ere in comfort while

I was doing all the work. It's a wonder to

me I got off as well as I did."

" 1 whf.re's henery walker?' he ses, in a loud voice."
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Bill Chambers sat staring at 'im and

scratching his 'ead, and just then they all

'eard the voice of Bob Pretty, very distinct,

outside, asking for Henery Walker. Then

the door opened, and Bob Pretty, carrying

his 'ead very 'igh, walked into the room

" Where's Henery Walker ? " he ses, in a

loud voice.

Henery Walker put down the empty mug

wot he'd been pretending to drink out of and

tried to smile at 'im.

" Halloa, Bob I" he ses.

" What was you doing in my 'ouse ? " ses

Bob Pretty, very severe.

" Iâ��-I just looked in to see whether you

was in, Bob," ses Henery.

" That's why you was found under my bed,

I s'pose ?" ses Bob Pretty. " 1 want a

straight answer, Henery Walker, and I mean

to 'ave it, else I'm going off to Cudford for

Policeman White."

" I went there to get that hamper," ses

Henery Walker, plucking up spirit. " You

won it unfair last night, and we determined

for to get it back. So now you know."

" I call on all of you to witness that," ses

Bob, looking round. " Henery Walker went

into my 'ouse to steal my hamper. He ses

so, and it wasn't 'is fault he couldn't find it.

I'm a pore man and I can't afford such

things ; I sold it this morning, a bargain, for

thirty bob."

" Well, then there's no call to make a fuss

over it, Bob," ses Bill Chambers.

" I sold it for thirty bob," ses Bob Pretty,

" and when I went out this evening I left the

money on my bedroom mantelpieceâ��one

pound, two arf - crowns, two two - shilling

pieces, and two sixpences. My wife and

her sister both saw it there. That they'll

swear to."

"Well, wot about it?" ses Sam Jones,

staring at 'im.

" Arter my pore wife 'ad begged and prayed

Henery Walker on 'er bended knees to spare

'er life and go," ses Bob Pretty, " she looked

at the mantelpiece and found the money 'ad

disappeared."

Henery Walker got up all white and

shaking and flung 'is arms about, trying to

get 'is breath.

" Do you mean to say I stole it ? " he ses,

at last.

" O' course I do," ses Bob Pretty. " Why,

you said yourself afore these witnesses and

Mr. Smith that you came to steal the hamper.

Wot's the difference between stealing the

hamper and the money I sold it for ? "

Henery Walker tried for to answer 'im,

but he couldn't speak a word.

" I left my pore wife with 'er apron over

her 'ead sobbing as if her 'art would break,"

ses Bob Pretty ; " not because o' the loss of

the money so much, but to think of Henery

Walker doing such a thingâ��and 'aving to

go to jail for it."

" I never touched your money, and you

know it," ses Henery Walker, finding his

breath at last. " I don't believe it was there.

You and your wife 'ud swear anything."

" As you please, Henery," ses Bob Pretty.

"Only I'm going straight off to Cudford to

see Policeman White; he'll be glad of a job,

I know. There's three of us to swear to it,

and you was found under my bed."

" Let bygones be bygones, Bob;" ses Bill

Chambers, trying to smile at 'im.

" No, mate," ses Bob Pretty. " I'm going

to 'ave my rights, but I don't want to be 'ard

on a man I've known all my life ; and if,

afore I go to my bed to-night, the thirty

shillings is brought to me, I won't say as I

won't look over it."

He stood for a moment shaking his 'ead

at them, and then, still holding it very 'igh,

he turned round and walked out.

" He never left no money on the mantel-

piece," ses Sam Jones, at last. " Don't you

believe it. You go to jail, Henery."

" Anything sooner than be done by Bob

Pretty," ses George Kettle.

"There's not much doing now, Henery,"

ses Bill Chambers, in a soft voice.

Henery Walker wouldn't listen to 'em, and

he jumped up and carried on like a madman.

His idea was for 'em all to club together to

pay the money, and to borrow it from Smith,

the landlord, to go on with. They wouldn't

'ear of it at fust, but arter Smith 'ad pointed

out that they might 'ave to go to jail with

Henery, and said things about 'is licence,

they gave way. Bob Pretty was just starting

off to see Policeman White when they took

the money, and instead o' telling 'im wot

they thought of 'im, as they 'ad intended,

Henery Walker 'ad to walk alongside of 'im

and beg and pray of 'im to take the money.

He took it at last as a favour to Henery,

and bought the hamper back with it next

morningâ��cheap. Leartways, he said so.



iss Gertrude

Elliott, as

Stasia, the servant, in

" The Passing ol the

Third Floor Back," has

a part somewhat out of

her usual range, hut she plays it

with a naturalness and sense of

character that are of the greatest

help to the play. It will be remembered that

the "slut" of the first act becomes, through

the influence of the Mysterious Stranger, the

"slavey "of the second and the "servant" of

the third act, and in indicating this trans-

formation Miss Elliott is particularly success-

ful. Mr. Forbes-Robertson did a courageous

thing when he produced such an unconven-

tional play, but, happily, his temerity received

its reward, and this modern Morality Play

has been one of the successes of the season.

Miss Dagmar VViehe, who plays the part

of Ethel Parker-Jennings in the London pro-

duction of "Jack Straw," has a part which

does not provide any great scope for power-

ful acting, but she invests the character with

such charm as to add considerably to the

attraction of the play.

Miss Evelyn Millard has so endeared

herself to the public by her performances in

" The Adventure of Lady Ursula," " Mon-

sieur Beaucaire," and other romantic plays,

that her venture into management was

watched with the keenest interest. The

result has been a most gratifying success,

for she has in " Idols " a play which seems

likely to serve her for some time to come.

The part of Irene Merriam is one which

gives Miss Millard some opportunities for

really powerful acting, and in the great trial

scene she rouses the audience to the highest

enthusiasm.

Miss Hilda Trevelyan's performance

as Maggie in " What Every Woman Knows "

is one of the delights of London. Though

it may be true that good plays make good

players, nothing can detract from the merit

of an impersonation which is as near perfect

as can be. It is a fit companion to her

Wendy in " Peter Pan," and the two

characters are an accomplish-

ment of which any actress might

well be proud.

Miss Marie Tempest has a part in " Mrs.

Dot" which fits her like the proverbial glove.

And when so suited what a delightful actress

she is to watch ! Overflowing with humour

and good spirits, her personality and infectious

laughter act as a tonic on the most jaded of

nerves. If only we could hear her sing more

often our happiness would he complete.

Miss Denise Orme makes her first stage

appearance since her marriage in "The

Hon'ble Phil," and, as Marie, sings and acts

with all her well-known charm. Miss Orme's

experience of the stage has been a singularly

happy one, as she has had none of the long

years of waiting which are the lot of most

aspirants to leading parts. On her very first

appearance in musical comedy she played

one of the name-parts in "The Little

Michus," and from the good start thus made

she has never looked back.

Miss Marie Lohr, who has made such a

success as Margaret in Mr. Tree's splendid

production of " Faust," possesses one great

qualification for the partâ��she looks it to

perfection. Miss Lohr is one of the

youngest leading ladies in London, being

still under twenty years of age. The

daughter of that well-known actress, Miss

Kate Bishop, hers is clearly a case of in-

herited talent, though success has not been

won without much hard work. This is not Miss

Lohr's first appearance at His Majesty'sâ��most

playgoers will remember what a pretty picture

she made as Rosey Mackenzie in " Colonel

Newcombe." Few theatrical careers have

opened so auspiciously, and her future will

be watched with the liveliest interest.

Miss Isabel Jay, with her beauty and

high spirits, makes an ideal Princess for such

a pretty love story as runs through " The King

of Cadonia," the subject of our last illustration.

There are few better voices than hers on the

musical comedy stage to-day, and her method

still bears evidence of the training received

at the Savoy, where her first great success

was gained.
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MISS GERTRUDE ELLIOTT,

And a scene from " The Passing of (he Third Floor Back," in which she appears.

From Photographs ty Foulshnm Ranfield find Dover Street Studio*.

Vol. xxxvi.- 86.
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MISS DAGMAR W1EHE.

And a scene from " Jack Straw," in which she appears.

trow Photographs ty Mine. I.a/Us Char Us ami Paver Street Studios.
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MISS MARIE TEMPEST,

And a scene from " Mrs. Dot," in which she appears.

From Photographs ty Dover Street Studios.
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MISS MARIE LOHR,

And a scene from " Faust," in which she appears.

/â� '.â� in a Phottgrath 1-y />o-v Street Stu.iios.
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MISS ISABEL JAY,

And a scene from "The King of Cadonia," in which she appears.

J'rom Pflotografiks by Fouisham Ban field.



Reminiscences of Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

(From the Diaries of his friendâ��John H. Watson, M.D.)

By ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE.

The Adventure of the Bruce* Partington Plans.

JN the third week of November,

in the year 1895, a dense

yellow fog settled down upon

London. From the Monday

to the Thursday I doubt

whether it was ever possible

from our windows in Baker Street to see the

loom of the opposite houses. The first day

Holmes had spent in cross-indexing his huge

book of references. The second and third

had been patiently occupied upon a subject

which he had recently made his hobbyâ��the

music of the Middle Ages. But when, for

the fourth time, after pushing back our chairs

from breakfast we saw the greasy, heavy

brown swirl still drifting past us and con-

densing in oily drops upon the window-panes,

my comrade's impatient and active nature

could endure this drab existence no longer.

He paced restlessly about our sitting room in

a fever of suppressed energy, biting his nails,

tapping the furniture, and chafing against

inaction.

" Nothing of interest in the paper,

Watson ? " he asked.

I was aware that by anything of interest

Holmes meant anything of criminal interest.

There was the news of a revolution, of a

possible war, and of an impending change of

Government ; but these did not come within

the horizon of my companion. I could see

nothing recorded in the shape of crime which

was not commonplace and futile. Holmes

groaned and resumed his restless meanderings.

"The London criminal is certainly a dull

fellow," said he, in the querulous voice of the

sportsman whose game has failed him. " Look

out of this window, Watson. See how the

figures loom up, are dimly seen, and then

blend once more into the cloud-bank. The

thief or the murderer could roam London

on such a day as the tiger does the jungle,

unseen until he pounces, and then evident

only to his victim."

" There have," said I, " been numerous

petty thefts."

Holmes snorted his contempt.
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" This great and sombre stage is set for

something more worthy than that," said he.

" It is fortunate for this community that I am

not a criminal."

" It is indeed ! " said I, heartily.

" Suppose that I were Brooks or Wood-

house, or any of the fifty men who have good

reason for taking my life, how long could I

survive against my own pursuit? A summons,

a bogus appointment, and all would be over.

It is well they don't have days of fog in the

Latin countries â��the countries of assassina-

tion. By Jove ! here comes something at

last to break our dead monotony."

It was the maid with a telegram. Holmes

tore it open and burst out laughing.

"Well, well! What next?" said he.

" Brother Mycroft is coming round."

"Why not?" I asked.

" Why not ? It is as if you met a tram car

coming down a country lane. Mycroft has

his rails and he runs on them. His Pall

Mall lodgings, the Diogenes Club, Whitehall

â��that is his cycle. Once, and only once,

he has been here. What upheaval can

possibly have derailed him ? "

" Does he not explain ? "

Holmes handed me his brother's telegram.

" Must see you over Cadogan West.

Coming at onceâ��Mycroft."

" Cadogan West ? I have heard the

name."

" It recalls nothing to my mind. But

that Mycroft should break out in this erratic

fashion ! A planet might as well leave

its orbit. By the way, do you know what

Mycroft is?"

I had some vague recollection of an

explanation at the time of the Adventure

of the Greek Interpreter.

" You told me that he had some small

office under the British Government."

Holmes chuckled.

" I did not know you quite so well in

those days. One has to be discreet when

one talks of high matters of State. You are

right in thinking that he is under the British

Doyle, in the United Slates of America,
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Government. You would also be right in a

sense if you said that occasionally he is the

British Government."

" My dear Holmes ! "

" I thought I might surprise you. Mycroft

draws four hundred and fifty pounds a year,

remains a subordinate, has no ambitions of

any kind, will receive neither honour nor

title, but remains the most indispensable

man in the country."

"But how?"

" Well, his position is unique. He has

made it for himself. There has never been

anything like it before, nor will be again.

He has the tidiest and most orderly brain,

with the greatest capacity for storing facts, of

any man living. The same great powers

which I have turned to the detection of

crime he has used for this particular busi-

ness. The conclusions of every department

are passed to him, and he is the central

exchange, the clearing-house, which makes

out the balance. All other men are special-

ists, but his specialism is omniscience. We

will suppose that a Minister needs informa-

tion as to a point which involves the Navy,

India, Canada, and the bimetallic question;

he could get his separate advices from various

departments upon each, but only Mycroft

can focus them all, and say offhand how

each factor would affect the other. They

began by using him as a short-cut, a conveni-

ence ; now he has made himself an essential.

In that great brain of his everything is

pigeon-holed, and can be handed out in an

instant. Again and again his word has

decided the national policy. He lives in it.

He thinks of nothing else save when, as an

intellectual exercise, he unbends if I call

upon him and ask him to advise me on

one of my little problems. But Jupiter is

descending to-day. What on earth can it

mean ? Who is Cadogan West, and what is

he to Mycroft ? "

" I have it! " I cried, and plunged among

the litter of papers upon the sofa. " Yes,

yes, here he is, sure enough ! Cadogan

West was the young man who was found

dead on the Underground on Tuesday

morning."

Holmes sat up at attention, his pipe half-

way to his lips.

"This must be serious, Watson. A death

which has caused my brother to alter his

habits can be no ordinary one. What in the

world can he have to do with it ? The case

was featureless as I remember it. The young

man had apparently fallen out of the train and

killed himself. He had not been robbed,

and there was no particular reason to suspect

violence. Is that not so?"

"There has been an inquest," said I, "and

a good many fresh facts have come out.

Looked at more closely, I should certainly

say that it was a curious case."

"Judging by its effect upon my brother, I

should think it must be a most extraordinary

one." He snuggled down in his arm-chair.

" Now, Watson, let us have the facts."

"The man's name was Arthur Cadogan

West. He was twenty-seven years of age, un-

married, and a clerk at Woolwich Arsenal."

"Government employ. Behold the link

with brother Mycroft! "

"He left Woolwich suddenly on Monday

night. Was last seen by his fiancee, Miss

Violet Westbury, whom he left abruptly in

the fog about 7.30 that evening. There was

no quarrel between them and she can give no

motive for his action. The next thing heard

of him was when his dead body was dis-

covered by a plate-layer named Mason, just

outside Aldgate Station on the Underground

system in London."

"When?"

" The body was found at six on the Tuesday

morning. It was lying wide of the metals

upon the left hand of the track as one goes

eastward, at a point close to the station,

where the line emerges from the tunnel in

which it runs. The head was badly crushed

â��an injury which might well have been

caused by a fall from the train. The body

could only have come on the line in that

way. Had it been carried down from any

neighbouring street, it must have passed

the station barriers, where a collector is

always standing. This point seems absolutely

certain."

" Very good. The case is definite enough.

The man, dead or alive, either fell or was

precipitated from a train. So much is clear

to me. Continue."

" The trains which traverse the lines of

rail beside which the body was found are

those which run from west to east, some

being purely Metropolitan, and some from

Willesden and outlying junctions. It can be

stated for certain that this young man, when

he met his death, was travelling in this

direction at some late hour of the night, but

at what point he entered the train it is im-

possible to state."

" His ticket, of course, would show that."

" There was no ticket in his pockets."

" No ticket! Dear me, Watson, this is

really very singular. According to my expe-

rience it is not possible to reach the platform
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of a Metropolitan train without exhibiting

one's ticket. Presumably, then, the young

man had one. Was it taken from him in

order to conceal the station from which he

came ? It is possible. Or did he drop it in

the carriage ? That also is possible. But

the point is of curious interest. I understand

that there was no sign of robbery ? "

" Apparently not. There is a list here of

his possessions. His purse contained two

pounds fifteen. He had also a cheque-book

on the Woolwich branch of the Capital and

Counties Bank. Through this his identity

was established. There were also two dress-

circle tickets for the Woolwich Theatre, dated

for that very evening. Also a small packet

of technical papers."

Holmes gave an exclamation of satisfaction.

" There we have it at last, Watson!

British Governmentâ��Woolwich Arsenalâ��

Technical papersâ��Brother Mycroft, the chain

is complete. But here he comes, if I am

not mistaken, to speak for himself."

A moment later the tall and portly form

of Mycroft Holmes was ushered into the

room. Heavily built and massive, there was

a suggestion of uncouth physical inertia in

the figure, but above this unwieldy frame

there was perched a head so masterful in its

brow, so alert in its steel-grey, deep set eyes,

so firm in its lips, and so subtle in its play of

expression, that after the first glance one

forgot the gross body and remembered only

the dominant mind.

At his heels came our old friend Lestrade,

of Scotland Yardâ��thin and austere. The

gravity of both their faces foretold some

weighty quest. The detective shook hands

without a word. Mycroft Holmes struggled

out of his overcoat and subsided into an

arm-chair.

" A most annoying business, Sherlock,"

said he. " I extremely dislike altering my

habits, but the powers that be would take no

denial. In the present state of Siam it is

most awkward that I should be away from

the office. But it is a real crisis. I have

never seen the Prime Minister so upset. As
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to the Admiraltyâ��it is buzzing like an over-

turned bee-hive. Have you read up the case?"

" We have just done so. What were the

technical papers ? "

" Ah, there's the point! Fortunately, it

has not come out. The Press would be

furious if it did. The papers which this

wretched youth had in his pocket were the

plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine."

Mycroft Holmes spoke with a solemnity

which showed his sense of the importance

of the subject. His brother and I sat

expectant.

" Surely you have heard of it ? I thought

* everyone had heard of it."

" Only as a name."

" Its importance can hardly be exaggerated.

It has been the most jealously guarded of all

Government secrets. You may take it from

me that naval warfare becomes impossible

within the radius of a Bruce-Partington's

operations. Two years ago a very large sum

was smuggled through the Estimates and

was expended in acquiring a monopoly of the

invention. Every effort has been made to

keep the secret. The plans, which are

exceedingly intricate, comprising some thirty

separate patents, each essential to the working

of the whole, are kept in an elaborate safe in

a confidential office adjoining the Arsenal,

with burglar-proof doors and windows. Under

no conceivable circumstances were the plans

to be taken from the office. If the Chief

Constructor of the Navy desired to consult

them, even he was forced to go to the Woolwich

office for the purpose. And yet here we find

them in the pockets of a dead junior clerk in

the heart of London. From an official point

of view it's simply awful."

" But you have recovered them ? "

" No, Sherlock, no ! That's the pinch.

We have not. Ten papers were taken from

Woolwich. There were seven in the pockets

of Cadogan West. The three most essential

are goneâ��stolen, vanished. You must drop

everything, Sherlock. Never mind your usual

petty puzzles of the police-court. It's a vital

international problem that you have to solve.

Why did Cadogan West take the papers,

where are the missing ones, how did he die,

how came his body where it was found, how

can the evil be set right ? Find an answer

to all these questions, and you will have

done good service for your country."

"Why do you not solve it yourself,

Mycroft? You can see as far as I."

" Possibly, Sherlock. But it is a question

of getting details. Give me your details, and

f,ora an arm-chair I will return you an

excellent expert opinion. But to run here

and run there, to cross-question railway-

guards, and lie on my face with a lens to my

eyeâ��it is not my metier. No, you are the

one man who can clear the matter up. If

you have a fancy to see your name in the

next honours list "

My friend smiled and shook his head.

" I play the game for the game's own

sake," said he. " But the problem certainly

presents some points of interest, and I shall

be very pleased to look into it. Some more

facts, please."

" I have jotted down the more essential

ones upon this sheet of paper, together with

a few addresses which you will find of

service. The actual official guardian of the

papers is the famous Government expert,

Sir James Walter, whose decorations and

sub-titles fill two lines of a book of reference.

He has grown grey in the Service, is a gentle-

man, a favoured guest in the most exalted

houses, and above all a man whose patriotism

is beyond suspicion. He is one of two who

have a key of the safe. I may add that the

papers were undoubtedly in the office during

working hours on Monday, and that Sir

James left for London about three o'clock,

taking his key with him. He was at the

house of Admiral Sinclair at Barclay Square

during the whole of the evening when this

incident occurred."

" Has the fact been verified?"

" Yes; his brother, Colonel Valentine

Walter, has testified to his departure from

Woolwich, and Admiral Sinclair to his arrival

in London ; ro Sir James is no longer a direct

factor in the problem."

" Who was the other man with a key ? "

" The senior clerk and draughtsman, Mr.

Sidney Johnson. He is a man of forty,

married, with five children. He is a silent,

morose man, but he has, on the whole, an

excellent record in the public service. He

is unpopular with his colleagues, but a hard

worker. According to his own account,

corroborated only by the word of his wife,

he was at home the whole of Monday even-

ing after office hours, and his key has never

left the watch-chain upon which it hangs."

" Tell us about Cadogan West."

" He has been ten years in the Service,

and has done good work. He has the repu-

tation of being hot-headed and impetuous,

but a straight, honest man. We have nothing

against him. He was next Sidney Johnson

in the office. His duties brought him into

daily personal contact with the plans. No

one else had the handling of them,"
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" Who locked the plans up that night ? "

" Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk."

" Well, it is surely perfectly clear who took

them away. They are actually found upon

the person of this junior clerk, Cadogan

West. That seems final, does it not ? "

"It does, Sherlock, and yet it leaves so

much unexplained. In the first place, why

did he take them ? "

" I presume they were of value ? "

" He could have got several thousands for

them very easily."

" Can you suggest any possible motive for

taking the papers to London except to sell

them ? "

" No, I cannot."

" Then we must take that as our working

hypothesis. Young West took the papers.

Now this could only be done by having a

false key "

" Several false keys. He had to open the

building and the room."

" He had, then, several false keys. He

took the papers to London to sell the secret,

intending, no doubt, to have the plans them-

selves back in the safe next morning before

they were missed. While in London on this

treasonable mission he met his end."

" How?"

" We will suppose that he was travelling

back to Woolwich when he was killed and

thrown out of the compartment."

" Aldgate, where the body was found, is con-

siderably past the station for London Bridge,

which would be his route to Woolwich."

" Many circumstances could be imagined

under which he would pass London Bridge.

There was someone in the carriage, for

example, with whom he was having an ab-

sorbing interview. This interview led to a

violent scene, in which he lost his life.

Possibly he tried to leave the carriage, fell

out on the line, and so met his end. The

other closed the door. There was a thick

fog, and nothing could be seen."

" No better explanation can be given with

our present knowledge ; and yet consider,

Sherlock, how much you leave untouched.

We will suppose, for argument's sake, that

young Cadogan West had determined to

convey these papers to London. He would

naturally have made an appointment with the

foreign agent and kept his evening clear.

Instead of that, he took two tickets for the

theatre, escorted his fiancee half-way there,

and then suddenly disappeared."

" A blind," said Lestrade, who had sat

listening with some impatience to the

conversation.

" A very singular one. That is objection

No. 1. Objection No. 2 : We will suppose

that he reaches London and sees the foreign

agent. He must bring back the papers

before morning or the loss will be discovered.

He took away ten. Only seven were in his

pocket. What had become of the other

three? He certainly would not leave them

of his own free will. Then, again, where is .

the price of his treason ? One would have

expected to find a large sum of money in his

pocket."

" It seems to me perfectly clear," said

Lestrade. " I have no doubt at all as to

what occurred. He took the papers to sell

them. He saw the agent. They could not

agree as to price. He started home again,

but the agent went with him. In the tiain

the agent murdered him, took the more

essential papers, and threw his body from the

carriage. That would account for everything,

would it not ? "

" Why had he no ticket?"

"The ticket would have shown which station

was nearest the agent's house. Therefore he

took it from the murdered man's pocket."

" Good, Lestrade, very good," said Holmes.

"Your theory holds together. But if this is

true, then the case is at an erd. On the one

hand the traitor is dead. On the other the

plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine are

presumably already on the Continent. What

is there for us to do ? "

"To act, Sherlockâ��to act!" cried Mycroft,

springing to his feet. "All my instincts are

against this explanation. Use your powers !

Go to the scene of the crime! See the

people concerned! Leave no stone un-

turned ! In all your career you have never

had so great a chance of serving your

country."

"Well, well!" said Holmes, shrugging his

shoulders. " Come, Watson! And you,

Lestrade, could you favour us with your

company for an hour or two ? We will

begin our investigation by a visit to Aldgate

Station. Good bye, Mycroft. I shall let

you have a report before evening, but I

warn you in advance that you have little

to expect."

An hour later Holmes, Lestrade, and I

stood upon the Underground railroad at the

point where it emerges from the tunnel

immediately before Aldgate Station. A

courteous, red faced old gentleman repre-

sented the railway company.

"This is where the young man's body lay,"

said he, indicating a spot about three fee
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from the metals. " It could not have fallen

from above, for these, as you see, are all blank

walls. Therefore it could only have come

from a train, and that train, so far as we can

trace it, must have passed about midnight on

Monday."

" Have the carriages been examined for

any sign of violence ? "

"There are no such si5ns, and no ticket

has been found."

" No record of a door being found open ? "

" None."

" We have had some fresh evidence this

morning," said Lestrade. " A passenger who

passed Aldgate in an ordinary Metropolitan

train about 11.40 on Monday night declares

that he heard a heavy thud, as of a body

striking the line, just before the train reached

the station. There was dense fog, however,

and nothing could be seen. He made no

report of it at the time. Why, whatever is

the matter with Mr. Holmes ? "

My friend was standing with an expression

of strained intensity upon his face, staring at
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the railway metals where they curved out of

the tunnel. Aldgate is a junction, and there

was a network of points. On these his eager,

questioning eyes were fixed, and I saw on his

keen, alert face that tightening of the lips,

that quiver of the nostrils, and concentration

of the heavy tufted brows which I knew so

well.

"Points," he muttered ; "the points."

" What of it ? What do you mean ? "

" I suppose there are no great number of

points on a system such as this ? "

" No ; there are very few."

" And a curve, too. Points, and a curve.

By Jove ! if it were only so."

"What is it, Mr. Holmes? Have you a

clue?"

" An ideaâ��an indication, no more. But

the case certainly grows in interest. Unique,

perfectly unique, and yet why not ? I do not

see any indications of bleeding on the line."

"There were hardly any."

" But I understand that there was a con-

siderable wound."

" The bone was crushed, but there was no

great external injury."

" And yet one would have expected some

bleeding. Would it be possible for me to

inspect the train which contained the pas-

senger who heard the thud of a fall in the

fog?"

"I fear not, Mr. Holmes. The train has

been broken up before now, and the carriages

redistributed."

" I can assure you, Mr. Holmes," said

Lestrade, " that every carriage has been

carefully examined. I saw to it myself."

It was one of my friend's most obvious

weaknesses that he was impatient with less

alert intelligences than his own.

" Very likely," said he, turning away.

"As it happens, it was not the carriages

which I desired to examine. Watson, we

have done all we can here. We need not

trouble you any further, Mr. Lestrade. I

think our investigations must now carry us

to Woolwich."

At London Bridge Holmes wrote a tele-

gram to his brother, which he handed to me

before dispatching it. It ran thus : â��

"See some light in the darkness, but it

may possibly flicker out. Meanwhile, please

send by messenger, to await return at Baker

Street, a complete list of all foreign spies or

international agents known to be in England,

with full address.â��Sherlock."

"That should be helpful, Watson," he

remarked, as we took our seats in the

Woolwich train. " We certainly owe brother

Mycroft a debt for having introduced us to

what promises to be a really very remarkable

ense."

His eager face still wore that expression of

intense and high-strung energy, which showed

me that some novel and suggestive circum-

stance had opened up a stimulating line of

thought. See the foxhound with hanging

ears and drooping tail as it lolls about the

kennels, and compare it with the same hound

as, with gleaming eyes and straining muscles,

it runs upon a breast-high scentâ��such was

the change in Holmes since the morning. He

was a different man to the limp and lounging

figure in the mouse-coloured dressing-gown

who had prowled so restlessly only a few

hours before round the fog-girt room.

" There is material here. There is scope,"

said he, " I am dull indeed not to have

understood its possibilities."

" Even now they are dark to me."

" The end is dark to me also, but I have

hold of one idea which may lead us far.

The man met his death elsewhere, and his

body was on the roof of a carriage."

" On the roof !"

" Remarkable, is it not ? But consider the

facts. Is it a coincidence that it is found at

the very point where the train pitches and

sways as it comes round on the points ? Is

not that the place where an object upon the

roof might be expected to fall off? The

points would affect no object inside the

train. Either the body fell from the roof, or

a very curious coincidence has occurred.

But now consider the question of the blood.

Of course, there was no bleeding on the line

if the body had bled elsewhere. Each fact

is suggestive in itself. Together they have a

cumulative force."

" And the ticket, too ! " I cried.

" Exactly. We could not explain the

absence of a ticket. This would explain it.

Everything fits together."

" But suppose it were so, we are still as far

as ever from unravelling the mystery of his

death. Indeed, it becomes not simpler, but

stranger."

" Perhaps," said Holmes, thoughtfully;

" perhaps." He relapsed into a silent

reverie, which lasted until the slow train

drew up at last in Woolwich Station. There

he called a cab and drew Mycroft's paper

from his pocket.

" We have quite a little round of after-

noon calls to make," said he. "I think that

Sir James Walter claims our first attention."

The house of the famous official was a

fine villa with green lawns stretching down to
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the Thames. As we reached it the fog was

lifting, and a thin, watery sunshine was break-

ing through. A butler answered our ring.

" Sir James, sir !" said he, with solemn

face. " Sir James died this morning.''

" Good heavens ! " cried Holmes, in amaze-

ment. " How did he die ? "

" Perhaps you would care to step in, sir,

and see his brother, Colonel Valentine ? "

" Yes, we had best do so."

We were ushered into a dim-lit drawing-

room, where an instant later we were joined

by a very tall, handsome, light-bearded man

of fifty, the younger brother of the dead

scientist. His wild eyes, stained cheeks, and

unkempt hair all spoke of the sudden blow

which had fallen upon the household. He

was hardly articulate as he spoke of it.

" It was this horrible scandal," said he.

" My brother, Sir James, was a man of very

sensitive honour, and he could not survive

such an affair. It broke his heart. He was

always so proud of the efficiency of his

department, and this was a crushing blow."

" We had hoped that he might have given

us some indications which would have helped

us to clear the matter up."

" I assure you that it was all a mystery to

him as it is to you and to all of us. He had

already put all his knowledge at the disposal

of the police. Naturally, he had no doubt

that Cadogan West was guilty. But all the

rest was inconceivable."

" You cannot throw any new light upon

the affair?"

" I know nothing myself save what I have

read or heard. I have no desire to be dis-

courteous, but you can understand, Mr.

Holmes, that we are much disturbed at

present, and I must ask you to hasten this

interview to an end."

" This is indeed an unexpected develop-

ment," said my friend when we had regained

the cab. " I wonder if the death was natural,

or whether the poor old fellow killed himself !

If the latter, may it be taken as some sign of

self-reproach for duty neglected ? We must

leave that question to the future. Now we

shall turn to the Cadogan Wests."

A small but well-kept house in the out-

skirts of the town sheltered the bereaved

mother. The old lady was too dazed with

grief to be of any use to us, but at her side

was a white-faced young lady, who intro-

duced herself as Miss Violet Westbury, the

fiancee of the dead man, and the last to see

him upon that fatal night.

" I cannot explain it, Mr. Holmes," she

said. " I have not shut an eye since the

tragedy, thinking, thinking, thinking, night

and day, what the true meaning of it can be.

Arthur was the most single-minded, chival-

rous, patriotic man upon earth. He would

have cut his right hand off before he would

sell a State secret confided to his keeping.

It is absurd, impossible, preposterous to any-

one who knew him."

" But the facts, Miss Westbury ? "

" Yes, yes ; I admit I cannot explain them."

" Was he in any want of money ? "

" No ; his needs were very simple and his

salary ample. He had saved a few hundreds,

and we were to marry at the New Year."

" No signs of any mental excitement ?

Come, Miss Westbury, be absolutely frank

with us."

The quick eye of my companion had noted

some change in her manner. She coloured

and hesitated.

" Yes," she said, at last. " I had a feeling

that there was something on his mind."

" For long ? "

" Only for the last week or so. He was

thoughtful and worried. Once I pressed him

about it. He admitted that there was some-

thing, and that it was concerned with his

official life. ' It is too serious for me to speak

about, even to you,' said he. I could get

nothing more."

Holmes looked grave.

" Go on, Miss Westbury. Even if it seems

to tell against him, go on. We cannot say

what it may lead to."

" Indeed, I have nothing more to tell.

Once or twice it seemed to me that he was

on the point of telling me something. He

spoke one evening of the importance of the

secret, and I have some recollection that he

said that no doubt foreign spies would pay a

great deal to have it."

My friend's face grew graver still.

" Anything else ? "

" He said that we were slack about such

mattersâ��that it would be easy for a traitor to

get the plans."

" Was it only recently that he made such

remarks ? "

" Yes, quite recently."

" Now tell us of that last evening."

" We were to go to the theatre. The fog

was so thick that a cab was useless. We

walked, and our way took us close to the

office. Suddenly he darted away into the

fog."

"Without a word?"

" He gave an exclamation ; that was all.

I waited, but he never returned. Then I

walked home. Next morning, after the office
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opened, they came to inquire. About twelve

o'clock we heard the terrible news. Oh, Mr.

Holmes, if you could only, only save his

honour! It was so much to him."

Holmes shook his head sadly.

"Come, Watson," said he, "our ways lie

elsewhere. Our next station must be the

office from which the papers were taken.

"It was black enough before against this

young man, but our inquiries make it

blacker," he remarked, as the cab lumbered

off. " His coming marriage gives a motive

for the crime. He naturally wanted money.

The idea was in his head, since he spoke

about it. He nearly made the girl an accom-

plice in the treason by telling her his plans.

It is all very bad."

" But surely, Holmes, character goes for

something ? Then, again, why should he

leave the girl in the street and dart away to

commit a felony ? "

" Exactly ! There are certainly objections.

But it is a formidable case which they have

to meet."

Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk, met

us at the office, and received us with that

respect which my companion's card always

commanded. He was a thin, gruff, bespec-

tacled man of middle age, his cheeks haggard,

and his hands twitching from the nervous

strain to which he had been subjected.

" It is bad, Mr. Holmes, very bad ! Have

you heard of the death of the chief? "

" We have just come from his house."

" The place is disorganized. The chief

dead, Cadogan West dead, our papers stolen.

And yet, when we closed our door on

Monday evening we were as efficient an office

as any in the Government service. Good

God, it's dreadful to think of! That West,

of all men, should have done such a thing ! "

" You are sure of his guilt, then ? "

" I can see no other way out of it. And

yet I would have trusted him as I trust

myself."

"At what hour was the office closed on

Monday ? "

"At five."

" Did you close it ? "

" I am always the last man out."

"Where were the plans?"

" In that safe. I put them there myself."

"Is there no watchman to the building?"

" There is ; but he has other departments

to look after as well. He is an old soldier

and a most trustworthy man. He saw

nothing that evening. Of course, the fog

was very thick."

" Suppose that Cadogan West wished to

Vol. xxxvi.â��88.

make his way into the building after hours ;

he would need three keys, would he not,

before he could reach the papers ? "

" Yes, he would. The key of the outer

door, the key of the office, and the key of

the safe."

" Only Sir James Walter and you had

those keys ? "

" I had no keys of the doorsâ��only of the

safe."

" Was Sir James.a man who was orderly in

his habits ? "

" Yes, I think he was. I know that so far

as those three keys are concerned he kept

them on the same ring. I have often seen

them there."

"And that ring went with him to London?"

" He said so."

"And your key never left your possession?"

"Never."

"Then West, if he is the culprit, must

have had a duplicate. And yet none was

found upon his body. One other point : if

a clerk in this office desired to sell the plans,

would it not be simpler to copy the plans for

himself than to take the originals, as was

actually done ? "

"It would take considerable technical

knowledge to copy the plans in an effective

way."

" But I suppose either Sir James, or you,

or West had that technical knowledge?"

" No doubt we had, but I beg you won't

try to drag me into the matter, Mr. Holmes.

What is the use of our speculating in this

way when the original plans were actually

found on West ?"

" Well, it is certainly singular that he

should run the risk of taking originals if

he could safely have taken copies, which

would have equally served his turn."

" Singular, no doubt â�� and yet he did

so."

" Every inquiry in this case reveals some-

thing inexplicable. Now there are three

papers still missing. They are, as I under-

stand, the vital ones?"

"Yes, that is so."

" Do you mean to say that anyone holding

these three papers, and without the seven

others, could construct a Bruce-Partington

submarine ? "

" I reported to that effect to the Admiralty.

But to-day I have been over the drawings

again, and I am not so sure of it. The

double valves with the automatic self-adjust-

ing slots are drawn in one of the papers

which have been returned. Until the

foreigners had invented that for themselves
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OO VOU MKAS TO SAV THAT ANYONE HOLDING THESE THREE PAPERS, AND WITHOUT THE SEVEN OTHERS,

COUI.D CONSTRUCT A BRUCK-i'ARTINGTON SUBMARINE?"

they could not make the boat. Of course,

they might soon get over the difficulty."

" But the three missing drawings are the

most important ? "

" Undoubtedly."

" I think, with your permission, I will now

take a stroll round the premises. I do not

recall any other question which I desired

to ask."

He examined the lock of the safe, the

door of the room, and finally the iron

shutters of the window. It was only when

we were on the lawn outside that his interest

was strongly excited. There was a laurel

bush outside the window, and several of the

branches bore signs of having been twisted

or snapped. He examined them carefully

with his lens, and then some dim and vague

marks upon the earth beneath. Finally he

asked the chief clerk to close the iron

shutters, and he pointed out to me that they

hardly met in the centre, and that it would

be possible for anyone outside to see what

was going on within the room.

" The indications are ruined by the three

days' delay. They may mean something or

nothing. Well, Watson, I do not think that

Woolwich can help us further. It is a small

crop which we have gathered. Let us see

if we can do better in London."

Yet we added one more sheaf to our

harvest before we left Woolwich Station.

The clerk in the ticket office was able to say

with confidence that he saw Cadogan Westâ��

whom he knew well by sightâ��upon the

Monday night, and that he went to London

by the 8.15 to London Bridge. He was

alone, and took a single third-class ticket.

The clerk was struck at the time by his

excited and nervous manner. So shaky was

he that he could hardly pick up his change,

and the clerk had helped him with it. A

reference to a time-table showed that the

8.15 was the first train which it was possible

(or West to take after he had left the lady

about 7.30.

" Let us reconstruct, Watson," said Holmes,

after half an hour of silence. "I am not

aware that in all our joint researches we have

ever had a case which was more difficult to

get at. Every fresh advance which we make

only reveals a fresh ridge beyond. And yet

we have surely made some appreciable

progress.

" The effect of our inquiries at Woolwich

has in the main been against young Cadogan

West ; but the indications at the window

would lend themselves to a more favourable

hypothesis. Let us suppose, for example,

that he had been approached by some
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foreign agent. It might have been done

under such pledges as would have prevented

him from speaking of it, and yet would

have affected his thoughts in the direction

indicated by his emarks to his fiancee. Very

good. We will now suppose that as he went to

the theatre with the young lady he suddenly,

in the fog, caught a glimpse of this same

agent going in the direction of the office.

He was an impetuous man, quick in his

decisions. Everything gave way to his duty.

He followed the man, reached the window,

saw the abstraction of the documents, and

pursued the thief. In this way we get over

the objection that no one would take originals

when he could make copies. This out-

sider had to take originals. So far it holds

together."

" What is the next step ? "

" Then we come into difficulties. One

would imagine that under such circumstances

the first act of young Cadogan West would

be to seize the villain and raise the alarm.

Why did he not do so? Could it have been

an official superior who took the papers ?

That would explain West's conduct. Or

could the thief have given West the slip in

the fog, and West started at once to London

to head him off from his own rooms, pre-

suming that he knew where the rooms were ?

The call must have been very pressing, since

he left his girl standing in the fog, and made

no effort to communicate with her. Our

scent runs cold here, and there is a vast gap

between either hypothesis and the laying of

West's body, with seven papers in his pocket,

on the roof of a Metropolitan train. My

instinct now is to work from the other end.

If Mycroft has given us the list of addresses

we may be able to pick our man, and follow

two tracks instead of one."

Surely enough, a note awaited us at

Baker Street. A Government messenger

had brought it post-haste. Holmes glanced

at it and threw it over to me.

"There are numerous small fry, but few

who would handle so big an affair. The only

men worth considering are Adolph Meyer,

of 13, Great George Street, Westminster;

Louis La Rothiere, of Campden Mansions,

Notting Hill; and Hugo Oberstein, 13,

Caulfield Gardens, Kensington. The latter

was known to be in town on Monday, and is

now reported as having left. Glad to hear

you have seen some light. The Cabinet

awaits your final report with the utmost

anxiety. Urgent representations have arrived

from the very highest quarter. The whole

force of the State is at your back if you

should need it.â��Mycroft."

" I'm afraid," said Holmes, smiling, " that

all the Queen's horses and all the Queen's men

cannot avail in this matter." He had spread

out his big map of London, and leaned

eagerly over it. " Well, well," said he, presently,

with an exclamation of satisfaction, " things are

turning a little in our direction at last. Why,

Watson, I do honestly believe that we are

going to pull it off after all." He slapped

me on the shoulder with a sudden burst of

hilarity. " I am going out now. It is only

a reconnaissance. I will do nothing serious

without my trusted comrade and biographer

at my elbow. Do you stay here, and the

odds are that you will see me again in an

hour or two. If time hangs heavy get fools-

cap and a pen, and begin' your narrative of

how we saved the State."

I felt some reflection of his elation in my

own mind, for I knew well that he would

not depart so far from his usual austerity of

demeanour unless there was good cause for

exultation. All the long November evening

I waited, filled with impatience for his return.

At last, shortly after nine o'clock there arrived

a messenger with a note :â��

" Am dining at Goldini's Restaurant,

Gloucester Road, Kensington. Please come

at once and join me there. Bring with you

a jemmy, a dark lantern, a chisel, and a

revolver.â��S. H."

It was a nice equipment for a respectable

citizen to carry through the dim, fog-draped

streets. I stowed them all discreetly away in

my overcoat, and drove straight to the address

given. There sat my friend at a little round

table near the door of the garish Italian

restaurant.

" Have you had something to eat ? Then

join me in a coffee and cura<^oa. Try one

of the proprietor's cigars. They are less

poisonous than one would expect. Have

you the tools ? "

" They are here, in my overcoat."

" Excellent. Let me give you a short

sketch of what I have done, with some

indication of what we are about to do. Now

it must be evident to you, Watson, that this

young man's body was placed on the roof of

the train. That was clear from the instant

that I determined the fact that it was from

the roof and not from a carriage that he had

fallen."

" Could it not have been dropped from a

bridge ? "

" I should say it was impossible. If you

examine the roofs you will find that they are
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slightly rounded, and there is no railing

round them. Therefore, we can say for

certain that young Cadogan West was placed

on it."

" How could he be placed there ? "

" That was the question which we had to

answer. There is only one possible way. You

are aware that the Underground runs clear

of tunnels at some points in the West-end.

I had a vague memory that as I have

travelled by it I have occasionally seen

windows just above my head. Now, suppose

that a train halted under such a window,

would there be any difficulty in laying a body

upon the roof? "

" It seems most improbable."

"We must fall back upon the old axiom

that when all other contingencies fail, what-

ever remains, however improbable, must be

the truth. Here all other contingencies have

failed. When I found that the leading inter-

national agent, who had just left London,

lived in a row of houses which abutted upon

the Underground, I was so pleased that you

were a little astonished at my sudden frivolity."

" Oh, that was it, was it ? "

"Yes, that was it. Mr. Hugo Oberstein,

of 13, Caulfield Gardens, had become my ob-

jective. I began my operations at Glouces-

ter Road Station, where a very helpful

official walked with me along the track, and

allowed me to satisfy myself not only that the

back-stair windows of Caulfield Gardens open

on the line, but the even more essential fact

that, owing to the intersection of one of the

larger railways, the Underground trains are

frequently held motionless for some minutes

at that very spot."

"Splendid, Holmes ! You have got it !"

" So farâ��so far, Watson. We advance,

but the goal is afar. Well, having seen the

back of Caulfield Gardens, I visited the

front and satisfied myself that the bird was

indeed flown. It is a considerable house,

unfurnished, so far as I could judge, in the

upper rooms. Oberstein lived there with

a single valet, who was probably a con-

federate entirely in his confidence. We

must bear in mind that Oberstein has gone

to the Continent to dispose of his booty,

but not with any idea of flight; for he had

no reason to fear a warrant, and the idea of

an amateur domiciliary visit would certainly

never occur to him. Yet that is precisely

what we are about to make."

" Could we not get a warrant and legalize

it ? "

"Hardly on the evidence."

" What cap we hope to do ? "

" We cannot tell what correspondence may

be there."

" I don't like it, Holmes."

"My dear fellow, you shall keep watch in

the street. I'll do the criminal part. It's

not a time to stick at trifles. Think of

Mycroft's note, of the Admiralty, the Cabinet,

the exalted person who waits for news. We

are bound to go."

My answer was to rise from the table.

" You are right, Holmes. We are bound

to go."

He sprang up and shook me by the hand.

" I knew you would not shrink at the last,"

said he, and for a moment I saw something

in his eyes which was nearer to tenderness

than I had ever seen. The next instant he

was his masterful, practical self once more.

" It is nearly half a mile, but there is no

hurry. Let us walk," said he. " Don't drop

the instruments, I beg. Your arrest as a

suspicious character would be a most unfor-

tunate complication."

Caulfield Gardens was one of those lines

of flat-faced, pillared, and porticoed houses

which are so prominent a product of the

middle Victorian epoch in the West-end of

London. Next door there appeared to be a

children's party, for the merry buzz of young

voices and the clatter of a piano resounded

through the night. The fog still hung about

and screened us with its friendly shade.

Holmes had lit his lantern and flashed it

upon the massive door.

" This is a serious proposition," said he.

" It is certainly bolted as well as locked.

We would do better in the area. There is

an excellent archway down yonder in case a

too zealous policeman should intrude. Give

me a hand, Watson, and I'll do the same for

you."

A minute later we were both in the area.

Hardly had we reached the dark shadows

before the step of the policeman was heard

in the fog above. As its soft rhythm died

away Holmes set to work upon the lower

door. I saw him stoop and strain until with

a sharp crash it flew open. We sprang

through into the dark passage, closing the area

door behind us. Holmes led the way up the

curving, uncarpeted stair. His little fan of

yellow light shone upon a low window.

" Here we are, Watsonâ��this must be the

one." He threw it open, and as he did so

there was a low, harsh murmur, growing

steadily into a loud roar as a train dashed

past us in the darkness. Holmes swept his

light along the window-sill. It was thickly

coated with soot from the passing engines,
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but the black sur-

face was blurred

and rubbed in

places.

"You can see

where they rested

the body. Halloa,

Watson ! what is

this ? There can

be no doubt that

it is a blood

mark." He was

pointing to faint

disc o 1 o ra tions

along the wood-

work of the win-

dow. " Here it

is on the stone

of the stair also.

The demonstra-

tion is complete.

Let us stay here

until a train

We had not

long to wait. The

very next train

roared from the

tunnel as before,

but slowed in the

open, and then,

with a creaking of

brakes, pulled up

immediately be-

neath us. It was not four feet from the

window-ledge to the roof of the carriages.

Holmes softly closed the window.

" So far we are justified," said he. " What

do you think of it, Watson ? "

" A masterpiece. You have never risen to

a greater height."

" I cannot agree with you there. From

the moment that I conceived the idea of

the body being upon the roof, which surely

was not a very abstruse one, all the rest

was inevitable. If it were not for the

grave interests involved the affair up to

this point would be insignificant. Our diffi-

culties are still before us. But perhaps

we may find something here which may

help us."

We had ascended the kitchen stair and

entered the suite of rooms upon the first

floor. One was a dining-room, severely fur-

nished and containing nothing of interest.

A second was a bedroom, which also drew

blank. The remaining room appeared more

promising, and my companion settled down

to a systematic examination. It was littered

HALLOA, WATSON ! WHAT IS THIS?"

with books and papers, and was evidently

used as a study. Swiftly and methodi-

cally Holmes turned over the contents of

drawer after drawer and cupboard after cup-

board, but no gleam of success came to

brighten his austere face. At the end of

an hour he was no further than when he

started.

"The cunning dog has covered his tracks,"

said he. " He has left nothing to incriminate

him. His dangerous correspondence has

been destroyed or removed. This is our last

chance."

It was a small tin cash-box which stood

upon the writing-desk. Holmes prised it

open with his chisel. Several rolls of paper

were within, covered with figures and calcu-

lations, without any note to show to what

they referred. The recurring words, " Water

pressure " and " Pressure to the square inch "

suggested some possible relation to a sub-

marine. Holmes tossed them all impatiently

aside. There only remained an envelope

with some small newspaper slips inside it,

He shook them out on the table, and at once
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I saw by his eager face that his hopes had

been raised.

"What's this, Watson? Eh? What's

this ? Record of a series of messages in the

advertisements of a paper. Daily Telegraph

agony column by the print and paper. Right-

hand top corner of a page. No datesâ��but

messages arrange themselves. This must be

the first:â��

" ' Hoped to hear sooner. Terms agreed to.

Write fully to address given on card.â��Pierrot.'

" Next conies : ' Too complex for descrip-

tion. Must have full report. Stuff awaits

you when goods delivered.â��Pierrot.'

" Then comes : ' Matter presses. Must

withdraw offer unless contract completed.

Make appointment by letter. Will confirm

by advertisement.â��Pierrot.'

" Finally : ' Monday night after nine. Two

taps. Only ourselves. Do not be so sus-

picious. Payment in hard cash when goods

delivered.â��Pierrot.'

" A fairly complete record, Watson ! If we

could only get at the man at the other end !"

He sat lost in thought, tapping his fingers on

the table. Finally he sprang to his feet.

" Well, perhaps it won't be so difficult after

all. There is nothing more to be done here,

Watson. I think we might drive round

to the offices of the Daily Telegraph, and so

bring a good day's work to a conclusion."

Mycroft Holmes and Lestrade had come

round by appointment after breakfast next

day, and Sherlock Holmes had recounted to

them our proceedings of the day before.

The professional shook his head over our

confessed burglary.

" We can't do these things in the force,

Mr. Holmes," said he. " No wonder you

get results that are beyond us. But some of

these days you'll go too far, and you'll find

yourself and your friend in trouble."

" For England, home, and beautyâ��eh,

Watson? Martyrs on the altar of our

country. But what do you think of it,

Mycroft?"

" Excellent, Sherlock ! Admirable ! But

what use will you make of it ? "

Holmes picked up the Daily Telegraph

which lay upon the table.

" Have you seen Pierrot's advertisement

today ? "

" What! Another one ? "

" Yes, here it is : ' To-night. Same hour.

Same place. Two taps. Most vitally impor-

tant. Your own safety at stake.â��Pierrot.' "

" By George ! " cried Lestrade. " If he

answers that we've got him ! "

"That was my idea when I put it in. I

think if you could both make it convenient

to come with us about eight o'clock to Caul-

field Gardens we mipht possibly get a little

nearer to a solution."

One of the most remarkable characteristics

of Sherlock Holmes was his power of throw-

ing his brain out of action and switching all

his thoughts on to lighter things whenever

he had convinced himself that he could no

longer work to advantage. I remember that

during the whole of that memorable day he

lost himself in a monograph which he had

undertaken upon the Polyphonic Motets of

Lassus. For my own part I had none of

this power of detachment, and the day, in

consequence, appeared to be interminable.

The great national importance of the issue,

the suspense in high quarters, the direct

nature of the experiment which we were

trying, all combined to work upon my

nerves. It was a relief to me when at last,

after a light dinner, we set out upon our

expedition. Lestrade and Mycroft met us

by appointment at the outside of Gloucester

Road Station. The area door of Oberstein's

house had been left open the night before,

and it was necessary for me, as Mycroft

Holmes absolutely and indignantly declined

to climb the railings, to pass in and open the

hall door. By nine o'clock we were all seated

in the study, waiting patiently for our man.

An hour passed and yet another. When

eleven struck, the measured beat of the great

church clock seemed to sound the dirge of

our hopes. Lestrade and Mycroft were

fidgeting in their seats and looking twice a

minute at their watches. Holmes sat silent

and composed, his eyelids half shut, but

every sense on the alert. He raised his

head with a sudden jerk.

" He is coming," said he.

There had been a furtive step past the

door. Now it returned. We heard a

shuffling sound outside, and then two sharp

taps with the knocker. Holmes rose,

motioning to us to remain seated. The

gas in the hall was a mere point of light. He

opened the outer door, and then as a dark

figure slipped past him he closed and fastened

it "This way! "we heard him say, and a

moment later our man stood before us.

Holmes had followed him closely, and as the

man turned with a cry of surprise and alarm

he caught him by the collar and threw him

back into the room. Before our prisoner

had recovered his balance the door was shut

and Holmes standing with his back against
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*DEFORB OUR rKISONKK HAD RECOVERED HIS BALANCE THE DOOR WAS SHUT AND HOLMES STANDING

WITH HIS BACK AGAINST IT."

it. The man glared round him, staggered,

and fell senseless upon the floor. With the

shock, his broad-brimmed hat flew from his

head, his cravat slipped down from his lips,

and there was the long light beard and the

soft, handsome, delicate features of Colonel

Valentine Walter.

Holmes gave a whistle of surprise.

" You can write me down an ass this time,

Watson," said he. " This was not the bird

that I was looking for."

" VVho is he ? " asked Mycroft, eagerly.

"The younger brother of the late Sir

James Walter, the head of the Submarine

Department. Yes, yes; I see the fall of the

cards. He is coming to. I think that you

had best leave his examination to me."

We had carried the prostrate body to the

sofa. Now our prisoner sat up, looked round

him with a horror-stricken face, and passed

his hand over his forehead, like one who can-

not believe his own senses.

" What is this ? " he asked. " I came

here to visit Mr. Oberstein."

" Everything is known, Colonel Walter,"

said Holmes. " How an English gentleman

could behave in such a manner is beyond

my comprehension. But your whole corre-
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spondence and relations with Oberstein are

within our knowledge. So also are the cir-

cumstances connected with the death of

young Cadogan West. Let me advise you

to gain at least the small credit for repentance

and confession, since there are still some

details which we can only learn from your

lips."

The man groaned and sank his face in his

hands. We waited, but he was silent.

"I can assure you," said Holmes, "that

every essential is already known. We know

that you were pressed for money; that you

took an impress of the keys which your

brother held; and that you entered into

a correspondence with Oberstein, who

answered your letters through the advertise-

ment columns of the Daily Telegraph. We

are aware that you went down to the office in

the fog on Monday night, but that you were

seen and followed by young Cadogan West,

who had probably some previous reason to

suspect you. He saw your theft, but could

not give the alarm, as it was just possible that

you were taking the papers to your brother'in

London. Leaving all his private concerns,

like the good citizen that he was, he followed

you closely in the fog, and kept at your heels

until you reached this very house. There he

intervened, and then it was, Colonel Walter,

that to treason you added the more terrible

crime of murder."

" I did not! I did not! Before God I

swear that I did not!" cried our wretched

prisoner.

"Tell us, then, how Cadogan West met

his end before you laid him upon the roof

of a railway carriage."

" I will. I swear to you that I will. I did

the rest. I confess it. It was just as you

say. A Stock Exchange debt had to be

paid. I needed the money badly. Oberstein

offered me five thousand. It was to save

myself from ruin. But as to murder, I am

as innocent as you."

" What happened, then?"

" He had his suspicions before, and he

followed me as you describe. I never knew

it until I was at the very door. It was thick

fog, and one could not see three yards. I

had given two taps and Oberstein had come

to the door. The young man rushed up and

demanded to know what we were about to

do with the papers. Oberstein had a short

life-preserver. He always carried it with him.

As West forced his way after us into the

house Oberstein struck him on the head.

The blow was a fatal one. He was dead

within five minutes. There he lay in the

hall, and we were at our wits' end what

to do. Then Oberstein had this idea about

the trains which halted under his back

window. But first he examined the papers

which I had brought. He said that three

of them were essential, and that he must

keep them. ' You cannot keep them,'

said I. ' There will be a dreadful row at

Woolwich if they are not returned.' ' I

must keep them,' said he, 'for they are so

technical that it is impossible in the time to

make copies.' ' Then they must all go back

together to-night,' said I. He thought for a

little, and then he cried out that he had it.

' Three I will keep,' said he. ' The others

we will stuff into the pocket of this young

man. When he is found the whole business

will assuredly be put to his account.' I could

see no other way out of it, so we did as he

suggested. We waited half an hour at the

window before a train stopped. It was so

thick that nothing could be seen, and we

had no difficulty in lowering West's body on

to the train. That was the end of the matter

so far as I was concerned."

" And your brother ? "

" He said nothing, but he had caught me

once with his keys, and I think that he

suspected. I read in his eyes that he

suspected. As you know, he never held up

his head again."

There was silence in the room. It was

broken by Mycroft Holmes.

" Can you not make reparation ? It would

ease your conscience, and possibly your

punishment."

" What reparation can I make ? "

" Where is Oberstein with the papers ? "

" I do not know."

" Did he give you no address ?"

" He said that letters to the Hotel du

Louvre, Paris, would eventually reach him."

" Then reparation is still within your

power," said Sherlock Holmes.

" I will do anything I can. I owe this

fellow no particular good-will. He has been

my ruin and my downfall."

" Here are paper and pen. Sit at this desk

and write to my dictation. Direct the

envelope to the address given. That is right.

Now the letter: ' Dear Sir,â��With regard to

our transaction, you will no doubt have

observed by now that one essential detail is

missing. I have a tracing which will make

it complete. This has involved me in extra

trouble, however, and I must ask you for a

further advance of five hundred pounds. I

will not trust it to the post, nor will I take

anything but gold or notes. I would come to
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you abroad, but it would

excite remark if I left

the country at present.

Therefore 1 shall expect

to meet you in the smok-

ing room of the Charing

Cross Hotel at noon on

Saturday. Remember

that only English notes

or gold will be taken.'

That will do very well.

I shall be very much sur-

prised if it does not fetch

our man."

is a

that

nation

much

inter-

public

Ober-

And it did ! It

matter of history â��

secret history of a

which is often so

more intimate and

esting than its

chronicles â�� that

stein, eager to

complete the

coup of his life-

time, came to

the lure and was

safely engulfed

for fifteen years

in a British

prison. In his

trunk were found

the invaluable

Bruce - Partington

plans, which he

had put up for

auction in all the

naval centres of

Europe.

Colonel Walter

died in prison

towards the end

of the second year

of his sentence.

As to Holmes,

he returned re-

freshed to his

monograph upon

the Polyphonic Motets of Lassus, which has

since been printed lor private circulation, and

is said by experts to be the last word upon

the subject. Some weeks afterwards I learned

incidentally that my friend spent a day at

Windsor, whence he returned with a remark-

ably fine emerald tie-pin. When I asked him

if he had bought it, he answered that it was a

THAT WAS THK END I

I'HE MATTKK.

present from a certain gracious lady in whose

interests he had once been fortunate enough

to carry out a small commission. He said

no more ; but I fancy that I could guess at

that lady's august name, and I have little

doubt that the emerald pin will for ever

recall to my friend's memory the adventure

of the Bruce-Partington plans.

Vol. jtixvL-89.
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By ADELINA PATTI (Baroness Cederstrom).

In this article, written expressly for "ThÂ« Strand Magazine,'' he greatest singer of this or any other age

furnishes the world with a few charming fragments of that autobiography which has been awaited with eager and

universal interest for so long. Although born in 1843, the Baroness Cederstrom only retired fr m her profession

two years ago, having amassed a great fortune by her art. She has dwelt for many years at her princely castle

and estate of Craig y Nos, in Wales. Her wonderful voice is still occasionally heard in the cause of charity.

Only last month the Baroness sang at Father Bernard Vaughan s concert at Albert Hall. London.

Supposing I thought that the prevailing

fault in musical criticism in the present day

is ignorance -that most of the critics cannot

discriminate a good singing style from a bad

one, how could I tell the world so ? How-

could 1 say that critics are influenced by

what pleases them at the moment, perhaps by

a good dinner or by pleasant surroundings ?

It may be that they do not always stop to

reflect that the style of singing they encourage

may exert a very evil effect on young vocalists

and establish generally a false standard of

excellence ; and, if so, how could I write and

not speak of all this? Whenever I go to hear

one of the new school who is so full of

acrobati and vocal fireworks I really almost

feel tempted to say to him or her, " My dear,

you have beautiful furniture, you have pretty

curtains at the windows, and charming

pictures, but, ma foi, you have no house to

put them all in!" One goes nowadays so often

SAI.VATOBK I'ATTI. CATHERINE CHIKSA.

From Miniature) (THE PARENTS OK ADELINA PATTI.) [â��( Cram y M*

And then what would happen ? Some of to the opera to be fed on sweets, sweets,

my friends would be offended at my plain- sweets ! How one longs for something more

speaking, and perhaps rebuke me for my substantial, for, believe me, in music as in

temerity. And the criticsâ��ah, what would life man cannot live by sweets alone.

ve critics say ? I always say to my young friends, not

OR many years past my friends

all over the world have been

urging me to write my reminis-

cences. In truth, to them it

must seem a very simple thing

to sit down at leisure with a

pen in one's hand and write of the people

one has seen and known, and the experiences

one has enjoyed. But to me it is not at

all so simple. I fear I should not be

content with a mere chronicle of what has

happened to me, and how kind the great

musical public all over the world has been

to me. That would not be enough ; I

fear I should not stop there. 1 should want

to express my opinions on artâ��the art

that is as dear to me as life itselfâ��to reveal

to the world what the experience of sixty

years has taught me of the value of

our modern musical culture, of critics and

criticism, of this or that school of singing.
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IN PRIVATE LIFE.

Can you shake ? Can you trill ? Can

you imitate a lark or a mocking bird ?

butâ��Can you sing a simple ballad in

honest, straightforward fashion, such a

ballad, for example, as " Home, Sweet

Home"? That is the real test. A

great many people think so much rests

with the words, the sentiment of that

song, no matter how it is sung. Of

course, association counts for a great

deal. But I shall never forget that at

Buenos Ayres I sang " Home, Sweet

Home" to an audience which did not

understand a word of English, yet an

audience with, as I was told afterwards,

the tears running down their faces, and

which demanded it again and again.

But, there, you see now some of the

difficulties I should have to surmount

in writing my autobiography. As to

the leading events of my career, I am

sure my friends are not likely to let

the world forget them, I see them in

print so often ; and I myself am in as

little danger, from the multitude of

tangible souvenirs which greet my eyes

on every hand at Craig y Nos.

In a cabinet in my boudoir my glance

often rests on two beautiful miniatures of

my parents in their youth. My mother

was a well-known Roman singer, Cathe-

rine Chiesa, who, when she was but

fifteen years of age, married her teacher,

Signor Barili. Her second husband was

Salvatore Patti, a member of an old

family in Catania, Sicily. There is a

commune called Patti to this day, which

was formerly the seat of his family. He

was not a professional singer, nor had

any member of his family ever had any

connection with the stage; but as the

possessor of a beautiful voice he was

drawn, like the great Mario, into a

musical career.

In 1843, the year of my birth, my

parents arrived in Madrid to sing in

opera, and there on the igth February

I was born. Afterwards my parents

returned to Italy for three years, and

then, taking the younger members of

their family with them, set sail for New

York, where I remained until I was six-

teen. There I went to school, and was

also taught by my private teacher, who

0 f*
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MADAME PATTI IN THE SECOND ACT Of

Painted by SttinhardL
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MADAME ADELINA PATTJ WITH Hfc.K KATHKK, bISl LK, AND liKOTHEK.

always accompanied me on my tours. My

earliest recollections are associated with the

trials and triumphs of my parents on the stage.

Once when I was only six years of age I

remember decking myself out in one of my

mother's stage dresses. 1 then ranged all

my dolls on a row of chairs in front of me

to represent an audience, and was dancing

and singing and occa-

sionally interjecting a

"Brava, Adelina!"

when lo, the door

opened and my mother

appeared. She was not

alone ; with her were

two famous fellow-

artistes, Sontag and

Alboni. I can remem-

ber Alboni's great sur-

prise at my voice and

her telling my mother

that I would be a great

singer some day.

But that some day

seemed so far distant

that, child as I was, I

resolved to take matters

in my own hands and

help my dear father and

mother out of their diffi-

culties. I can still see

my father's troubled,

tear-dimmed face as he said to me: " No,

little one, what you ask is impossible."

Even when a* last he gave in and con-

sented to my making a first appearance in

public, a prima donna of seven summers

must have struck the habitues of Niblo's

Garden, New York, as an odd phenomenon.

After I had sung in " Una Voce," and while

the people were clapping

and waving their hand-

kerchiefs, I remember

my dear father catching

me up in his arms and

kissing me, and my

mother petting me as

if I had done something

very wonderful indeed.

My father was present

at all my early successes,

and it was a source of

great pride and pleasure

to me to know that I

had done something to

retrieve the fortunes of

my family and to fulfil

their expectations of me

as a singer.

In later years my

mother went to live in

Rome, leaving my father

and M. Strakosch to

accompany me on my

Madame PATTl's mother. [Photograph.
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European tours ; but we enjoyed periodical

reunions, usually at Paris. This picture

before me is a memento of one of those

family reunions.

It is of my father in his old age, my sister,

my brother, and my-

self. I have also my

mother's portrait,

taken about the time

of my first professional

appearance in Ma-

drid, my birthplace.

At that time there

was no railway going

direct to the Spanish

capital, but at Bay-

onne we had to take

a carriage over the

Pyrenees. The agita-

tion I felt over my

debut in my native

town may easily be

imagined. For days

before our arrival all

the places at the

opera-house had been

bought up. But it

turned out a great

successâ��greater than

I could have hoped

for. Queen Isabella,

who honoured my

debut with her pre-

sence, afterwards sent

for me, together with

my father, and we

had a long informal

chat, in the course of

which she addressed

me as her "dear

countrywoman," just

as the Empress

Eugenie had done

when I first sang in

Paris.

It was at Madrid,

at the close of a gala

night, that, to my

astonishment, two

hundred beautiful

canaries were, at a signal, released and

fluttered towards me. Each was adorned

with a coloured bow at its throat, and made

a wondrously beautiful spectacle. I managed

to capture two of these charming little song-

sters and press them to my lips. This was

not all of my triumph. The Duke of Alba

presented me from his box with a beautiful

wreath, while the Countess Montijo, the

MAKIE ANTOINB1 IKS CHATK
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Empress Eugenie's mother, threw me an

exquisite bouquet, and the members of the

Jockey Club launched on the stage twelve

laurel1 wreaths made of velvet and satin leaves

with golden berries. So, you see, I had no

reason to complain

of my reception in

Madrid. I have had,

perhaps, more tumul

tuous receptions else-

where, but never, I

think, any which

touched me more.

My dear father's hap-

piness was very great.

On my benefit night

the Queen gave me

a splendid cameo

brooch, surrounded

by forty large pearls,

and before my de-

parture overwhelmed

me with her praise

of my singing.

Later on I again

saw Her Majesty,

when travelling by

train in Spain, on the

occasion of the wheels

of the compartment

in which I was travel-

ling taking fire, when

she graciously asked

me if I would trans-

fer myself and belong-

ings to her own pri-

vate carriages on the

train in which she

was travelling in the

same direction.

I think my father

would have enjoyed

the cordial greetings

his daughter received

on her return to New

York as well as the

many tokens of my

triumphs there and

elsewhere in that

New World associ-

ated with my early youth. One of the tributes

took the form of naming a gold mine after

me, and the presentation to me of some

of the first nuggets. But the time was at

hand when I was to lose my father. I was

singing in the " Figlia del Reggimento " at

Hamburg in the summer of 1869, when they

brought me a message from Paris telling me

that my father was no more. I was over-

LAINE â��PRESENTED BY THE

NEW YORK.
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whelmed with grief, for I had lost not only

a father, but a close and dear friend.

I was in London with my husband,

the Marquis de Caux, when the Franco-

Prussian War broke out, but my sister

Amalia and her husband were in Paris at

that critical time, and naturally I became

very anxious concerning their safety. Fancy

my relief when I heard that their apartments

had actually been visited by the soldiers,

who, seeing my portrait on the walls, made

inquiry, and, finding that the apartments

belonged to me, departed peacefully.

About this time my life was suddenly

darkened by a despatch from Rome an-

nouncing my mother's death.

On my first appearance in Moscow an

exciting event occurred. Just previous to

going on to the platform I approached the

cheval glass in my dressing-room to arrange

the blossoms in my hair, when the long

muslin skirts I was wearing suddenly caught

fire from a spirit-lamp,

the presence of

mind to keep per-

fectly sti-11 whilst

those in the room

extinguished the

flames with rugs and

shawls.

The danger was

over and I naturally

felt upset, but man-

aged to make my

appearance and sing

my role in the usual

way. However, on

returning to the

dressing - room the

extra excitement

was too much, and

caused me to taint.

The news of the

mishap spread

quickly, and the

manager, with the

artistes, came and

congratulated me

on my escape, and

Fortunately, I had

GOLD COFFEE CUP AND SAUCER, SET WITH PRECIOUS STONES,

PRESENTED DY THE PEOPLE OF MOSCOW.

there arose a contention for the pieces of

muslin the fire had spared, which were carried

off as trophies.

As a farewell gift, after the concerts, the

people of Moscow presented me with a

richly-gilt silver tea-service. On my second

visit to the city the Muscovites presented

me with five diamond stars and two coffee

cups and saucers of massive gold inlaid with

precious stones.

Another Moscow souvenir I cherish greatly

is a gold wreath given to me by the Grand

Duke Vladimir on the occasion of my singing

in aid of the wounded Russian soldiers in

the year 1904.

Amongst other souvenirs from Russia I

have also a beautiful fan from the Emperor.

In the course of my long career I have

met nearly all the great figures in all depart-

ments of life â�� Rings, statesmen, soldiers,

authorsâ��but it is of great composers and

great singers that I cherish the dearest

memories. I still keep the souvenirs given

me by Rossini,

Verdi, Gounod,

Meyerbeer, Biilow,

and the rest, but

Rossini was my

earliest and dearest

friend. I was not

yet twenty, in 1863,

when the maestro

gave a great dinner-

party in Paris to sig-

nalize my departure

for Vienna, at which

many celebrated

persons were pre-

sent. On the right

of the maestro sat

" Pattina," as he in-

sisted on calling me

from the very first

day of our acquaint-

ance, while on my

other hand sat a

charming and witty

man who, I could

not help observing,
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ate nothing, but

seemed in excellent

spirits. This was the

famous composer,

Auber, whose custom,

Rossini told me, it

was to partake of food

only once a day, and

that only by rule.

How different was the

case with poor, dear

Rossini, who was a

confirmed gourmet,

preferring the Italian

style of cooking, and

always doing ample

justice to our national

macaroni!

It was at Rossini's

house that I met

Meyerbeer, who used

to call on me fre-

quently, and if I hap-

pened not to be at

home he would sit down and wait for my return,

amusing himself meanwhile by reading the

newspapers. Afterwards I would find a heap

of newspapers, the margins of which were

covered with his written comments and notes.

As for Rossini, when he called and found

nobody in the drawing-room, he would

announce himself in quite an original fashion

by playing on the piano, with one finger,

the old French air, 'J'ai du tabac dans

ma tabatiere.' When my ear caught that

I knew exactly who was in the drawing-

room, and instantly went down to greet

GOLD WREATH PRESENTED BV GRAND DUKE VLADIMIR.

him. Once he brought

me a precious gift. It

was a large parcel,

and I was naturally

very curious to know

what was inside. He

opened it himself and

handed me the con-

tents with great cere-

mony â�� a piece of

Parmesan cheese he

had just received

from Pesaro !

Afterwards, when I

first came to make my

home in England, I

took a charming little

house in Clapham

Park, and to this I

gave the name of

Rossini Villa. It

quickly became the

rendezvous of famous

people in the world

of music and literature. Here came the

composer, Balfe, whose gaiety of spirits made

him the life of the company; Mario and

Grisi, and a host of others.

I shall never forget the shock I suffered

at Rossini's death, nor the eagerness with

which I desired to pay a last tribute of respect

and gratitude to his memory, by singing at

his funeral at the Eglise de Sainte Trinite.

A magnificent performance of his own

" Stabat Mater" had been arranged, and

when Alboni and I sang the duet, " Quid est

homo," I was told that loud sobs could be
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heard vibrating

throughout the

church. I was

as much moved

as any.

Among several

gold wreaths I

possess there is

one to remind

me of my Vienna

dibul'm 1863. It

is also a memo-

rial of my twen-

tieth birthday. I

took leave of

Rossini and my

Parisian friends

and arrived in

the Austrian

capital for the

first time, only

to find that

public curiosity

was very keen

concerning me,

and that great

things were ex-

pected from the

debutante of Lon-

don and Paris.

Naturally I was

nervous, and as

if my nervousness were not enough I caught a cold

which kept me to my bed for three days. For a

time I thought I should not be able to sing on the

opening night. I had to face a phalanx of eminent

critics, and I had heard that not all of the audience

which packed the Karl Theater from floor to

ceiling were disposed to be wholly friendly.

But my alarms proved to be needless ; I even

succeeded in the andante "A non credea," where

the least hoarseness would be detected, as it must

be sung all through mezza-voce.

I remember trembling a little when I got to the

upper Fâ��that is all. Then, as the roses came

pelting over the footlights until the stage was

literally carpeted, to my surprise this massive wreath

of gold was handed to me â�� for my birthday ! And

all the time I had supposed the day was a secret,

and I was anxious to get back home to celebrate

my birthday supper in the bosom of my family.

I was asked lately if I remembered Hans von

AUTOGKArHED PORTRAIT OF VERDI.

Biilow. I was stopping at War-

saw, on my way from St. Peters

burg to Vienna, arriving at the

hotel at five o'clock in the

morning. Sleep had just visited

my eyelids when an overpower

ing noise emanated from the

next room. -It was a piano being

pounded in all keys by a hand

of iron, first slowly, and then

with furious rapidity. A good

deal alarmed, I sprang out of

bed and stared helplessly at the

wall through which came th-se

sounds of the inferno. It was

decided that an appeal ad

misertcordiam should be made to

the mad virtuoso, and a message

was accordingly conveyed from

1BD PORTRAIT OF MR. GLADSTONE.

" a sick lady who had only just arrived "

begging for a respite until eight o'clock.

Instantly the portentous sounds of earth-

quake ceased, and we managed to

INSCRIPTION WRITTEN UY GOUNOD ON HIS PRESENTATION FHOTOGRAIH,
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snatch a brief slumber. The Marquis

having sent in his card to the peace-dis-

turber by way of acknowledgment, a few

moments later a gentleman made his appear-

ance to inquire after the state of his neigh-

bour's health. He turned out to be Von

Billow. " I am sorry I disturbed you," he

said, calmly, " but it has been my custom

for many years to run over my scales every

morning from six to eight, even when I have

performed at a concert the previous evening."

Gounod, of whom I have many pleasant

recollections, once sent me an autographed

photograph of himself after I had sung the

part of Juliette in his opera, " Romeo and

Juliette," inscribed, " To my charming and

illustrious friend, Adelina Patti Nicolini, as

a souvenir of her glorious incarnation of

Juliette at the opera.â��Ch. Gounod."

Of the great Englishmen I have met I

was vastly impressed by Mr. Gladstone.

Once in the midst of one of his strenu-

ous political campaigns he came to hear

me at Edinburgh, and alterwards ap-

peared on the stage to thank me for the

pleasure my singing had given him. He

mentioned that he was greatly troubled

with a cold, so I ventured to recom-

mend some lozenges which 1 had found

useful. That night I sent him a box

of these lozenges, and got from the great

statesman a delightful little note, which

I still treasure, in which he says: "I am

afraid that the use of your lozenges will

not make me your rival. ' Voce quastanto

d' ottajit' anni non si recupera.'" He

then went on to pay me the following

great compliment: " It was a rare treat

to hear from your Italian lips last night

the songs of my own tongue, rendered

with a delicacy of modulation and a

fineness of utterance such as no native

ever in my hearing has reached or even

approached."

Hut if my head could be turned by

compliments I fear it would have been

turned long ago. Once a lady came

especially from London to hear me sing

in the oratorio, at the Birmingham

Ik"..

SIGNED PORTRAIT OF H.M. QUEEN ISABELLA OF SPAIN.

Vol. xxxvi.â��90
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Musical Festival, for she doubted whether

"the little nightingale," as I was called, could

manage sacred music.

After the performance this lady, herself a

celebrated oratorio singer of world - wide

renown, sent me a message, through

M. Costa, expressing intense admiration of

the masterly rendering of the oratorio. This

dictum and praise

coming from

Jenny Lind her-

self gave me, as

you may suppose,

the utmost plea-

sure.

Perhaps that

which touched

me most was

that which His

Majesty King

Edward, when

Prince of Wales,

paid me. It was

at a dinner to the

Duke of York

and Princess

May, just pre-

vious to their

marriage, the

host being Mr.

Alfred Roth-

schild, one of my

oldest friends.

There were many

Royalties and

disti nguished

persons present,

and I was chat-

ting away gaily,

when the Prince,

to my surprise,

proposed the

health of his "old

and valued friend,

Mme. Patti." He

then went on to

tell the company

that he had first

heard me in New York, as long ago as i860,

in " Martha," and ever since then his own

attendance at what he called my " victories

in the realm of song" were his pleasantest

memories. Another pleasant incident was in

St. Petersburg, when, after having sung at the

Court Concert, the grandmother of the pre-

sent Czar brought down her grandchildren,

including the Grand Dukes Sergius, Vladimir,

and Paul, to kiss me, so that they might

say in after life that they had kissed

"the famous Mme. Patti." Now, wasn't that

nice ?

In London one year, when the season was

unusually long, I well remember an amusing

incident connected with the then Prince of

Wales, now King Edward VII.

His Royal Highness having been persuaded

that jealous feelings would be aroused in

the breasts of

rival prime donne

if they sang the

wrangling trio

from "II Matri-

monio Segreto,"

thought of having

a joke at their

expense, and so

caused Lucca,

Nilsson, and my-

self to receive an

invitation to sing

that piece. I,

however, believed

I could guess the

Prince's inten-

tion,and arranged

a counter - plot

with my col-

leagues which

succeeded per-

fectly.

At the matinee

at Marlborough

House we three

con s p i ra tor s

drawled out the

trio with such

mournful, stolid

faces that the

whole audience,

with their humor-

ous and Royal

host at their

head, stared

dumbfounded at

the automatic

trio.

On my return

from Vienna to London I had the honour of

a command to go to Windsor Castle, and of

singing for the first time before Her Majesty

the late Queen Victoria, who, since the death

of her Royal consort, had not appeared at

any public entertainment. Amongst the othei

items I sang " Home, Sweet Home," which

delighted Her Majesty, and she presented

me with a valuable brooch with my initials

on it, and also another butterfly brooch in

sapphires and diamonds.

SIGNED PORTRAIT OF II. M. THE QUEEN OF PORTUGAL.
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I could not enumerate all the Royal

personages who have graciously honoured

me with their friendship, but as for reigning

Queens, I profoundlyadmire Queen Alexandra

of my adopted country and Queen Elena of

my Fatherland, whose portraits

now before me recall so much

charm and kindness.

Amongst the gifts I am

proudest of is

the splendid

casket con-

taining the

freedom of

the city of

Brecon. I

love Wales

and 1 love the

Welsh people,

and this is the

tangible re-

minder that

this love I

have borne

them for so

many years is

returned.

Some of my

friends of a

very practical

turn of mind

occasionally

ask me what is the good of having the

freedom of a city, and I tell them it means

that I pay nothing for anything in the good

city of Breconâ��that whenever I like I can

become its honoured guest. My husband

once suggested playfully that I should order

all my dresses there instead of in Paris.

But perhaps the corpora-

tion of Brecon would

object to this.

Now that I have plenty

of time for reflection I am

intensely amused at the

wonder of which I am the

object. People wonder at

what they are pleased to

call my perpetual youth,

and they wonder how I

manage to kill time here

at my castle in far - off

Wales, away from society

and social excitements.

Such shoals of letters I

CASKET CONTAINING THE FREEDOM OK THE CITY OK BRECON.

receive, begging me to tell them the secret

of my voice, my complexion, my figure, my

animal spirits. They pledge their word that,

if I will only tell them all, it will be held

inviolable. As if there was any secret,

unless temperance in all

things is a secret ! I never

strain my voice, I avoid

all pastries and rich dishes,

and I am a

slave to no-

thing; I

endeavour to

cultivate con-

tent. As for

my supposed

idleness, I

rarely know an

idle moment.

I love to man-

age my own

house, to call

upon my

neighbours,

to entertain

my friendsâ��

M. Jean de

Reszke and

his charming

wife have just

travelled all

the way to

visit me â�� to practise scales, and what is

left over is devoted to reading and needle-

work. I do not feel the latter is quite

time thrown away, for one of my pieces

of embroidery was recently exhibited in

public and sold for the benefit of charity,

and I have truly revelled in embroider-

ing many of the chairs

at Craig y Nos with my

own hand. And I still

continue to sing occasion-

ally for charity.

One word more. Do not

think I take the kindness

of the world and the many

honours I have received as

paid simply to myself. I

know it is only a tribute to

the gift God has given me,

end that in taking care

of myself I have only

cherished that which He

has placed in my keeping.

MADAME ADELINA PATTI AT THE

PRESENT DAY.
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BY MORLEY KOBI

JF only I d had an adventure

of my own, I'd write it," said

the editor of the Piccadilly

Magazine, gloomily.

"Well, it couldn't be

worse than these," replied

Mivart, the assistant editor, meaning to be

polite. But Pegram, his chief, snorted and

went on with his loathsome work.

They were late in the office, and besides

themselves there was no one in the building

but O'Flanagan, the porter, and his wife.

Outside the rain pattered and the rising wind

howled almost as lugubriously as the Picca-

dilly's office Tom, who courted upon the leads

the official cat of the Cambrian. The

atmosphere inside was thick, and not the less

so because Pegram, who rarely used unortho-

dox language till making up day, was hunting

through a pile of stories, sent to him by an

agent, for one good enough to make a feature

of in the Summer Number. Mivart, seated

in the next room, was engaged on a batch

contributed singly by such as may come from

Peckham but will never reach Parnassus, and

have not even reached so neir it as to inspire

any agent with the hope of ten per cent.

Sometimes Pegram said " Pish ! " as he threw

a manuscript upon the floor, and occasionally

Mivart muttered '"Tosh!" as he did the same.

" I'm getting desperate," said Mivart,

through the open door.

" 1 am desperate now," retorted Pegram.

"There's no spelling in half my lot," said

Mivart.

" There's nothing but spelling in mine,"

said Pegram. " Are all the lively writers

paralyzed, or have they retired on their ill-

gotten gains ? All I want is a yarn with

some go in it, some characters remotely

human, and writing which suggests that the

author has at least once in his life seen a real

man of letters."

"You want a precious lot," grumbled

Mivart. " You'll never get the three at once."

" I must," said Pegram, "and I will."

" I wish I could write," murmured Mivart,

as he slung another story on his pile.

" I wish to heavens you could," said

Pegram, bitterly, perhaps too bitterly, for

Mivart retorted : â��

" Well, you can't, either."

" 1 can," said Pegram, as he lighted a

cigarette. " I'm sure I can. But I've had

no experience. Never had an adventure in

my life ! For two pins I'd sling the Piccadilly

and go to Texas. But don't talk. I've got

ten more ditches to wade through."

" I've got twenty," said Mivart; "and I'll

bet my boots there's nothing but ditch water

in the lot."
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" Well," said Pegram, striking the desk

with the palm of his hand, " I'd give any-

thing in reason, or out of reason, for a real

good rattling adventure story with something,

I don't care what, that was fresh in it."

" You would, would you ?" said a loud

voice behind him. " Then why the dickens

did you reject ' How I Escaped from Han

well' ? "

The door clicked as the stranger spoke,

and Pegram, turning round in a marvellous

hurry, saw a very tall, thin man lock the door

and put the key in his pocket.

"Who â�� why â�� what?" said the editor,

fiercely, but before lie could say anything

else, and before Mivart understood what had

happened, the intruder jumped at Pegram

and fell with him across the desk. Forty

manuscripts and typescripts fell upon the

floor, the inkpot followed them, and Pegram

with his new acquaintance did the same.

For the desk promptly went to pieces, and

Pegram found himself almost in the fireplace,

with the long man grabbing his throat.

" I'll teach you to reject a story like that,"

said the stranger, in a horrid scream.

" Help, Mivart, help ! " roared Pegram,

while he could still speak ; and Mivart,

coming to his senses, ran in armed with a

ruler.

" I'll kill the pair of you," said the

stranger. He gave Pegram's throat a very

disagreeable squeeze, bounded to his feet,

grabbed Mivart by the collar, and hurled him

across the editor. He seemed as strong as

the most disagreeable novel of the year, and

few things were stronger than that. His eyes

bolted from his head, and were most un-

pleasant to see within six inches of one's

own, as Pegram felt. For some thirty

seconds after Mivart landed across his chief

and the stranger fell upon the pair of them,

there was a remarkable blind skirmish. No

one could see anything, on account of the

ancient dust which filled the whole room.

Not even a mathematician and bacteri-

ologist rolled together could have estimated

the pathogenic germs to the cubic centimetre

of space, but the meanest intelligence among

the unlearned would have come to the con-

clusion that there was trouble of an unusual

nature in the office. For Mivart was not

weak, and Pegram, having recovered from

his surprise and filled his lungs, was really

very strong. The two editors got to their

feet, grabbed each other and the intruder,

and waltzed without music, but to the

accompaniment of highly unpoetic words,

three times round the room. Another desk

was smashed , a large table, loaded with

papers, which was weak on its legs, gave way

with a bang; someone put his elbow through

a window, and someone else knocked away

the supports of some pigeon-holes. Mivart

got a severe blow in the eve, which made

him very angry, and he hit out blindlyâ��â� 

which was natural, as he could not seeâ��

and nearly knocked Pegram over. Pegram,

who was very cross by now, though he

had remarkable self-control when dealing

with printers and even with poets, let go and

banged Mivart's head against the head of the

writer of " How I Escaped from Hanwell."

Then, as luck and the dust would have it,

the new writer struck Mivart just as Mivart

struck Pegram, which was exactly at the same

moment that Pegram got in a real beauty

on the new contributor. The result of this

was that they all landed in different parts of

the room, Mivart being close to the bell.

Though he had not kept his legs he still kept

his head, and rang the bell, hoping to bring

up O'Flanagan, who had a reputation as a

fighter of which Mrs. O'Flanagan was very

proud, seeing that it helped her to speak the

truth to her neighbours. But the interval

for refreshment was short. It seemed as if

nothing could destroy the new man's energy.

Though his head had gone through a cup-

board, he rose with a yell and unabated

ardour as O'Flanagan came bounding upstairs.

It was not so much the bell as a piece of

window-glass which had fallen on him while

he held up the outside wall that brought him

so quickly.

" Phwat is ut ? " toared O Flanagan, when

he found the door locked ''Oh, phwat is

ut?"

" Burst the door in ! " shrieked Mivart, as

he hurled the inkpot at the advancing foe.

" There's a madman here !

Mivart thought latet that this was no in-

ducement for an ordinary man to interfere

in the proceedings, but then O Flanagan was

Irish. He hurled himself against the door

just as the inkpot, having missed its mark,

went through the window, while Mivart

dodged a blow from a table-leg with which

the madman was armed Pegram, now

remembering that in his unadventurous life

he had yet essayed the adventures of foot

ball, tackled the man low down, and they all

went over with a crash that loosened the

plaster of the room beneath, just as O'Flan-

agan, in his second attempt, came through

the door like a mad bull through a gate. He

was met by the unexhausted and inexhaustible

stranger, who was once more on his feet, and,
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having been caught by his extended wrist

and the slack of his jacket, went with a crash

on the top of Mivart and the editor. The

interloper calmed down when he had done

this, and, walking to the door, stood there.

He spoke, and they listened to the following

remarkable pronouncement.

" One I despise," said he, " two I can

manage easily, but three might not unreason-

ably be too many. Nevertheless, do not think

you have done with me. I shall pursue

you to the death, for I am a mad hatter."

With which dark saying he turned, leapt

for the staircase, and clattered downstairs.

They heard him slam the street door with a

crash that shook the whole building.

" Phwat wuz the raison of this riot, sorr? "

asked O'Flanagan from his position on the

floor.

" I don't quite know," replied Pegram,

somewhat weakly, for he had not yet recovered

from his last contact with the wall. He, too,

still sat where he had been hurled.

" I sayâ��what ? " remarked Mivart. It was

not an illuminating saying, yet the others

found it adequate in a way. It emphasized,

by its very flabbiness, the impossibility of

clothing the situation in exact and wonderful

words.

" I should think the man was mad," said

Pegram, solemnly.

" He seemed so to me, sorr," said

O'Flanagan, rubbing his head.

" For the matter of that, he said he was,"

urged Mivart, "so we have it on good

authority."

" Did you by any chanst do anything to

him, sorr ? " asked O'Flanagan.

" I rejected something he wrote, or, at

least, he said so," replied Pegram.

" Thank hivin they're not all like that,"

cried O'Flanagan, fervently. " A fight's a

fight, and I don't object to ut, and a riot is a

riotâ��well in ut's place, which is me native

counthryâ��but a row wid a lunattic isn't to

me taste. I've seen many o' the great

rejected since Oi tuk me presint job, but

among thim all not one the liker. o' him.

Some o' thim that calls and goes away with a

roll in their pockuts looks sad, and some as

if they wuz sorry for th' editor not knowin'

good stuff whin he saw utâ��but to ut'ly wreck

good old furniture like this and massacree us

so shameful is past enjurance. What's the

polis doin' ? "

No one volunteered to say; but they rose

from the floor.

" I think we've done for to-night,

O'Flanagan," said Pegram, soberly.

" By the looks o' this room me and my

missis haven't barely begun," said O'Flanagan.

" I shall go home," added Pegram. " I

seem to want a rest. Mivart, you might look

in at the police-station and tell them about

this."

" I will," said Mivart.

" Say a man from Hanwell did it."

" Was he from Hanwell really ? "

" Oh, look at the room !" said Pegram,

wearily. " Good night."

" Th' editor seems shaken up a bit, sorr,"

said O'Flanagan

" Aren't you ? " asked Mivart.

"I've bin used to the likes of ut," said

O'Flanagan, cheerily; " ut reminded me of

th' ould counthry, and ut makes me deadly

sick to be at a fair or a good lively

wake "

Pegram on his way home went to the bar

of the nearest hotel and took something to

steady his nerves

"What is it all about?" asked the bar-

maid, who knew him.

" About â��oh, about a story," said Pegram,

rather dully.

" The first story ? " asked the barmaid, who

had some reputation for humour.

" I don't understand," replied Pegram.

"Well, you look as if you had fallen out

of the fourth storey at the least," said the

barmaid

" Good," said the editor, seriously; " but it

was the twentieth, as a matter of fact. I'll

tell you about it to-morrow."

But to-morrow was yet to come. It was

eleven when he reached his chambers in the

Inn and the rain was still falling heavily,

while it blew the best half of a whole gale.

He climbed to the third floor, sat down,

filled a pipe, and smoked till he came to

himself. He felt his head and found some

new developments there.

" It was a good fight," he murmured. As

an epicure of adventure stories he knew a

good one when he came across it. " A deuce

of a time Mivart and I had. I never thought

that an editor's life could be so adventurous

in England. I never had an adventure in

my life till now. I'll go to bed."

He stood up, knocked his pipe out, and

looked about his room as if he had never

seen it before. A real shake-up such as he

had had sometimes affects a man so. His

eyes fell upon an old Moorish knife given

him years ago by a war correspondent, and

he saw new things in it. It perhaps had had

adventuresâ��had drunk blood. He touched

it and nodded thoughtfully.
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"I wish I'd had some real adventures," he

murmured. " But they must be confoun-

dedly fatiguing."

He shook his head and went into the other

room, entirely forgetting to sport his oak.

The rejected one from Hanwell had evi-

dently disorganized him. Nevertheless he

locked his hedroom door.

" I really want a rest," said Pegram. " I'm

a little out of condition, evidently."

His one form of athletics was swimming,

and he swam very well indeed. But lately

he had done nothing but edit, which is not a

sport, as some think, but very hard work.

" It was pretty nigh a knock-out," said

Pegram, as he tumbled into bed. " I want

a rest."

He was not to get it. Just as he fell asleep

he woke up, as OT'lanagan might have, said,

and heard a noise which did not explain

itself as any common noise of the night. At

first he thought it was already morning, and

that his laundress had come. But at that

very moment the clock outside struck one.

" What was it ? " said Pegram, raising him-

self on his elbow. He heard steps in the

other room, and jumped out of bed much

quicker than he had got in. His first

impulse was to open the door, but his nerves

had been shaken up too much to allow him

to do that.

" I'mâ��I'm scared," said Pegram, angrily,

for having had such little experience he could

not distinguish between nervousness and

natural cowardice.

" Who's that ? " he called out loudly.

" It's I !" said someone.

" You ? "

" The hatter! I'm on your track. I'll

teach you to reject work like mine with

scorn. Wait till I'm ready, and I'll cut your

throat."

" Cut what ?" said Pegram, who did not

hear the last words.

" Your throat, and deep ! In fact, I'll cut

your head off," said the hatter.

" I shall call the police if you do not go

away immediately," said Pegram, with con-

siderable firmness, considering the situation.

No man can edit without firmness. It

is impossible to publish everything one's

friends write. But editors are usually friend-

less and sad and lonely.

"Open your window and I'll break the

door in and cut your head off in the tenth

of one tick of a chronometer," said the

hatter, spiritedly.

" Look here," suggested Pegram, for he

felt diplomacy might yet save him, " what do

you say if I undertake to publish that little

thing of yours ? "

" Too late."

" At five pounds a thousand, say ? "

" Not for fifty."

" Look here," said Pegram, " I'll not

only do that, but print an interview with you

about hats and Hanwell. Have you any

photographs of yourself in your youth ? "

" Thanks. I don't care about it. And I

have no photographs. I prefer to cut your

throat with this knife."

" With what knife?" asked Pegram.

" One that hung on your wall. I'm now

sharpening it on my boot," replied the hatter.

" It appears to be of Oriental make."

Pegram, who by this had lighted the gas,

looked about for a weapon, but the only thing

available to meet the knife was his cracked

water-jug.

" Not good enough for a madman," he

said. '' If I can't escape I'm done for."

He turned to the window. It was a full

forty feet drop to the pavement below, and it

seemed that he had no time to knot his bed-

clothes together and slip down that way.

Then in his desperation he recalled the fact

that as a boy he had once climbed along a

stable at home by the roof-gutter. The one

outside his window had only just been

renewed.

" I might get upon the ledge of the window

of the next room. It is my only chance,"

said Pegram, dolorously.

He heard the hatter laugh very unplea-

santly in the sitting-room.

" I dare say you wonder why I laugh," said

the hatter.

" Oh, not at all," replied Pegram, fumbling

delicately at the catch of his window.

" I thought I'd look about me to see if I

could find anything which spoke well of

your character," said the hatter, " but all I've

come on is a bundle of slips saying that ' The

Editor regrets he is unable to make use of the

enclosed contribution.' You'll send no more

of them."

Pegram undid the catch and put up the

window as softly as possible. But his rooms

were ramshackle and his window was

assuredly an ancient light. It creaked sadly,

and as he got out he heard the hatter swear

and throw his weight against the bedroom

door. Crazy as it was, it was not so crazy as

the hatter, and held for a moment. At his

second attempt it gave way at the hasp and

hinges and the intruder fell headlong into

the room. Pegram felt he was being hurried,

but there was no help for it, and he laid hold



720

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

THE HATTkK THRUST iUS HKAD OUT.

of the gutter, hoping fervently that the

plumbers, masters and men, had done honest

work. He put his weight on it, and was

nearly three yards from the window when

the hatter thrust his head out.

" All right," said the hatter, coolly. "That,

I may remark, is one of the ways I escaped

from Hanwell. You do not thus escape

me."

It was evident to Pegram that he had

possibly misjudged this man's work. The

hatter had literary talent. No man who uses

"thus" is without it. He got out on the

window-ledge. Dark as it was, Pegram saw

he had the knife in his hand, and more than

ever regretted he had not accepted the

" Escape from Hanwell." The hatter, before

he grasped the gutter, put the back of the knife

between his teeth. Then he laid hold of the

guttering. It creaked horribly, and Pegram

wished that that part of the work had been

done by a

dishonest

plumber. But

though it

creaked it

held, for Peg-

ram was yards

ahead and on

another sec-

tion. Yet he

was hot so far

ahead as to

give him time

to land on any

other window-

ledge belong-

ing to the Inn.

He wished he knew who occupied these

rooms. Some of them might have a

revolver, which would be most useful. He

determined to buy one if he lived. And

still he swung himself along the gutter.

The eaves of the old Inn ended against

a newer house adjoining and over-looking

his court. From its appearance it was

probably let as flats and offices. The

nearest window to the gutter had flowers

outside. A broad ledge ran below it which

Pegram thought he could get on if he had

luck and if his strength lasted. He now

wished he had been brought up as an

acrobat. Some men are never satisfied.

" If I can't get on that ledge, I shall have

to drop and chance it," he said, in despera-

tion. There was no one passing below for

him to fall on. And the hatter came along

easily. He mumbled through his teeth as

he swung.

" I've got you," said the hatter, almost

cheerfully. Pegram said nothing. But the

human mind works absurdly. He thought it

ridiculous for the hatter to be bareheaded.

No doubt it was ridiculous. But it would

have been equally ridiculous to see him there

in a high hat.

Pegram came to the end of the gutter.

There was no pipe by which a descent could

be made, and the ledge he arrived at was

about two feet from the level of the eaves of

the Inn, and, of course, at a right angle. It

was six or eight inches broad. Letting go

the gutter with his left hand, he laid that

hand on the ledge and by a tremendous

effort did a feat something like the muscle-

breaking exercise known in gymnasiums as

" the upstart," while his right hand was still

on the gutter. He lifted himself, stretched

his left foot out, got it on the ledge, and the

next minute he stood there trembling, and
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laid hold of the window-ledge which the flower-

pots adorned. He wondered who was in the

room to which the flowers belonged, and could

not help feeling that anyone there was likely to

be surprised in much less than half a minute.

" I'm after you," said the hatter, and

Pegram leapt upon the window-ledge. One

flower-pot went down into the court with a

fearful crash, but Pegram seized another and

burst in the window with it. The pot broke

when the window did, and he hurled the

shard at the hatter, but missed him. He

put his hand inside the window, undid the

catch, heard a shrill scream from the room,

threw up the window, and jumped inside,

bringing down the blind and a dressing-table

as he did so, and just then an electric light

was turned up.

" A madman's after me ! " gasped Pegram.

Though this was not a complete explanation,

it suggested that immediate action was neces-

sary, and, if anyone could be pleased in such

circumstances, she should have been gratified

to see him tackle the situation. He slammed

the window down, latched it, looked round

for a weapon, and once more found nothing

but a full water-jug. The hatter was now

roaring on the ledge, and Pegram hurled the

jug at him through the window. Want of

practice with such projectiles made him miss

his target, and the owner of the room, now

out on the floor in her nightdress, saw one

terrible hand come in armed with a knife,

while the other fumbled with the catch.

There was no time to lose, and Pegram did

not lose any.

'what do you want?' screamed the pretty oiki."

As he disentangled himself from the blind

he saw a bedroom, and in the bed a very

pretty girl, though just then he was neither

beautiful himself nor a judge of beauty.

Still, he had a quick mind. One must have,

to edit properly. Some editors have slow

minds, and their Christmas stories come out

in the Summer Number.

"Oh! Oh! What do you want?"

screamed the pretty girl.

Vol. xxxvi.â��91.

"Come on ! " he said, desperately. Catch-

ing hold of her round the waist, he dragged

her to the door. There was a dressing-gown

lying on a chair. He picked it up, threw it

over her shoulders, and opened the door,

taking the key as he did so.

"Oh ! Oh ! " said the young lady, as if in

remonstrance. " My clothes, my clothes !"

"Not at all," said Pegram, firmly but

hurriedly. " He'll kill you instead of me. I
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apologize ; it's all my fault. Come on ! Turn

down the light! "

As the light went out the window opened

and the hatter came in. The wrecked

dressing-table delayed him for an instant, and

Pegram was outside with his new acquain-

tance before the hatter rose to his feet.

Pegram tried to lock the door, but, of course,

his luck being what it was that night, could

not even find the keyhole.

" Come on ! Run ! " said Pegram. And

the girl ran, gasping.

" This is dreadfulâ��dreadful! " she cried.

" Isn't it ? " said Pegram. " Isn't it ? "

The stairs were in front of them, and they

bolted down, almost falling as they ran. The

hatter, after some difficulty, found the door

and opened it. They heard him roaring and

padding on the landing above.

" Can you open the front door ? " asked

Pegram.

" Yes, but I shall faint," said the lady,

gasping.

" Don't you dare faint," said Pegram,

fiercely. " Here it is. Open it ! "

The next moment they were in the street.

The wind hurled and the rain was heavy,

and not a single soul could be seen anywhere.

The street went steeply to the Embankment

and the river, and they turned that way.

Once more the hatter failed at the slammed

front door, and gave them a few seconds of

precious time.

" Run, run ! Buck up ! " said Pegram. He

quite forgot that he had been fatigued and

required a rest. The hatter was a wonderful

stimulant. A new hat has been known to

renew a decayed character.

" Oh ! Why, why ? " said Pegram's new

friend, vaguely.

" I'll explain later. At least I hope to,"

said Pegram. He put his arm under hers

and almost lifted her off her feet. She found

him comfortably strong and began to rely on

him. By now, whether this was reality or a

nightmare, she seemed to have been escaping

madmen in the company of a handsome

stranger for many hours. There are psycho-

logic dream-illusions in waking.

" Here he comes," said Pegram, hurriedly.

" What, oh, what, shall we do ? " asked the

girl, as her bare feet pattered on the wet

pavement.

" I don't know in the least," returned

Pegram. " He's a mad hatter."

She gave an hysterical little laugh, as they

heard him yell behind them, at the enormous

irrelevancy of Pegram's information.

" A mad hatter ! "

" He chased me along the gutter. I'm

sorry for you, but it couldn't be helped," said

Pegram, looking round. He saw the knife

glitter in the light of a lamp, and increased

his pace. They came to the broad Embank-

ment, and saw nothing there but a distant

cab's disappearing red light and the few lights

of the sleeping hotels. The storm, for it

was a full gale by now, had driven even the

loafers of the night into shelter. They ran

across the road and came to the parapet

above the river as the long hatter charged

down the last twenty yards of the sloping

street.

" He'll kill us ! Save me!" shrieked

Pegram's new acquaintance, clasping him

round the neck as if she loved him.

" Let go ! Can you swim ? " roared

Pegram.

" No, no ! I can't! "

" Thank Heaven, I can," said Pegram.

He was almost fond of her as he picked her

up in his arms and fairly slung her over the

parapet into the river. He felt wonderfully

strong as he jumped in and took hold of her

in the most approved manner.

" Keep still and keep your mouth shut,"

said Pegram, as he swam into the strength of

the early ebb. They saw the hatter come to

the parapet, and heard him yell lamentably.

" I've done you," said Pegram. But he

had done no such thing. The hatter sprang

upon the parapet, uttered another yell, which

might have been heard at Westminster, and

plunged in after them with a tremendous

splash.

" Oh, he can swim, too," moaned the girl,

woefully.

" Confound him, and he's a hatter ! " said

Pegram, as bitterly as if no hatter ought to

be able to swim. Then he added, " But

there are two boats hereabouts ; we'll get in

one and keep him off and shout for help."

The hatter, with the knife in his teeth,

came after them like a shark. He swam

exceedingly well, though if Pegram had been

unencumbered he could have swum rings

round him. He came up with them fast,

but just ahead of them Pegram saw the bows

of two rowing boats, which he knew of old

were usually moored there. They swept

down upon them.

" Hold my shoulders," said Pegram,

through his clenched teeth.

He caught hold of the bow mooring-rope

of the first boat, swung from that to the gun-

wale, and went along it to the stern.

"Lay hold of the boat," he said, and

climbed in over the stern, barking himself as



THE MAD HATTER.

723

he did so. But he was in no mood to miss a

little skin just then. In such a situation no

one ever does. He bent down over the

stern, got his hands under her arms, and

drew her in. It is hardly necessary to say

that by now she had lost the dressing-gown

he put over her when they left her room.

She tumbled on the wet bottom boards, gasp-

ing, and he laid hold of the stern mooring-

" Edith Sinclair," groaned the young

woman.

" Mine's Pegram. I'm awfully sorry, you

know. But you understand how it was."

"Notâ��not quite," said Miss Sinclair.

" Why did he want to kill you ? "

" I rejected a story of his," said Pegrarn,

putting his back into his work and keeping

well ahead of the pursuit.

'1 I'll have you vet,' said the hatter."

rope. The hatter was within twenty yards of

them when the rotten old rope parted under

Pegram's powerful hands. He stumbled

for'ard, was glad to see a pair of sculls were

in her, and laid hold of the bow-rope, which

at first defied him. He remembered having

heard or read something which appeared

useful, so he twisted the rope against the lay

till it opened and got one strand by itself.

That parted easily, and the other two yielded

at once. They were adrift.

And so was the hatter. He got into the

other boat with a leap like that of a fish, cut

it adrift with his knife, and started after

Pegram.

" I'll have you yet," said the hatter, as he

laid hold of the sculls.

" He can even row!" said Pegram, bitterly.

" Oh, he's a very useful hatter ! By the way,

what's your name ? "

" A story ! I don't seem to understand; at

least, not quite," said Miss Sinclair.

" I'm an editor, you see."

" Oh, do they always do like this when you

reject them ? "

" Oh, no, not even often, I must say that

for them," replied Pegram. " But he says he's

a hatter from Hanwell. I'm sorry I came in

as I did, Miss Sinclair, but you see I was in a

difficulty."

" I thought you wouldn't have come in

like that unless you were," said Miss Sinclair.

" I must have surprised you."

"You didâ��rather," said Miss Sinclair.

" And now you're wet."

" I'm afraid I am rather wet," said Miss

Sinclair, apologetically.

"And cold?"

" Yes, I am rather cold," she admitted.

,: I lost the dressing-gown."
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" I see," said Pegram ; but he added

hastily, for he was a man of delicacy, " At

least, I don't see, but I understand."

And the hatter howled just as the gale did.

" Perhaps my teeth chatter as much from

fright as from cold," said Miss Sinclair. " Is

he catching us up?"

" I hope not," said Pegram. " He said

he'd cut my head off, you know."

The tide ran fast, as fast as the events of

that night, and the wind was very angry with

everyone and everything. It whipped the

river into foam and spurred Pegram and the

hatter almost equally. Certainly the hatter

was indomitable. " He must have been

wonderful at hats," thought Pegram.

" But I wish I could run into or near a

police-boat," said Pegram. "I'm hardly

keeping my distance."

They went under Blackfriars Bridge with

a swish and a swirl which made Edith Sin-

clair's heart come into her mouth. They

missed an anchored barge by a hair's breadth

and she screamed a little. Then the railway

bridge was over them like a thunder-cloud.

The thunder ot a train deafened them. But

the tide ran fast, and Pegram rowed like a

hero, or a member of Leander, when they

got into the open. Then suddenly they

heard, mixed with the pursuing yells of the

hatter, whose lungs seemed as strong as his

arms, the sound of the engines of some

steamboat. A black squall sang out again

and blinded Pegram. He saw nothing for a

minute. Then at last he did see that a fast

little tug-boat was overhauling them, one of

the tiny bulldog tugs of London's river. Its

little red and green port and starboard eyes

glared at him wickedly. Then he heard

other yells than those of the hatter, and the

next moment the tug was almost into them

as the skipper roared, "Stop her; go

astern ! " The way of the reckless tug was

checked, and Pegram's boat swung alongside.

He grabbed at a buoy-shaped fender hanging

almost to the water. The rail of the tug was

there hardly two feet six from the water's

edge, and as Pegram held on desperately

Miss Sinclair lost her head and did what no

one ought to do in any boat. But this time

it fell out right, for she fell into the tug when

she stood up, going right across the gunwale.

One of the crew, a man with hands like clip-

hooks, laid hold of Pegram by the arm and

hauled him out of danger. The boat, which

had had her side crushed in, promptly went

astern and sank.

" Wot the blue blazes are you foolin' about

here at two in the mornin' ?" asked a very

stout person who turned out to be the

skipper.

" For Heaven's sake, don't pick up the

hatter, and Til tell you all about it," said

Pegram, getting on his feet.

" The hatterâ��the hatter ! And who the

blue blazes is the hatter?'' the other

demanded. " Is he that bloke yonder in

t'other boat yellin' like an 'andled pig ?"

"That's him," said the editor, ungram-

matically. Non semper arcum tendit Apollo,

which can be translated : " A wet editor in a

tugboat may forget his office." " Don't take

him aboard, for Heaven's sake. He wants

to cut my throat."

" Go ahead, Tom," said the skipper. Then

he turned again to Pegram. " Now, young

man in panjammers afloat wiv a young lady

in a nightgown, what does that josser want

to cut your throat for ? "

"Oh, it's very complicated," replied the

shivering young man in pyjamas, " but I

rejected a story of his."

" Rejected a story! Wodyer mean ?

Wouldn't believe some whacker he told

yer ? "

" I'll explain it later," said Pegram. " Let

me see how Miss Sinclair is first."

" Aye, we'll make 'er comfy. I'm glad

she's not a married woman you're scootin'

off wiv. When a chap wiv a knife is after

two that's my first thought," said the skipper.

He turned to his other passenger.

" You're wet, my dear ? "

"Very," said Miss Sinclair, almost dryly.

" Come below, then. The cabin's small

but snug, and a bit 'ot and stuffy. But

'otness and stuffiness ought to soot your

complaint. This way, miss."

The lamp below was very dim. Indeed, it

gave more smell than light. For this Miss

Sinclair was grateful. Nevertheless the

skipper spoke simply and to the point.

" Why ain't you got more on ? ' he asked.

"I lost my dressing-gown when Mr.

Pegram flung me in the river," said' Miss

Sinclair.

" Flung you in the river ? Blimy, wot

for ? "

" To save my life."

The skipper scratched his head.

" To save yer life ! 'Ereâ��I sayâ��well,

never mind now. You're in need o' clothes

and there's no ch'ice."

He raked in a locker and produced some

pyjamas.

" Don't wear 'em myself, but my mate

does," he said. To these gifts he added a

heavy pair of trousers and a pilot-jacket.
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" Do your best as I've done mine," he said

kindly, as he turned to go on deck again, with

another jacket for Pegram. As he put his

head out, Bill, his mate, said hurriedly :â��

" Simpson's ketching of us up, Tom ! 'Ear

'im 'oiler?"

They looked aft in the drift of wind and

rain and saw close astern the lights of another

tug.

" That ain't 'is voice, not by a long chalk,"

said Captain Tom.

" No, it's the hatterâ��it's the hatterâ��our

madman !" cried Pegram " They must

have picked him up. There he isâ��there ! "

They saw a wild figure in the bows of the

pursuing tug, and Pegram fancied he saw his

own knife brandished.

" Will they catch us?" he asked, anxiously,

"Well, they might," owned the skipper.

" Simpson's tug is uncommon fast when 'is

old engines steam well."

"Don't let themâ��don't!" urged Pegram.

" Am I never to get rid of him ? "

" Stopâ��-stop ! " roared the hatter in a lull of

the gale. " They're two murderers and flung

me in the river ! "

" Says 'e, you flung 'im in the river," re-

marked the skipper.

Doesn't it look likely that I and a young

girl, dressed as we are, flung him in the

river ? " retorted Pegram, bitterly.

" The less said as to wot the pair of you 'ad

on, the better," said the skipper, " but it's all

a mystery to me. Fire up, Bill! Jump Jones,

and make 'er jump ! I never did like to 'ave

Simpson get a'ead o' me. 'Ow's the young

lady, I wonder ? "

" Yes, I wonder, too," said Pegram, still

with an anxious eye astern.

" 'Ow did you come in the river ? Are you

old pals ? "

"Not at all. I never saw her before to-night."

" Blimy ! Then where did you find her ? "

"In her room. I broke in through the

window with a flower pot," said Pegram,

distractedly. There are situations which

distract the calmest intelligences, the greatest

editors.

" Wiv a flower-pot ! Oh, my sainted

aunt! " said the skipper.

" How he howls! " said Pegram, referring

to the hatter.

" Don't he just! I fair admire that voice,"

said the skipper. " But why did you break

in through the pore girl's winder wiv a flower-

pot ? "

"He was after me, you see."

" Not much I don't," said the curious,

confused skipper.

" He chased me along the guttering of the

roof, you see," said Pegram.

" Don't say I see ! Wot was you doin' on

a roof such a night ? It ain't an 'abit of yours,

is it ? "

" I got out of my window," said Pegram,

crossly. " I say, are they catching us ? "

" They might, and again they mightn't,"

said the skipper, coolly. " But why did you

get out o' your winder ? And what was 'e

doin' on the roof ? "

" He was in my room, saying he'd cut my

throat, so I got out," replied Pegram, dancing

to keep warm.

" Wot for did you 'ave a man like that in

your room ? "

"He broke inâ��burst my door open," said

Pegram, savagely.

"And all about a story?"

" Yes," said Pegram.

" Well, I never 'eard a more unlikely,

'posterous yarn in all my born days," said

the skipper.

" But here we are ! " retorted Pegram.

" You can't deny what you've seen ! "

" True, true ! That's so, and I own it,"

said the skipper. " And there 'e is, 'owling

'orrid ! I wonder wot tale 'e's pitched to

Simpson ? Is there anylhin' about flower-

pots in it, I wonder ? "

" Oh, never mind that now," said Pegram.

" Where are we ? "

" Don't you know Lim'us Reach when you

see it ? " asked the skipper.

" Not in the least," returned Pegram.

" Where are we going ? "

" To Greenwich, to pick up some barges,

and so's Simpson."

" The deuce he is ! " said Pegram. " I say,

if that chap catches us there'll be bloodshed "

" By the tremenjus 'owls of 'im the bloke

does mean biz," said the skipper.

" If he doesn't kill me I shall kill him,"

said Pegram, ferociously. " There must be

an end to it, there must !"

"So there must," said the skipper, thought-

fully. "You take my advice and kill him.

You ain't got no weapon. Take this old

shovel. I gives it you. As a shovel it's no

good, on account of the worn-out jags of it,

but as a weapon it's all right. I've seen

uncommon good work done in a fight wiv a

worse shovel than this."

" Thanks very much," said Pegram, grasp-

ing his shovel firmly.

" I'll put you and the pore gal ashore at

Greenwich right at the hotel. You nips

into a boat, and 'urries and knocks 'em up.

They'll be some surprised at your rig out, but
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say Captain Tom Smith, of the Sunbeam tug,

sent you. Everyone knows Tom Smith and,

though I says it, likes 'im. But I believe

we're gamin' on the 'owler ! I'll 'ear wot

Simpson 'as to say later. I wonder 'ow the

lady is ? Pretty gal she is, too ! "

" Is she ? Oh, yes ; I believe I thought

so when I saw her first," said Pegram.

" You'll 'ave to marry 'er now," said the

skipper, " so it's all to the good 'er bein'

'andsome !"

" Marry her !" said the astounded Pegram.

" I'm a father myself, and if any young

man, I don't care if 'e was a lord, threw one

o' my daughters in 'er nightgown into

London River, I'd insist on 'is makin' a

square deal of it if I 'ad to negotiate the biz

wiv a fire-bar," said the skipper, sternly.

" Would you now ?" asked Pegram, who

thought perhaps this was the proper view to

take.

"Plump and plain, I would," said the

skipper. " If any gay young spark off of a

roof bust into my gal's winder wiv a flower-

pot, dragged 'er into the street, and 'ove 'er

into London River, 'e'd wed 'er or I'd 'ave the

last lingerin' drop of 'is blood."

" Perhaps you're right," said Pegram,

weakly.

" I know I'm right," said the skipper,

warmly. " I'll fix things up for you. We'll

be in Greenwich Reach, opposite the hotel,

in two twos, and we'll get a boat and put you

ashore afore the 'owler can screech two 'owls."

" Thanks," said Pegram, vaguely, for he

hardly knew where he was or what he was.

It seemed impossible that he should be the

mere editor of a magazine. But he felt that

he had now some insight into the nature and

truth of romance. He cursed the writers of

it fluently as he shivered on the classic deck

of the heroic vessel, ennobled in a thousand

tales, wherein he bore the heroine from

danger. Meantime the skipper, who was also

in his way a classic, bound in Bermondsey

leather, went to pay his duty to the lady.

"Are you dressed, my dear?" he de-

manded at the cabin door.

" As far as I can be," said Miss Sinclair,

sombrely.

" Then I'll come in and let you know wot

I've fixed up for you," said the skipper. He

found her in the pilot jacket. Under her

nightdress she wore the mate's pyjamas.

They were at any rate dry.

" I've daughters of my own," said the

skipper, as he sat down and drew forth a

pipe, which he filled from loose tobacco in

his pocket.

"Have you? I'mâ��I'm so glad," she

murmured, thinking she was half an idiot.

" And I'll be a father to you," added the

skipper. " In fact, I've been one already."

" Already ! " cried Edith Sinclair.

" 'E's agreed to marry you," said the skipper,

triumphantly.

" To marry me ! " echoed Edith ; " to

marry me ! "

" Aye, I insisted on it," said the skipper,

puffing at his pipe till an expert might have

fancied it was filled with crude tar and New-

castle coal. "As I said, I'm a father myself,

'ave two girls of your own age, my dear, and

I allow no josser, whatever 'is weight, could

'eave either of 'em into London River at mid-

night or thereabouts, in their nightgown, and

then back out of the affair, 'owever polite and

apol'getic, to say nothin' of bustin' in their

winders wiv flower-potsâ��the reason of which

flower-pots I ain't yet got the 'ang ofâ��and

'aulin' of the pore gal out of bed. Oh, no,

there's nothin' else for it, and the lad's agree-

able, I must say that. For 'e owned you was

pretty, and so you are, uncommon pretty,

and 'e said so wiv the shovel in 'is 'and! "

"The shovel?" asked Edith. "The

shovel ? "

" I give it 'im in case, you see," said the

skipper.

" Yes, of course, in case " said Edith.

" But, if you please, it is all so confusing."

She burst into tears.

"Ah! you allow it's confusin'," said the

skipper, warmly; " but it ain't 'alf so con-

fusin' for you as for me. You was in at the

start, and I comes in at the tangle. 'Owever,

he's a bold young chap, specially since 1

give 'im that jagged shovel, and I reckon 'e'll

fix the other bloke if they comes 'andy to each

other. And 'e's very henterprising, aint 'e ? "

" Iâ��I think so," said Edith ; " very. Oh,

yes."

" And so's the other gay spark in the tug

astern, wot belongs to Simpson, and 'e's

'ollerin' blue murder now, wavin' a knife,"

said the skipper.

" Oh, dear, oh, dear," cried Edith, clasping

her hands; "you won't let him kill Mr.

Pegram, will you ? "

" Wotâ��me ! After fixin' up as 'e's to

marry you ! Not by a jugful of the best, my

dear. I'll put you two ashore at Greenwich,

and you can go to the hotel while I tell

Simpson to 'old the other gay Johnny," said

the skipper, rising from his seat. And just

then the tug's whistle said " heot-toot-toot."

He jumped on deck and grabbed Pegram by

the arm.
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" The light's bad below," said he, " and

she's not exactly dressed to kill, but she's a

pretty piece, my lad ; I never saw a prettier.

She's agreeable to marry ; not to say hover-

anxious, but, still, ready. So there you are."

" Yes, there I am," said Pegram.

The skipper, leaving pleasure, turned to

business.

" Stop 'er ! Nowâ��go astern ! " he roared,

as if the engineer was a mile off. " 'Ard-a-

port, Bill ! Eeggo the anchor ! And 'ere

we are ! "

He jumped to where Pegram stood.

"This is Greenwich, my son. Where's a

boat ? Oh, there

you are, Sam!

Come alongside,

quick, you drowned

water-rat. I've a

job for you."

A prowling mid-

night waterman, on

the look - out for

the quick or dead,

came alongside the

tug.

"Now, then,

miss," roared the

skipper, and Edith

ran up on deck.

" 'Ere you are,

both of you!

Tumble in â��

tumble in and get

to the hotel. Don't

forget you've my

clothes on. This

'ere tug's the Sun-

beam, and I'm Cap-

tain Smith. 'Ave

a 'ot barf when

you gets in, miss.

Don't forget I fixed

you both up. Now,

quick, quick ! "

Edith fell into

the boat, and Peg-

ram followed her

just as Simpson's

tug rounded to

against the half-

ebb and let go her

anchor. The hatter

ran from the bows

to the stern, while

the others got out

of the way alertly.

He yelled most

ferociously.

" Don't let him escape !" he roared. " I've

got to cut his throat from ear to ear."

" Why don't you put the kibosh on that

bloke, Simpson ? " asked the skipper of the

Sunbeam.

"Come aboard and do it yourself," roared

Simpson, angrily. " He's got a knife, and,

moreover, 'e allows they 'ove him in the

river."

" Well, if you're afraid, don't let him 'ave

a boat," said Smith ; "give the gal a chance.

Oh, hang it, he's overboard ! "

For the hatter, seeing the boat making for

the steps, sprang into the water and swam

1 DON'T LCT HIM ESCATE ! ' HE HOAXED."
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with amazing energy after the boat, where

Edith was weeping in Pegram's arms.

" Don't, don't, my dear !" said Pegram.

He felt wonderfully soft towards her, but

with his right hand he still grasped his trusty

shovel.

" Iâ��I can't help it," sobbed Edith. " It's

all so sudden !"

"What did the skipper say?" he asked.

Then he cried out, " Oh, here he comes

after us !"

"The skipper?" asked Edith, hopefully.

" No, no, the hatter," said Pegram, fiercely.

" If he comes near I'll knock his brains out."

Then he asked the waterman which was

the hotel, and the man pointed it out with

natural scorn. " Wot sort of a bloke was it

as didn't know that ? " he asked himself.

" 'Oo's the bloke after hus ? " he inquired,

in his turn.

" He's a madman," said Pegram, and

before any more questions could be asked

they ran alongside the steps. Pegram

grabbed hold of Edith and, without letting

go his shovel, fairly lifted her from the boat

and began to go up the steps.

" Where's my fare ? " yelled the waterman.

" Come to the hotel," shouted Pegram.

"Stop him ! I'll have his blood ! " roared

the hatter, as he scrambled out of the water

with a yell that made the boatman's blood

run as cold as a January tide.

When the hatter got to his feet, Pegram

and Edith were at the top of the steps, and

they fairly fell down those on the land side,

sprawling on the pavement. Luckily for

them, or for himself, as Pegram's blood was

up, the madman slipped on the river steps

and came a real cropper there. This gave

Pegram and Edith time to spring to their

feet, and Pegram, who had let go his wonder-

ful shovel, got hold of it again. They saw

the lights of the hotel on their left hand, and

as it chanced they also saw a man, who

turned out to be the landlord, letting himself

in at the side door. Just as he got it open

Pegram and Edith were upon him. Pegram

fairly hurled him inside and, dragging Edith

after him, slammed the door to and bolted

it securely.

" W hat the deuce ? " said the landlord, as

he scrambled to his feet.

" No ; it's a madman," gasped Pegram.

" So I thought," said the landlord, who was

much upset. No one can help being so

when he is knocked down.

" He's outsideâ��outside, I tell you ! " said

Pegram. It was not the truth, for at that

instant the wood and glass of the door gave

way with an awful crash and the hatter came

through like a cannon-ball. He rolled over

and over three times, still holding his knife.

After the third roll, which coincided with

Edith's third scream, he sprang to his feet

from the wreck of the hall - table and a

case of stuffed parrots. " Take that ! " said

Pegram. "That!" was a heavy and well-

directed " biff" with the shovel, which after

all came in useful, for naturally Pegram was

angry and excited, and did not care whether

he killed anyone or not. The hatter said

nothing, but went down and lay as quietly as

if he were sleeping. Perhaps he needed rest

and quiet.

" Where's the telephone ? " asked Pegram.

" It's there," said the landlord. *' Have

anything you likeâ��anything ! "

Pegram rang up Hanwell, and after a

reasonable time (for a telephone) got it

Edith and the landlord heard one side of the

conversation.

" Is that Hanwell ? . . . Has anyone es-

caped lately ? . . . Yes, he says he's a hatter.

. . . He tried to murder me. I'm the

editor of the Piccadilly Magazine. . . . I'm

at Greenwich, at the Ship. . . . Yes, please,

as soon as you can. He's insensible now.

... I did it with a shovel. . . . Very well;

we'll tie him up and get a doctor. . . . You'll

come as soon as you can ? Thanks."

He hung up the receiver and turned to

the landlord. The whole of the hotel staff

filled the stairs by now.

" Two rooms, please. If you've any hot

water give this lady a bath."

" Certainly," said the landlord. "Oh, yes,

of course.''

" And help me to tie this chap," said

Pegram.

"Glad to do it," said the landlord ; " but

look at my door ! "

" Put it in the bill," said Pegram, " and

send for a doctor."

By the time they had the hatter helpless

he came to, and looked up so meekly that

Edith was quite sorry for him.

" Didn't I cut your throat from ear to

ear ? " he asked Pegram.

" No, I think not," said Pegram.

" Have I done nothing, nothing at all,

after all this ? " asked the hatter, mournfully.

" You've done a good deal," said Pegram,

dryly. " For one thing, you've given me a

remarkable story, and you may have done

more, much more."

He turned to Edith, who smiled and

looked down.

" Good night," she said, bashfully.
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|HE hearse and the mourning-

coach went out at a demure

foot-pace ; they came back at

a trot that was almost gay. It

did not matter. The hearse

was now only a smart empty

showcase, bright with plate-glass and silvered

fittings, and in the mourning-coach the

mother sat alone.

This was the end.

When she should be once more in the

empty house she might cry, scream, laugh, go

mad. Nothing would make any difference.

There was no one to be awakened. There

was no white presence that must be lapped

in silence and horrible flowers. The cook

and the maids had brought the flowers. Her

gift to the dead had been the silence.

They were talking about her in the warm,

pleasant kitchen, where the fire glowed redly

and tea and toast scented the air.

, " Poor soul," said the cook, " but she's

borne up wonderful, I must say."

" Heartless," was the housemaid's epithet;

and she added, "She might have cried a bit

when they carried it out, if only for the look

of the thing."

" You don't understand," said the cook,

heavily. " You'll see, she'll break down soon

as ever she gets back from the burying. I

shouldn't wonder if she was to go right off

of her head, or something."

"Ain't she got never a friend to turn to,

a time like this ?" asked the cook's niece,

who had dropped in to tea.

" Not a single one, if you'll believe me.

It's my belief she's done something she

hadn't ought, and this is a judgment on her.

Sin always comes home to roost." So the

parlourmaid.

"You be quiet with your texts," the cook

admonished ; " if you come to texts, people

that live in glass houses shouldn't quote

Scripture. I know more about you than you

think, my lady."

The parlourmaid flushed and scowled.

"No, but," said the niece, "hasn't she

really got e'er a friend ? "
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" Father dead," said the cook. " Mother

in India 'long of her other friends. Husband

burnt to death under her very nose, as you

might say, just before the baby came. Only

married a year when he was taken. And

now the baby. Cruel hard, I call it."

" She tell you all that ?" the parlourmaid

sneered.

" Not she ! Catch her telling us anything.

She's a good mistress, she is, and quite the

lady. Keeps herself to herself."

"Then how ... ?"

" She's got a book," said the cook, only

very slightly embarrassed, " a die-airy, where

you write down what happens every day.

I jest happened to glance into it one day I

was doing the dining-room grateâ��not know-

ing what it was, d'you see ? "

" She'll marry again all right," said the

niece.

" With that face ? " said the housemaid.

The niece asked how she came to be like

that, and the cook told her.

" It was the fire, what her good gentleman

lost his life in. She was near done for her-

self. Wishes to God she hadâ��in the book,

I mean. Ah, she's had some trouble, she

has." The written record of another woman's

agony was poignant even to remembrance,

and the cook sniffed. " Well, God help us

all's what I say. There she is. I'll make

her a nice cup of tea."

But the woman who had lost everything

left the tea on the table in the dining room,

where the clock ticked, "Empty, empty,

emp ty," and wandered through the house.

And still she kept silence. There was the

room where the child had livedâ��its cot, its

soft woolly toys, its little gowns. And

the room where it had lain dead, among the

flowers and the silence, and the scent of

camphor and eau de Cologne.

" Nothing," she said, " nothing, nothing.

I suppose," she said, dry-eyed and detached,

" I suppose I ought to cry. Or pray,

perhaps?" She fell on her knees by the

bedâ��it was an experiment.

But no tears came and no prayers. Only

by E. Ncsbii-Bland.



73Â°

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

the insistent silence filled her ears and

battered at her brain.

" Oh, my baby, my baby ! " she said, and a

sob caught in her throat. But she did not

cry.

So then she got up from her knees like

one with a purpose new born, and went very

quickly and quietly down the stairs and out

at the front door. It slammed behind her.

" There ! If she hasn't gone out! To

make away with herself, I shouldn't wonder,"

said the housemaid, in pleasant excitement.

" You oughter let the police know," said

the niece.

"You leave her be," said the cook. "I

don't know as it wouldn't be the best thing

for her, poor thing. What's she got to live

for?"

" I call that heathen, that's what I call it,"

said the parlourmaid ; " it's wrong to make

away with yourself, whatever goes wrong.

It's our duty to bear whatever's laid upon

us."

"Ah," said the cook, "it's, easy enough to

seeyou've never 'ad nothing to bear. If she

conies back I'll make a excuse to go up and

say a kind word. You see if I don't."

" I do wonder where she's gone, though,"

said the housemaid.

" It'll be in all the papers if she does make

away with herself," the parlourmaid pointed

out.

" If you ever get in the papers," said the

cook, " it won't be for anything so 'armless

and innocent. So now you know. I'd give

a crown to be sure that she ain't come to

no 'arm."

She had not come to any harm. Only

after a blind treading of bleak pavements and

streets where an unkind wind blew she had

come to wide steps and lamps, with a heavy

swing-door through

which a priest had just

passed. She was not a

Catholic, not even

a Christian. The early

days of her life had been

too sweet for her to need

peace ; the later days too

bitter for her to find it.

But the gnawing chill of

the December evening

drove her, without any

conscious will of hers,

towards the shaft of light

that had shown as the

door opened. In there

it would be warm and

net. And it would

not be the house where the child had lived

and died.

She went up the steps, and as she went a

hand touched her and someone spoke low in

her ear.

"Lady, lady, won't you spare me a trifle?

I 'aven't tasted food since yesterday morn-

ing â��so 'elp me God, I haven't! "

She turned. A woman stood beside herâ��

very shabby, very pale, with a horrible

flattened hat and dreadful clothes. In her

arms, under a shawl thin as a nun's veil, she

held a baby.

" You're luckier than I am," said the

woman whose veil was on her face, and her

eyes were greedy with the rounded outline

under the shawl. " I haven't got my purseâ��

yes, here's a penny, loose in my pocket."

IN HRR ARMS, UNDER A SHAWL THIN AS A NUN S VEIL, SHE HELD A BABY.
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The voice of the policeman broke through

the other woman's thanksâ��such thanks for

such a gift.

" Now, then, at it again ! " he said. " You

give me your name and address," he added,

sternly.

The woman muttered some formula.

" We can't 'ave you beggin' all over the

place," he went on. " On the church steps

and all. You'll hear of this again, I shouldn't

wonder. 'Ere, you be off outer this ! Hear? "

The woman with the child looked at him

and crept away.

" Oh, don't!" said the mother who had

no child. "You wouldn't prosecute her for

that?"

" Course not, mum," the man reassured

her. " But you 'ave to keep 'em up to the

mark or you wouldn't be able to get into

the church for the crowds of them there'd

be. It's only encouraging them to give to

beggars."

" I only gave her a penny," said the

mother.

"Ginâ��that's what it'll go in," said the

majesty of the law.

She went into the church. It was almost

dark, except for a brightness that shone

between thick pillars far away to the right.

The altar rose up into shadows. The red

light burned before the altar. Here and

there a kneeling figure. She kneeled also.

Here, perhaps, one might be able to cry :

tears made things easier, people said. She

herself had thought so once. But no tears

came. And her agony was wound like a

cord about and around her heart, so that she

could not pray. She kneeled there a very

long time. The great calm, splendid silence,

the atmosphere of devotion, the presence of

a great love and understanding that filled it,

gave to her tortured mind the rest that a

couch in a darkened room might give to

limbs strained with the rack and to eyes

scorched by the flames that lick round the

stake. Life was all torture still, but this was

a breathing space. At first she thought of

the woman on the stepsâ��the mother who

had her childâ��and envy and pity fought in

her. She might get the address from the

policeman and go and see the womanâ��help,

perhaps. No, no. It was all no use. What

was the good of helping one woman in a

world where any woman might at any moment

have this to bear ?

Gradually peace, like an incoming tide,

lapped in small waves round her soul. Or

the exhaustion of prolonged agony, calling

itself peace. She could no longer thinkâ��

could hardly feel. Intense pain was be-

coming itself an anaesthetic. The shadowy

pillars seemed to move as shadows do, and

the little red light, nung between earth and

heaven, swam before her eyes. A little more

it seemed and she would forget everything.

But she roused herself. There was some-

thing in the world that she must not forget.

Something beyond herself and her anguish.

Her own mother. She must not forget. She

was to her mother what that which she had

lost had been to her. She rose and walked

down the aisle. The soft yellow glow from

behind the pillars seemed brighter than ever,

to eyes that had rested so long on the twilight

that surrounds the altar.

" I wonder what that light is !" she said,

and was glad for her own mother's sake that

she could still wonder about anything. She

walked towards the light, and presently per-

ceived that the light, coming from some

unseen place, shone full on a pictureâ��no, a

group of figures of wax or wood.

It was a rocky cave, as tradition tells that

the stable was where Christ was born. Ivy

wreathed about the stones. There was the

straw, and the ox and the ass among it ; also

those two travellers for whom there was no

room in the inn. They bent in adoration

over the manger where the Hope of the

World lay cradled.

Outside were the kneeling kings with their

gifts, and the star-led shepherds, and beyond,

in the deep eastern sky, the star that had

led them.

It was the scene that has inspired Raphael

and Correggio, set forth with ingenuous

realism, as loving peasant children might

have set it.

And the centre of it allâ��that on which

was concentrated the light of the lamps, and

the light of love in the eyes of the Holy

Mother, of the angels, the adoring kings, and

the shepherdsâ��was the Child, the waxen

image of the Child who was born and laid

in a manger, the image which the Catholic

Church sets up at Christmas to remind

simple people how the King of Heaven came

down and was a little child. The very

simplicity of it made a more direct appeal

than could have been made by all the

Raphaels and Correggios in the world. That

wooden image of the Holy Mother bore on

its face the light of love and joy the human

mother herself had knownâ��and the shadow

of a greater sorrow even than this of hers,

which was greater than all sorrows in the

world.

The mother who had no child found that
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THE CHILD AWOKE ANO SMILED.

she was kneeling again, her arms on the

wooden rail worn smooth by the arms of

the many who had knelt there to realize,

at sight of this picture, the meaning of

Christmas. There was no one kneeling there

now but she. She felt herself alone among

the kneeling shepherds and kings ; and her

eyes, like theirs, were turned on the child.

The image was very life-like. The Holy

Child lay covered in soft, white draperies that

showed only the little round head and one

tiny hand. Just so, so many times, the mother

has seen her baby sleep curled up, warm and

safe in the kind firelight, her baby that now

lay so straight and white and cold in a very

dark place, alone.

" My baby, my baby," she said, and hid

her face. And then she knew that she was

crying, and praying, too. The tears were

hot and many, and the prayer was only a cry

for help.

" Oh, God," she murmured, " help, help,

help ! " And again, and yet again : " Oh,

Cod, help !"

All the dear memories of the past, that

made up the desolation of the present, she

had put away because she could not bear to

look at them ; now she reached out her

hands to them, clasped them, pressed the

sharp thorns against her heart, that she

might call for help from the lowest depths of

her sorrow.

Her face was against the wooden rail, wet

with her tears. She crouched there. Faith

could move mountains. Perhaps it was true

about miracles. If she only prayed hard

enough, perhaps she might go home to find

her baby asleep in his cotâ��perhaps all this

would be only a dream. No, that was

nonsense, of course ; but

"Oh, my baby, my baby! Oh, God, help!"

she moaned, almost aloud.

And then the miracle happened. She

never doubted that it was a miracle. A

little soft sound crept to her earsâ��not a

sigh, not a cry, not a sobâ��the contented,

crooning murmur that a little child makes at

the end of sleep, the little lovely sound that

had drawn her so often to the cot-side in the

pleasant fire lit room when life was there.

She looked round. No one had come in

â��no happy mother with a baby in her arms,

such as she had thought, from that soft

sound, to find close behind her. She was



THE THREE MOTHERS.

733

all alone, with the Holy Family, and the

shepherds, and the angels, and the kings.

She dried her eyes and listened. Again

the little beautiful sound, and then . . . .

It was no (airy story but the true truth. The

mother who had no child saw, in the crib

where pious folks had laid a waxen image,

the movement of a living child. The little

dark head stirred on the pillow, the little

pink hands stretched out, the little arms

thrust back the draperies, and amid the soft

whiteness of them the child awoke and

smiledâ��no cold image of the Divine infant,

but a little, live, naked, human thing.

The human mother glanced roundâ��the

quick glance of a hunted animal that re-

assures itself. Next moment she had crept

under the wooden rail and caught up the

baby.

Its limbs moved in slow softness as her

own child's hid moved. It lay contented

against her, wrap-

ped in the white

woollen folds, and

covered with her

furs.

The wind was

wild as she reached

the swing - door.

It tried to uncover

the child, and

blew great flakes

of snow in the

mother's face. She

held the baby

very closely.

She does not

know how she got

home. The next

thing she re-

members is push-

ing past the house-

maid and carrying

up those stairs,

down which

others had carried

her baby, this new

baby that was not

hers.

" Brought home

a baby? Says she's

adopted it ? Well,

then, it's the best

day's work she

could ha' done,

an' I'm going

straight up to tell

her so."

So the cook

goes, leaving the housemaid and the parlour-

maid and the niece to sniff in concert.

Upstairs there is firelight and warmth, with

two women worshipping a naked child.

And in the church much talk and wonder

and grief for the bambino that has been

stolenâ��the little image of wood and wax so

like life, that cost so much, and was so useful

in reminding the faithful whgt the gift from

Heaven was that came to a human mother

on Christmas Day.

For three days the mother had fed her

hungry heart on the miracle-baby ; it was

three days before she remembered that other

mother and that other baby on the steps out-

side the church. Then she bestirred herself,

found the policeman, and got from him the

address that he had so severely noted.

" I doubt you'll not find it a deserving

case, mum," he said. " I frightened her off

'UPSTAIRS there is firelight and warmth, with two women worshipping, a naked child."
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this beat. Ain't been here since. That

shows she wasn't up to no good."

It was a narrow street, where the house

doors are never shut, and the children play

in the gutter with such toys as they have-

rags and bones and bits of broken wood

The door-posts are grimed to the level of a

man's shoulder by the incoming and outgoing

of tired people in greasy clothes. The stairs

were foul, and a cold wind blew down them.

"Top floor," a dirty painted woman told

herâ��" top floor, left hand. But I fancy she's

made a boltâ��that's what I think. She was

stony, I know, and three weeks' owing. I

did take 'er up a nice cup of tea yesterday,

but I couldn't make no one hear. She ain't

much class, anyhow."

It was the man on the second floorâ��the

man without collar and without shoes â��who

broke the door open. He protested that it

was agin the law. But the mother who had

found the miracle-baby found for the man a

pretty little golden argument.

" Well, if you say so," he said ; " but if

there's any rumpusâ��well, you're a lady, and

you'll say it was you. An' if you don't, I

shallâ��see ? "

"Yes, yes â��there won't be any fuss. It's

all right. Only do make haste. For certain

there's something wrong. And just feel how

the wind blows under the door. The window

must be open."

It was. And now the door hung crookedly

from a broken hinge.

Of course, you have known all the time,

as the mother knew, that the woman would

be dead.

She was. Her empty arms outstretched,

she lay very cold and stiff on a bed that was

old iron and sacking. The casement window

had blown open and the snow had drifted

half across the room and lay in a frozen

streak like a shaft of dead-white moonshine.

You know all that. It shows itself. What

you do not know perhapsâ��what at any rate

the mother did not know who looked fear-

fully through the broken doorâ��is that it was

this woman who had stolen the waxen Christ

Child, stripped her own baby, and laid it,

with who knows what desperate incoherence

of hope and love and faith, in the Holy

Manger, and had gone away hugging the

waxen babe that could not feel the bitter

night under that shawl, thin as a nun's veil.

She had taken the Christ Child home; she

called it home, one supposes And, once

safely there, some scruple, some forgotten

reverence, must have come to her.

For she had set up an altar in that bare

place.

Over the old sugar-box that used to serve

her for table she had laid the greenish shawl

that was thin as a nun's veil. She had

wrapped the Image of the New Born Saviour

in a blue and white net kerchief that must

have had to her the value of a relic, for it

was clean, and its creases showed that it had

long lain folded.

She had set up two candles in chipped

beer bottles and lighted them. They must

have burned bravely, illumining that shrine,

till the wind thrust itself through the window

and made everything dark and cold again.

And the last lean alms that Life had given

she had spent on those two candles.

So the image of the Mother of God got

back its bambino. And the mother who

had no child got the miracle-baby. And the

mother who made the shrine with her last

coin and her last warmth and her last love-

relic, got . . .

"Good thing for her she went off like she

did," said the policeman. "She'd a got a

month for nicking of that image, sure as I'm

a sinner. Theft an' sacrullidge. It's serious,

that is. Lucky let-off, I call it."
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A Compendium of Short Articles.

I.â��" That Reminds Me."

^^ANY and varied arc the methods to

â�  * which busy men have recourse in

order, as the Yankees put it, to keep their

memory " peeled."

Very simple is the mnemonical system of

a well-known journalist, who merely ties a

small piece of ribbon round his walking-stick.

Many a Benedict has a penchant for tying

his handkerchief into a series of knots to

remind him of the numerous little domestic

duties he has faithfully promised to perform

during the day.

A very successful plan is

that of a shrewd City man,

who has recourse to the use

of pepper or snuff to jog his

memory. A liberal dose

spread over his handkerchief

greets his olfactory nerves

whenever he extracts it from

his pocket, and, as he him-

self says, then " that reminds

me." It is a somewhat un-

comfortable plan, but, it

must be admitted, it is

decidedly effective.

It is not for safety that the individual in

one of our illustrations has taken the precau-

tion to pin his kerchief to his coat. It is

merely his peculiar form of reminder.

Doubly effective is the method adopted by

some astute people who place their finger-

rings on their key-ring. By this means they

are not only reminded of something by the

absence of their rings from their hands, but

every time they use their keys the fact is

forced upon their attention.

A message placed loosely

inside one's hat is not likely

to be overlooked, as it will

probably drop out and attract

attention the moment the

owner removes his headgear.

There is one old Govern-

ment clerk in Whitehall who

is an amusement to all the

juniors. When he has any

matter of urgent importance

to attend to in the morning

he invariably ties two of his

fingers together with a small

piece of red tape.

A piece of ribbon tied to your stick

is a good reminder.

2.â��So is

knot

the well-

s in your

known plan of ty

handkerchief.

3.â��While a little pepper or snuff on the

handkerchief is sure to jog the memory.

4.â��Ar

ken

jther good p

hief to the lit

in is to pin

ing of you

your hand

r pockcL

5.â��If all these fail, try placing a ring

on your key-ring â�¢

6.â��Or a memorandum inside your hat 7.â��Or, as a last resource, tie two ot

your fingers together.

Frvm Photos, bg Chirk? ,(â�¢ Hude Prat Aimiey.
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II.â��Every Man's Musical Instrumentâ��The Hand-Horn.

By F. Gilbert Smith.

I HK interesting fact that every member

*â�  of the human race possesses, in its two

hands, an embryo musical instrument which,

when developed, is capable of holding its

own against any artificial wind instrument

of similar capacity, has not hitherto been

dreamt of, or, if dreamt of, not scientifically

demonstrated.

I wish, in the first place, to make perfectly

clear these two points. Firstly, that the

instrument I am about to describe is a wind

instrument, and is to be treated as such. It is

manifestly as unfair to take the hand-horn and

blow into it and expect it to immediately

produce melodious music as to expect any

other wind instrument to do the same.

Secondly, that the moment you produce a

sound, however husky, with your closed

hands, that moment you have discovered for

yourself " every man's " musical instrument;

and that, with this article to guide you, it is a

moral certainty that before long you will be

able easily to separate notes up to one and a

half octaves. I will not add the usual qualifi-

cation, " if you carefully carry out my instruc-

tions," for once you find that you can produce

a note, and that not a fixed note, the gradual

development of the instrument becomes a

fascination.

How to Make the Instrument.â��Figs,

i, 2, and 3 give side, front, and back views

respectively of the instrument as it appears

when the lowest note is being produced;

while Fig. 4 gives a view of the interior of the

left hand. Note particularly the following

points : That the aperture between the

thumbs for blowing is as narrow as possible;

that the maximum distance obtainable must

be secured between points " A" and " B"

(Fig. 2); that the tips of the fingers of the

right hand do not extend lower over the left

than is necessary to cover the space "C";

and that in the left hand the fingers somewhat

overlap one another, in order to fill up the

spaces between. In a word, that the largest

possible cavity, with a single opening (between

the thumbs), is obtained. As a help to securing

the right form of the instrument it is useful

to take several apples, and to select the

largest that you can contain in your hands

without there being any crevices (Fig. 6).

Then practise forming the hands round it

until you are satisfied that the shape is

correct. :

How to Hold It.â��Figs. 1 and 5 illustrate

the position in which the instrument is held

to the mouth and the disposition of the arms.

Note particularly that the end joints of the

thumbs are pressed against the upper lip,

while the bottom lip is loose and is thrown

somewhat forward to cover the joints of the

thumbs and the extreme top end only of

the aperture.

How to Play It.â��The hand-horn, as

here described, is a one-keyed instrument,

the second finger of the left hand being

the key. This key is manipulated, as shown in

Figs. 7 and 8, from the root joint, and the

slightest possible movement of this finger

produces a variation in tone in the lower

register ; while the movement is more marked

in the higher. With the exception of the

third finger, which may move in sympathy

with the second, the remainder of the instru-

ment must not be altered in the smallest

degree for the production of different notes.

When the key is raised to its highest possible

elevation, as in Fig. 8, a considerable cavity

should be revealed underneath it, and care

should be taken that the outer edge of the

right hand does not tend to get nearer to the

palm of the left, and so reduce this cavity,

which must be as large as possible for the

production of the higher notes.

As regards breathing, take deep inspira-

tions, as in singing, when little or no effort

will be required to produce full and clear

notes. Articulation is best obtained by

jerking the air from the back of the throat,

as when one says " who, who," sharply.

"Tongueing," as in the flute, does not

appear to me practicable.

Its Range.â��The hand-horn, as I at

present know it, has a range of slightly under

two and a half octaves, and in my case rises

to somewhat below top C on the piano. As

far as this article is concerned, however, it

has a range of about one and a half octaves,

which will be pitched higher or lower accord-

ing to the smallness or largeness of the hands.

How I Discovered It.â��It will doubt-

less be of interest to describe how I dis-

covered the hand-horn. Well, it was in this

way. When a boy my father taught me

in a crude way to imitate the cuckoo's call

with my hands. I soon improved on what

he taught me, and you may judge how

closely I mimicked the bird by the two
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following incidents. One day

behind a bush, practising the

when suddenly two

young sportsmen peered

round the bush, one

whispering to the other,

"Stand still; I'll pot

him !" Needless to add,

he didn't. On another

occasion I hid myself under

a bush and called my sup-

posed mate, or rivalâ��I know

not which â�� on to the

branches immediately over

my head. The poor bird,

being unable to locate me,

2.â��As it appears from the front.

5.â��How the arms should be held.

worked himself into a perfect

fury of rage.

I did not stop at imitating

the cuckoo, but gradually,

over a period of nearly

twenty years, evolved the

hand - horn â�� or, more cor-

rectly speaking, the hand-

horn evolved itself. Muscles,

and the nerves controlling

them, which hitherto had

been little used, were gradu-

ally developed, until now I

Vol. xxxvi.â�� 93.

I was hiding have almost j

cuckoo's call, finger on the

3. â�� Back view of the instrument.

6.â��Practising the formation ol the hand

with an apple.

8.â��How the key is manipulated.

From Photo*, by John HitrrwB. Prestatyn,

S. Wales.

erfect control over the second

left hand. This is the most

important thing to achieveâ��

at any rate, as regards the

first octave and a half. I

do not hope myself ever

fully to master the muscles

which must be controlled

to produce the highest

notes, as I have begun

too late in life. My son,

however, who has mastered

the instrument as here

described, simply from

watching me play it, has a

much better chance to do so.

4. â�� Interior of the left hand.

7.â��The second finger of the left hand

is used as a key.

Evolution has practically

finished its work on man's

artificial musical instru-

ments, but it has hardly

commenced to operate on

his natural and universal

one. Perhaps it may not

be too much to hope that

before long the hand - horn

will prove its right to the

title of " every man's musical

instrument."
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Ill.-Wouldn't It Be Funny If-

Written and Illustr

"^HERE are dozens of common things

' used daily in a household to the sight

of which people have become so accustomed

that any alteration, combination, or trans-

position of them would appear almost

ludicrous, if not wholly inconvenient. The

objects now dealt with are really very little

modified, yet what strange aspects they

present !

When we are cutting up our dinner with

ated by James Scott.

imagines that such an arrangement would be

unsteady and awkward, I advise fixing a

common saucer in such a position, and making

a rough test. With this utensil, however, a

saucer-bowl would be permanently attached

to the edge of the cup, and would be, of

course, quite firm. No liquid could be spilt

on the table-cloth ; nor would drinking from

this queer-looking affair be at all troublesome;

indeed, I believe it would be rather pleasant.

â� A knife of this pattern would relieve yc

of much hard work.

4.â��Why not hive pipes made in this way?

an ordinary knife it is impossible to

cut a piece of meat or potato into

more than two sections at one

stroke; but by using a double blade,

as in Fig. i, we should secure three

sections at every movement. The

number of portions is, of

course, increased as additional

cuts are made. With a common

knife the rates successively

would be, by making symme-

trical cross cuts, two, four, six,

eight, etc., instead of three,

nine, fifteen, twenty-five (or even

more), with precisely the same

attempts.

Why are saucers used ? No

one seems to know with full

certainty. Some people say that

they are intended to keep the

table-cloth clean by catching spilled liquid ;

othersdeclare that theyshould be used for cool-

ing the drink. As it is universally considered

to be bad form to follow the latter practice, I

will assume that the first suggestion is correct.

But even in the event of the second belief

being right, the illustrated notion seems to be

equally effective (Fig. 2). To anyone who

5. â��An accommo-

dating egg-cup.

'/St

7.â��Tea, coffee, and cocoa in

one pot.

6.â��With spoons like these nothing need

be spilled.

Simple as is the idea of a com-

bined comb and brush (Fig. 3), I

do not think that anything of the

kind is on the market. The mother

â��we will leave the critical father

out of the questionâ��would be

less worried if she had only to

look for one article instead of

two, where children have access

to them.

Turning to men, I am re-

minded that I have a deviceâ��or

rather the design of oneâ��asso-

ciated with one of their own

customs. Now, except among

navvies, a pipe-bowl is held

with its orifice upwards, being

made for that position. By just

turning a bowl so that its mouth is directed

frontwards a great change is effected, and I

dare say that many people would laugh at a

man who paraded the streets smoking such

a curious pipe. Why should this be so?

The bowl would be as suitable so placed,

supposing it had a perforated lid, and it is

clear that such a pipe would be much more
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easily kept clean, as a brush could be so

readily passed through the stem and bowl.

The egg-cup is so trivial a thing as to seem

to call for no treatment or interference ; yet

it should be amenable to improvement in the

interests of one's temper. It does not need

telling that the dimensions of eggs are various

â��very various indeed ! Notwithstanding

this fact, a standard size egg-cup has to do

duty, as a rule, for both large and small. This

is not as it should be. Suppose we construct

a four-sided egg-cup, having a screw in the

middle part, by means of which the valves

could be opened to suitable distances or

squeezed tightly together (Fig. 4). In a case

of this kind, provided the inner surfaces were

somewhat roughened, every size of egg could

find a temporary shelter, being neither so

propped up as to topple over nor so much

concealed as to make one feel foolish when

cracking it.

Everybody who uses a spoon knows

quite well that, whether medicine is being

measured or fine sugar ladled out, some of

the stuff is bound to drop. By affixing

a secondary bowl beneath the ordinary one

(Fig. 5), trouble of this character could be

avoided.

Family people know what an awful con-

fusion occurs when father wants coffee,

mother wants tea, and the sons and daughters

divide their preferences between these two

and cocoa. Breakfast and tea times are made

uncomfortable in consequence of the number

of utensils and the successive waiting for the

water. By having a large pot divided into

three compartments, each communicating

with a spout, the three beverages could be

made at the same time, and so save

trouble. Now who will be the first to

use so awkward - looking, though useful,

a contrivance ?

IV.â��Some Queer Champions.

By Auisrey Gentry.

^^ANY people will be surprised to learn

* * that there are scores of championships

held in all parts of Englandâ��and, indeed,

of the worldâ��of which they have no know-

ledge. When the news is read that such-

and-such a man has won the championship

in, say, the faggot - eating competition, the

true significance that this man is really

entitled to be described as a champion rarely

enters into the reader's head.

Yet a host of these champions existâ��many

of them unknown, all of them unapplauded

by the multitude and neglected by the Press

generally.

A champion brought to this country for

the purpose of giving exhibitions of his

skill was Mr. Fred Lindsay, who can wield

with a most marvellous display of dexterity

the Australian stock - whip. The fact of

being able to crack a whip does not appear,

on the face of it, a very extraordinary feat, but

the Australian stock-whip is a very different

article from ours, the stock being eighteen

inches and the thong twenty-four feet in

length. At a distance of twenty-five feet

Mr. Lindsay can cut a cigarette in half,

the cigarette during the operation being

held in the mouth of an attendant. Other of

Mr. Lindsay's feats are : the extinguishing of

a lighted candle ; then, with a different twist

of the whip, cutting it in half; taking the ash

from a cigar whilst the weed is being smoked;

and cutting an ordinary wine-bottle in two;

Yet, dangerous as his weapon may appear,

Mr. Lindsay can make it perfectly harmless.

To prove the perfect control he has over the

whip, Mr. Lindsay will flog a man with

apparently terrific force, yet the man

is not injured in any way; he will tie the

thong round a man's arm, a feat which, if

the judgment were to err in the slightest,

would cut the arm in half. Then he can

wind the thong round a lady's neck, but the

lady would not feel it and no marks would

be visible. All of which performances show

that Mr. Lindsay is just what he claims

to beâ��the champion whip-cracker of the

world.

The sight of one hundred and fifty men

calmly puffing at pipes and seated at tables

with judges watching their every action is a

strange one, yet it has been seen in London.

The rules for this contest, which carried with

it the championship of the pipe-smoking

world, were that each man would be pro-

vided with one-eighth of an ounce of tobacco;

that the competitor must furnish his own

pipe, to be passed by the judges before being

loaded; that pipes were to be filled once

only, and that forty seconds would be allowed

for the purpose of lighting up, no relighting

to be allowed. The smoker who made his

pipe last for the longest period won the first

prize (a thirty-guinea piano) and, incidentally,



740

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

-The champion whip-cracker.

From a Photo by Campbell Gray.

B.â��Mr. Thomas Wood, Champion Smoke

From a I'hotoyruijh.

3.â��The faggot-eating champion is the figure on the extreme right.

From a Photograph.

4.â��This barber, even when blindfolded, can shave

you in twenty-seven seconds.

Frmn a Photo, by R. W Smith.

5.â��A winner of the shoeblacks'

championship.

From a Photo, by Geo. AewneÂ», Ltd,

6. â��A weight -carrying

champion of Paris.

From a Photograph

7.â��A record-breaking axe-wiclder.

From a Photo by Campbell-

Gray.
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the championship. Two hours and twelve

minutes proved to be the winning time, and

a new champion was proclaimed in the

person of Mr. Thomas Wood, a painter by

trade and a smoker from choice.

What may be termed a substantial supper

was recently partaken of by a man at a public-

house in Exmouth Street, London. The

cause of the supper was a bet made between

two men that Mr. Eugen Bowden could not

consume a tin of faggots. A tin of these

delicacies, it may be mentioned, contains

thirty-six, each of the weight of six ounces.

The faggots (which have been called the

poor man's rissole) were supplied by a firm

of butchers, Barnett Brothers, and were

guaranteed to be of good weight. The

contest took place in front of a large and

appreciative audience. Not only did Mr.

Bowden justify the faith placed in him by his

backer, but he added to the original number

by having two faggots crushed and made into

gravy, and over and above this added a half-

quartern loaf to the supper. The victor, who

is undoubtedly entitled to term himself the

faggot-eating champion, was apparently none

the worse for entering the arena.

The quick-shaving champion of England,

and possibly of the world, is Mr. Robert

Hardie, of Shepherd's Bush. Mr. Hardie's

record of shaving five men in one minute

fifteen seconds stood for some years, but not

long ago the champion of the razor thought

he would try for new and better times, so he

managed to shave six men in one minute

twenty-nine seconds. Mr. Hardie a little

time back issued a challenge to the world for

five hundred pounds, and this money can be

won by anybody who will take up the cudgels

at either quick or blindfold shaving, and is

able to beat the existing champion's times.

Mr. Hardie can shave one man, no matter

how harsh his beard, in twelve seconds, or

he will allow himself to be blindfolded and

then make a clean job of it in twenty-seven

seconds Besides these times, which are

accomplished by the aid of an ordinary razor,

Mr. Hardie will give any man a perfectly

satisfactory shave with the aid of a carving-

knife in forty five seconds, and with a pen-

knife in twenty-eight seconds.

The shoeblacks' championship â�� held

among members of the Central (Reds)

Shoeblack Society â��was first inaugurated in

1902. Out of the fifty boys who constitute

the staff of the home, six are annually chosen

to represent the school. The boys themselves

vote for their favourites. They have no false

pride about the matter, and if they fancy they

are good enough to enter the competition

they do not hesitate to put their own names

down. Three factors are taken into considera-

tion. They are : time, quality, general style of

the work done. The contest is judged by well-

known men, the superintendent of the school

and the managing director of Messrs. Day

and Martin being among the number. The

championship takes place every May, and the

conditions are the same as those prevailing

in the streetsâ��that is to say, the boys come

direct from their stations and with the same

tools enter for the fight.

The " Bancroft" gold medal, which the

championship carries, is held for one year

only, and is in the custody of an official of

the society, but the silver watch which goes

with the medal is the winner's absolute

property. Three other prizes are given.

The honour of holding the gold medal is

much coveted, and the yearly struggle is

always a very keen one.

Leaving for awhile the queer champions

of England, we go for one " out-of-the-way '

champion to the shores of La Belle France,

and in the person of M. Jean Ricaud, a

market porter, we find the weight-carrying

champion of Paris. The weight, as will be

seen from the illustration, is obtained by

carrying on the head a number of sacks,

filled with we know not what. M. Ricaud

won the 1907 championship by supporting a

burden weighing about six hundredweight on

his shoulders. The distance was about sixty

yards, and the victor's time was fifty-eight

seconds.

Tree-felling contests are very few and far

between in England, if, indeed, one has ever

been held. But we recently had a visit from

two axe wielders, Messrs. Harry Jackson and

Peter Maclaren by name, both Australians

by birth, who are champions in this direction.

Mr. Jackson once cut through a tree of sixty-

three inches circumference in one minute

eleven seconds; he also sawed through a tree

seventy-six inches in girth in two minutes

twelve seconds. The two partners won the

double handed saw championship by sawing

through a tree seventy six inches in circum-

ference in forty two seconds. Both these

champions appeared at the Hippodrome in

London Their performances in Australia

arc vouched for, and are not mere reports.

Naturally, they have both won many prizes

by their skill, but the event upon which Mr.

Jackson is most fond of dwelling is when he

won the contest held before the now Prince

of Wales (then the Duke of York) in Hobart,

Tasmania.
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V.â��" Drapery

Figures."

By Walter Goodman.

""THESE sketches

* were done from

studio draperies and

costumes thrown care-

lessly in a heap, sug-

gesting, by their folds,

classic or fanciful

figures as they appeared

to the eye of the artist,

as in case of faces seen

in the fire, and similar

objects. A special in-

terest attaches to these

studies from the fact

that they were done

fifty-four years ago by

the late J, M. Leigh,

father of the late Henry

S. Leigh, author of

" The Carols of Cock-

ayne," and founder and

master of the famous

School of Art in New-

man Street, Oxford

Street, where Sir

Edward J. Poynter,

P.R.A., and many

other artists studied

drawing. The writer was

also a student there

and can vouch for

the accuracy of the

acco m pan yi ng

fanciful designs,

having seen them

done. It is not

an uncommon

thing for artists to

receive suggestions

from random blots

or smudges of ink,

or from the paint

smears left on the

palette, which may

often be developed

by a lively imagina-

tion into weird and

wonderful results.

But there is some-

thing extraordinary

in the effect of

these "Drapery-

Figures " which

makes them quite

unique.



By ELLEN THORNEYCROFT FOWLER

(The Hon. Mrs. Alfred Felkin).

O you have escaped the all-

devouring religious appetite

of our esteemed hostess and

have not gone to church

after all?" remarked Sir

Edgar Larrington from the

depths of his chair, as Miss Cumnor came

slowly across the lawn to join him. She

made a pretty picture in her white serge

dress and large black hat, a rose-coloured

sunshade screening her flower-like face from

the fierce morn-

ing light. So Sir

Edgar thought ;

and he was a

connoisseur on

the subject of

women's beauty.

"I commend

you," he added.

Maud Cumnor

laughed softly as

she attained the

shadow of the

cedar tree on

the far side of the

lawn, and sank

into another chair

beside his. "Yes,

I have escaped ;

but I had a hard

fight for freedom,

for Lady Mac-

Bannock was set

on my attending

her beloved

church this morn-

ing. I suppose she

thinks I need it."

" So you doâ��

from the excellent

woman's point of

view. To my un-

regenerate eyes,

your need of

church - going is

your greatest and

most compelling

charm. I cannot

endure religious

women." Maud

winced. She was by no means strait-laced, but

she now and then shrank from Sir Edgar's

freely-avowed distaste for anything connected

with what Lady MacBannock called "good

things." Such irreligion might be very

amusing in a mere acquaintance, but there

seemed something terrible in it in connection

with a possible husband.

" So our worthy MacBannock tried to

influence you for good, did she?" Larrington

continued.

" Vfc, I HAVE K5CAFEO \ HU1 1 HAD A HARD FIGHT FUK FKfc.fc.UUM.

Copyright, 1908, by the Hon. Mrs. Alfred Felkin (Ellen Thorneycroft FowlerX
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"She did. She tried all her arts and

blandishments, such as they are, to lure me

into the church-going omnibus ; but in vain.

At first she almost succeeded in guiding my

erring feet aright; but I remembered you

and the sunshine and the shadow of the

cedar tree, and was strong to resist." Maud

might in her heart of hearts disapprove of

her suitor's flippancy ; but she had not the

moral courage to express this disapproval in

words. She was a sweet-natured girl, and

clever withal; but she lacked the strength of

character necessary to make a stand against

the follies and foibles of her particular set.

He lazily lit a cigarette. " How clear and

sweet of you to disappoint Janet MacBannock

and your guardian angel and all the religious

influences for my poor sake ! I feel immensely

flattered. I remember when I was a child I

was taught that everybody had a guardian

angel watching over him or her, as the case

might be, whose special business it was to

prevent the patient from ' falling into sin or

running into any kind of danger.' "

" I used to believe that, too, when I was

little," said Miss Cumnor. "It was a most

comforting and soothing belief, and I'm sorry

I've outgrown it. It used to make one feel

so safe in the dark."

"And so confoundedly uncomfortable in

the light," added Larrington. " I should

much dislike to feel that an angelic eye was

on all my comings and goings. And my

comings and goings are such that I doubt if

the angelic eye would enjoy the process any

more than I should. So I am thankful that

I have outgrown that particular illusion."

" I'm not. I'm awfully sorry that I can't

go on believing all the nice, impossible,

absurd things that I believed when I was a

child. Now that I've grown up, life seems

so dull and sordid and matter of fact, and

nothing seems really to signify except having

plenty of money."

" Thank Heaven that it is so, and that the

reign of the guardian angel is over and

Mammon is enthroned in his place!" Sir

Edgar was perfectly aware that Mammon,

rather than any guardian angel, would stand

his friend in his suit for the hand of the

beautiful Miss Cumnor. He knew well

enough that he was no fit husband for any

high-souled and pure-minded girl; but he

also knew that half the fashionable mothers

of Mayfair were keen on his track, in the

hope that they should secure him as a match

for their respective daughters, for he was one

of the richest commoners in England.

" I expect that your guardian angel had a

pretty rough time of it," said Maud, with her

soft laugh.

" Rather ! He said at last that it was more

than one angel's work, and that he must either

have a cherub in buttons under him or else

throw up the situation. I really couldn't stand

the racket of two guardian angels, so I gave

him a month's notice on the spot."

Maud laughed again. Although instinc-

tively she shrank from him, Sir Edgar never

failed to amuse her. " Now, I should think

Lady MacBannock's guardian angel has an

easy time," she remarked, " because she

never wants to do anything that the most

narrow-minded angel could possibly object to."

"An easy time of it ? I should just think

he had ! Never thwarted in anything, but

has his own way from morning till night.

Getting stout and masterful, as all old

servants do, and suffering from a swelled

head ! By the way, did my lady drag those

two wretched little boys to church with her?"

" Of course she did. Didn't you notice

their Eton suits and white collars at break-

fast, in honour of the intended ceremony?"

replied Maud.

" I did, now you mention it. I forgot it

was Sunday, and wondered why those horrid

twins were so clean. It didn't occur to me

that they were youthful victims already robed

in their sacrificial garments. I wonder if they

took their beastly camera with them ? "

"Good gracious, no I Their mother would

never have allowed such sacrilege as taking a

camera into church. You don't know your

MacBannock, or you would never have asked

such a question. But it's a comfort â�� isn't

it ?â��to feel that they are safe for the present,

and can't be snapshotting us in all sorts of

unbecoming attitudes."

" It is," replied Larrington, with a sigh of

relief. " Of all pernicious animals on the

face of this earth, I think that an intelligent

boy with a camera is the most pernicious.

And this particular boyâ��being twinsâ��is the

worst case I ever came across."

" I know. Aren't they too dreadful for

words ? They photographed me walking

across the lawn on a windy day, and I look

like a dancing Masnad. And they snap-

shotted their mother shaking hands with the

Presbyterian minister, which looks exactly

like a Bank-holiday couple making love."

Sir Edgar laughed. " You don't say so ?

How more than delightful!"

"You see," Maud went on to explain, "it

appears as if the pair were holdingâ��not

shakingâ��hands, and as if they had been at

it for the last hour. That is the worst of
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snapshots; they permanently preserve a

temporary state of things. Like an isolated

quotation from a conversation without the

context, they give an utterly false impression

while sticking to the absolute truth."

" Of course they do; that is their tatson

d'etre in both cases. Do you think that our

friends would trouble to repeat our words in

order to convey a correct impression ? Not

they ! It is only when they wish to create a

false impression that they stoop to quote us

verbatim. Humanity never tells the truth

except when it finds the truth more mis-

leading than a lie."

Again Maud winced, and yet laughed at

the same time.

" But how delicious of those dear boys

thus accurately to represent and yet utterly to

misrepresent their estimable mother ! I can

forgive their existenceâ��even their temporary

absence from Etonâ��on account of this. But

don't let us talk any more about the excellent

MacBannocks; let us taik about ourselves, a

much more interesting and instructive sub-

ject. Have you forgotten that I am going

away from here at six o'clock this evening,

and that I have something very important to

say to you before I go ? " Maud's face fell.

She knew well enough that she had come to

a turning-point in her life's story, and she

hated to be reminded of it. The inherent

weakness of her nature shrank from taking

any decided action either one way or another ;

she preferred to let things drift, and to leave

other people to settle her affairs for her.

But now the time had come for her to take

her life into her own hands, and to decide

once and for ever what course her future was

to take. And she quailed before the ordeal.

Among her various admirers there was one

who had always stood a head and shoulders

above all the others in Maud Cumnor's esti-

mationâ��namely, EricGolding, a young officer,

whom she had known and loved from her

earliest girlhood. Eric was straight and

manly and honourableâ��the ideal of all that

an English soldier ought to be ; also he was

deeply religious, wilh the silent and unemo-

tional religion of the typical well bred English-

man. Maud had known Eric ever since

they were big boy and little girl together,

and she had never heard him say a word or

express a thought that offended against the

most exalted ideals of enthusiastic girlhood.

Just as Edgar Larrington stimulated the

lower side of her intellectual nature, Eric

Golding stirred the higher and more spiritual

side. With him she was always at her very

best; and she knew that he was capable of

Vol. xxxvi.â��94,

drawing out and expanding the very highest

of which her character was susceptible.

The only quality which Eric lacked to

make him a perfect husband was the quality

of wealth ; but, unfortunately, that was a

quality which loomed large in the eyes of

Maud Cumnor and her circle. He had

enough to make a wife comfortable in a

moderate way, as he had small private means

in addition to his pay ; but comfort in a

modest way was by no means a thing to which

Maud had been taught to believe her beauty

entitled her. Love in a cottageâ��or rather

in a seven roomed villaâ��with two or three

women-servants as his handmaidens, was not

at all the style of thing which the beautiful

Miss Cumnor had been brought up to expect

of fate; nay, she demandedâ��and had been

taught by her mother that she had every

right to demandâ��one town and two or three

country houses, and a large retinue of men-

servants and maid-servants, and horses and

asses, with several motor-cars thrown in.

With her accustomed weakness of charac-

ter, Maud had neither refused nor accepted

Eric Golding. She had followed her own

inclinations to the point of accepting his

devotion and telling him that she returned

it, and permitting a sort of understanding

between them that eventually, after she had

had her fling of pleasure, she would settle

down and marry him ; and, on the other

hand, she had drifted with the current of her

mother's wishes to the extent of insisting

upon Eric's keeping their engagement a

secret, and in her own mind regarding her

lover as bound and herself as still free.

Such was the state of things when Sir

Edgar Larrington appeared upon the scene

and singled out the lovely Miss Cumnor for

his special attentions. He was an extremely

wealthy man, having amassed his pile in

South Africa and come home to England to

enjoy it upon the death of an uncle from

whom he inherited the baronetcy. There

was no doubt that, from a worldly point of

view, he was a splendid match for any girl;

and that was the only point of view which

ever intruded itself upon Mrs. Cumnor's

notice. She did not trouble to inquire into

the character or past history of so desirable a

suitor for her daughter's hand; he had great

wealth and an ancient title ; and that was

enough, and more than enough, for her.

But Maud was clearer - sighted than her

mother, and possessed quicker perceptions;

and she knew instinctively that Sir Edgar was

not a " nice " man in the sense that Eric was

"nice." She had hoped that things would
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go on drifting as they had drifted for so long,

and that she could still continue to carry on

a flirtation with both Sir Edgar Larrington

and Captain Golding; but Sir Edgar was

leaving Castle MacBannock that very evening,

and she had seen a look in his eyes that told

her she must finally choose between hini and

Eric before he went.

" Have you forgotten that I am leaving

Castle MacBannock to-night?" he repeated.

" I am trying to forget it, because it will

be so dull when you are gone," replied Maud,

still temporizing with her fate. She was one

of those women who cannot help flirting with

any man, however much she may dislike his

attentions. "And I think it is very unkind

of you to remind me, just when I was enjoy-

ing myself with your instructive conversation,"

she added.

" But / cannot forget it," said the man ;

and there was a sound in his voice which

frightened Maud, and yetâ��little flirt that

she was !â��made her decide that she must

use all her arts until she heard it again.

" We've got on so well together from the

very first, haven't we, Miss Cumnor?"

" Awfully well ; and that's because you are

so understanding. I don't think I ever met

anyone more understanding than you are."

Larrington smiled. He understood Maud

through and through â�� far better than she

thought he didâ��and he knew exactly the

doubts that were passing through her mind.

Like a cat playing with a mouse, he enjoyed

to see the duplex natures warring in the girl's

soul and striving for the mastery ; and the

fact that he felt sure of winning in the end,

made his relish of the struggle all the keener.

He was as modern and as complex and

analytical as Maud herself.

" I have a theory that the people we get on

well with here are the people whom we knew

in a former existence," continued Maud ;

" the people who understand our ways and

talk our language. There are people we

know quite intimately, who never talk the

same language as we do ; while we some-

times meet absolute strangers who not only

talk the same language, but the same patois."

" You and I talked the same patois the

first time we met, if you remember," said Sir

Edgar, still with that frightening tone in his

voice ; " and we've talked it ever since." He

could play upon Maud as a man plays upon a

musical instrumentâ��he knew all her moods,

and could call them up at will. And this

strange affinity between them wasâ��perhaps

even more than her undoubted beautyâ��the

reason of her attraction for a man who had

the pick of London to choose from. Now

he played with her varying moods and adapted

himself to them ; but when they were married

he said to himself, he would mould her

character to his will. He did not like her

idealistic and romantic side ; he knew that

it was at war with him, and that he failed to

satisfy its demands : but this evil would soon

be cured after marriage, for he knew that-

given time and opportunityâ��he could utterly

crush and destroy Maud's higher nature, and

make her as complete an atheist and a

worldling as himself. And he meant to do it.

" I am sure you and I must have belonged

to the same country in a former state," said

Maud.

" To the same country, my dear Miss

Cumnor ? Say rather to the same county,

the same district, the same village street.

Neither of us has a single soul-idiom that is

not to the other as household words."

" I am sure I never knew Lady Mac

Bannock in a former state. Did you ?"

" Heaven forbid ! I wouldn't know her

in this if she wasn't a relation," replied

larrington, with a laugh. Then suddenly

his face changed. "Good gracious!" he

exclaimed. "There is the lovely Miss Black

Smith coming to join us. I thought she was

safe in church, under the all-seeing eye of

the MacBannock."

" So did I," groaned Maud.

" I fondly believed that you and I were

the only survivors of the church - going

omnibus," said Sir Edgar.

"That was my impression. But my noble

example must have emboldened her also to

rebel."

Larrington sat up in his chair " I cannot

say good-bye to you with the eyes of Europe

and Miss Black-Smith upon us, because I

have something very particular to say to you

as well as good bye. Come up to the water

fall with me this afternoon, and let me say it

there."

" Won't it be rather too hot for such a long

walk?" demurred Maud.

" I don't think so, as it is in the shade all

the way. But we can select a cool spot in

the woods if you prefer it."

" Can't we say good-bye on the lawn as

everybody else does ? " persisted Maud, still

struggling feebly for freedom.

"Certainly not. We shall say good-bye

either at the waterfall or in the woods; you

can decide which."

As usual, Maud succumbed to the stronger

will. " Very well, then ; let it be the water

fall."
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Sir Edgar smiled to himself under his

moustache. He knew he could always con-

quer her if he wished. And as he was a

masterful man, and likewise an unscrupulous

one, this sense of power was very pleasant to

him. "The waterfall it shall be," he agreed ;

and then the Philistines in the form of Miss

Black-Smith were upon them, and no more

could be said except such as was suitable for

the ears of that inquisitive damsel.

Maud soon withdrew herself from the other

two and went into the house and up to her

own room. She did not feel in the mood

for idle conversation just then, when she

knew that her future life was hanging in the

balance. With the quick intuition of woman-

hood, she was perfectly aware that Edgar

Larrington intended to leave Castle Mac-

Bannock as her accepted lover. She would

have liked the present state of things to

continue indefinitely, and was sorry that the

inevitable time had come. It was very nice

to have a wealthy suitor at her beck and call,

laying motor-cars and opera-boxes and various

gewgaws at her feet whenever she deigned

to accept them, as Sir Edgar had been doing

all through the last season.

But, in spite of her short tale of years,

Maud was wise enough to realize that the

indefiniteness which delights a woman is in

no way agreeable to a man, and that Edgar

had stood the dangling process as long as he

would. True, Eric Golding had stood it for

as many years as the baronet had endured

it for months; but then Eric loved her better

than he loved himself, and Sir Edgar did not

â��which made all the difference, as Miss

Cumnor was clever enough to see. Larring-

ton had got to the point when she must

either take him or let him go ; he was tired

of dangling at her apron-strings and impatient

of her temporary rule over him, and Maud

was sharp enough to recognise this fact and

to face it. She knew she must make up her

mind either to become lady Larrington, with

all the sacrifice of freedom and idealism

which that (to some people) enviable position

entailed, or else to fling this magnificent

chance of an exceptionally brilliant match to

the winds, and to count the world well lost

for love of Eric Golding. And the question

had to be decided by her this very afternoon.

She knew well enough that she could not

both eat her cake and have it. Her marriage

with Sir Edgar would finally and irrevocably

close her friendship with Captain Golding,

for Eric was far too true a man ever to stoop

to play the role of tame cat to any woman.

But though Eric and his love meant a great

deal to her, the snares of rank and wealth

and luxury meant a great deal also; and, for

the life of her, Maud could not make up her

mind which she desired most, and which she

should most deeply regret to lose.

Through her window she watched the

omnibus return and discharge its pious load

at the front door. Then she saw Sir Edgar

strolling back from the stable with Miss

Black-Smith, in whose company he had been

to inspect the horses; and she felt a pang of

jealousy as she wondered whether that young

lady would be asked to accept the desirable

position of Lady Larrington should she her-

self refuse it. She was not in the least

jealous of any woman who might win Edgar's

love and admiration; she knew too well what

those were worth. But she was very jealous

indeed of any woman who might eventually

rule over his princely houses and wear his

priceless family diamonds, since she com-

puted with equal precision the worth of

these also.

Then she saw the twins avoiding the eagle

eye of their mother, and hovering about with

their beloved camera, ready to prey upon

anybody who was so misguided as to come

within their merciless range. And finally she

heard the gong sound, and went down to

lunch with her mind, as she believed, still in

doubt as to whether she should choose the

higher or the lower road ; but, in reality,

slowly veering round in the direction of the

latter.

When luncheon was over she failedâ��as

usualâ��to resist Sir Edgar's wishes, and

started obediently with him for the waterfall

at the top of the glen. They had no diffi-

culty in evading Lady MacBannock this time,

as that worthy woman had retired to her

room with a religious book, in order to

indulge in a little surreptitious yet sanctified

slumber. Of this blessed repose her lady-

ship's sons had likewise taken advantage,

and had escaped from the enforced study of

the Shorter Catechism, with the inevitable

camera clumsily concealed inside one of their

jackets.

It was an ideal day for amateur photo-

graphers. In the still, pure atmosphere and

blazing sunshine photographs could almost

take themselves, whilst objects invisible to

the naked eye could be clearly reproduced

upon the camera. Therefore the twins could

hardly be expected to sacrifice so glorious an

opportunity of practising their favourite art

to the exigencies of their mother's principles.

Miss Cumnor and her lover walked slowly

up the glen, talking at first upon indifferent
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subjects. But Sir Edgar had soon had

enough of this shilly-shallying, and he said

abruptly:â��

" Miss Cumnor, I have brought you here

to say something very particular to you, and

you are a less clever girl than I take you for

if you cannot guess what that something is."

As was her custom, Maud tried to evade a

straightforward question and answer. " I'm

sure I can't, as I never was very good at

guessing games. A double acrostic drives

me to the verge of distraction, while a miss-

ing word competition produces in me the

most aggravated symptoms of brain-fever.

I never guessed anything correctly in my

life."

" Then if you cannot guess my riddle I

shall have to give you the answer and put it

plain. The question I have brought you here

to ask you is, will you be my wife ? "

Maud shrugged her graceful shoulders.

" Oh, dear, what a pity it is that men always

will spoil pleasant conversations by intro-

ducing some dreadfully straightforward ques-

tion ! "

" We introduce the straightforward ques-

tions simply because we want straightforward

answers. So please give me one."

" But I hate straightforward questions and

answers. They always remind me of a funny,

antiquated little book that a former governess

of my mother's used to teach me when I was

a small girl, called ' The Child's Guide to

Knowledge.' You'd have enjoyed it; for it

was full of straightforward questions and

answers as to what bread is made of, and

what are the three diseases of wheat, and

things like that. There was no vagueness

about it anywhere." Sir Edgar smiled again

under cover of his moustache. It amused

him to see his victim's pretty struggles against

the snare he had laid for her; and he enter-

tained no fears as to his final success. He

knew Maud and himself too well to doubt

that his will in the end would certainly

subjugate hers.

" It is difficult to believe that you were

trained in so definite a school," he said.

" I was; but I was too complex and in-

definite and generally modern by nature for

it to have any lasting effect upon me," replied

Maud.

" Well, then, I am afraid you will have to

fall back upon the effects of this early training,

and strive to be definite just once again.

Don't you see that I've stood this hanging-on

business long enough, and I can't do with

any more of it ? I want you for my wife, and

I mean to have you, Maud."

" But our friendship has been so

pleasant " Maud began.

The man, however, cut her short. " Not

to me. Don't you know that you are far

too attractive a woman for your friendship to

be satisfying to any man ? Men want either

less or more. And now you must make up

your mind whether you will become my wife

or whether we must part altogether. I will

be your husband or your enemy, but never

your friend. I like you far too well for

that."

The parting of the ways had come just as

Maud had foreseen. And it was for herâ��

and her aloneâ��to decide which path she was

going to take.

" I can give you everything you want,"

Edgar went on, " and you shall have a lovely

time for the rest of your life. There is

nothing that money can buy that shall not

be yours. And you are very fond of the

things that money can buy, you know you

are, my dear little Maud ! "

She was, and she knew it. So she smiled

and did not speak, but Edgar felt that she

was yielding.

"' With all my worldly goods I thee

endow' will be no empty boast in my case,"

the man continued, knowing well wherein

his chief claim to her consideration lay. He

was wise enough to realize that if Maud

married him it would be for money and not

for love. But as long as he won her for his

wife, he did not care what her motive might

be in marrying him. He had not a high

ideal of the sanctity of the holy estate.

They were at the top of the glen by this

time, and close to the precipice down which

the water dashed in rainy seasons ; but after

the dry summer the waterfall was reduced

to a thread of silver. And as they reached

the summit of the ascent, Edgar stood still

with a look of triumph on his cynical features.

" Maud, come to me, I want you, my

dearest girl; and I can give you everything

you want, if you will only come," he cried,

stretching out both hands towards her in his

intense longing to possess so exquisite a

piece of youth and beauty.

For a second Maud turned involuntarily

towards the outstretched hands, which were

offering her all that her world considered

worthy of acceptance ; and her face, too, was

full of triumph because she had served

Mammon to such good purpose. Then,

suddenly, one of those inexplicable changes

came over her to which all impressionable

natures such as hers are subject. She did

not know what caused it; whether Sir Edgar
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had appealed too obviously to her lower

nature, and so had grated upon her higher sus-

ceptibilities ; or whether his casual reference

to the Marriage Service had reminded her of

all the sacrament of marriage was meant to

be, and of all that it could be with such a

man as Eric Golding. She pictured herself

standing at the altar with Edgar Larrington,

and shuddered to think what a travesty the

beautiful old form of words would be when

exchanged between herself and him, with

nothing but worldly ambitions upon the one

side and mere physical attractions upon the

other. All she knew was that in an instant,

without apparent why or wherefore, a change

had come o'er the spirit of her dream.

She experienced a sudden revolt against

Sir Edgar, and for all that he stood for in

her life; and a sudden longing for the true

peace and happi-

ness which a

union with Eric

Golding would

entail. It seemed

absurd, ridi-

culous, puerile,

she knew, to

change about in

this way like a

fickle child ; but

Sir Edgar had in

some inexplicable

manner suddenly

ceased to domi-

nate her; and with

the remembrance

of Eric there

swept over her

the memory how

faithful and true

he had been to

her ever since she

was a child, and

how his devotion

had never failed

or faltered, and

how good he was,

and how manly

and unselfish.

And then she

recalled all the

dreams that she

had dreamed

about him in her

romantic girlhood

before the iron of

worldliness had

entered into her

soul ; and how

in these dreams he had always played the

role of the ideal fairy prince. All at once

it seemed to be made clear to her that Eric

Golding was the one man in the world for

her, and that deliberately to break so true a

heart as his would be a baseness of which

even she at her worst was not capable.

Sir Edgar, quick to read her moods, saw

the change in her face, and his spirits sank.

" Come to me, Maud," he repeated. Surely

it was impossible that he should lose her

now; but at the mere thought of such a

thing his desire for her increased tenfold.

Then at last she spoke, and he was more

startled at the change in her voice than at

the change in her face. There was a ring of

firmness and decision in it that he had never

heard before. " No, Sir Edgar ; please don't

ask me. I can never marry youâ��never."
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" Why on earth not ? I can give you

what few men can give you, and can make

you abundantly happy."

" You can give me everything that money

can buy, I know, but you cannot make me

happy. There are some things that money

cannot buy, and those happen to be the

things I want."

" But, my dear child, this is nonsense

worthy of a sentimental schoolgirl."

" Perhaps ; but it is what I think and mean.

I don't love you, Sir Edgar ; and that is the

long and the short of it."

" But, my dear girl, I never asked you to

love me; I only asjced you to marry me.

And if you will do that I promise you I will

never bother you about your feelings. I am

not a romantic boy, you know, who is always

applying a thermometer to the state of his

lady-love's affections."

" I couldn't marry a man I didn't love,"

replied Maud, with a persistence that sur-

prised even herself, to say nothing of Sir

Edgar.

" Why not ? Most women in our rank of

life do. Believe me, love in a cottage is a

most bourgeois form of entertainment."

" I cannot marry you," persisted Maud,

still with that unaccustomed firmness.

" Oh, yes, you can, and will. I know that

I shall win you in the end and make you as

happy as the day is long. I am not afraid.

I shall go on asking you as long as you are

free, till you are compelled to say ' yes ' in

order to silence me."

Maud drew herself up haughtily. " You

are mistaken in the state of affairs," she said.

" I am not free ; I am engaged to be married

to Captain Golding." The words seemed to

speak themselves ; she had not meant to say

them. They came out without any volition

on her part. And when she had said them,

and knew that she had burnt her boats, she

was filled with a strange gladness.

But Larrington was thunderstruck. It was

inconceivable to him that any young girl,

however clever, should have played with him

in this way. " Engaged to Golding ? " was

all that he could say.

Again Maud felt impelled to speak as if

by some power outside herself.

" Yes, I am engaged to Captain Golding ;

but for reasons of our own we have seen fit

to keep the engagement secret for a time, so

I must beg you to respect my confidence. I

felt that I owed it to you to let you know,

after the honour you have done me in asking

me to be your wife ; but I am sure I can

trust you not to let it go any farther until

Captain Golding and myself see fit to

announce it publicly."

She had indeed burnt her boats now with

a vengeance, and was elated with that sense

of triumphant relief which such bonfires

usually produce in those who have the

courage to ignite them.

" Of course I will respect your confidence,"

replied Larrington, manfully struggling to

conceal the rage and mortification which con-

sumed him ; " but I cannot help saying that

I consider you have treated me very badly."

Maud was about to reply when a sort of

war-whoop from the other side of the ravine

startled them both, and they looked across

the waterfall to see the dreaded twins swiftly

beating a retreat.

" Confound those beastly boys!" ex-

claimed Edgar, angrily, thankful to find an

object on which to vent his temper. " I'm

blessed if they haven't had the impudence to

take a snapshot of you and me ! I should

like to give them both a good hiding."

" They are rather tiresome," Maud agreed,

quite coolly: "and now don't you think we

had better be getting back again, or we shall

be late for tea." Under his breath Edgar

cursed the fickleness and uncertainty of the

artistic temperament, and felt there was

something to be said for stupid women after

all; at any rate, you knew where you were

with them. He understood Maud so well that

he was fully aware she had intended to accept

him, whatever her previous relations with

Captain Golding might have been, and that

suddenly and inexplicably she had changed her

mind. But as to what had induced this rapid

change of front he had not the slightest idea.

Being a man of the world, he adapted him-

self to Miss Cumnor's altered attitude with as

good a grace as he could muster; but never-

theless the homeward walk was decidedly

uncomfortable. Under his calm exterior Sir

Edgar was furiously angry with Maud for

having made a fool of him, and with himself

for having been made a fool of; and yet all

the while he knew her well enough to per-

ceive that she had been innocent of any

deliberate intention to deceive him, and that

her sudden alternations of mood were utterly

beyond her own control. He was as certain

as if she had told him so, that when she

walked up the glen with him she intended to

accept him and throw Golding over. But

why had she so suddenly altered her mind ?

That he could not even dimly guess at.

As the two approached the garden the

boys perceived them and rushed to meet

them.
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" I say," cried the twins, simultaneously,

" we've just got such a good snapshot of you

two! "

" Delighted to hear it," replied Sir Edgar,

dryly. " You caught us in a happy moment,

when the wolf was unexpectedly playing the

part of the lamb."

" You shall have a copy," promised the

elder of the twins graciously, " as soon as it

is developed and printed ; and we can print

awfully fast in such weather as this." Maud

duly thanked them, and they flew back to

their tea.

" Then, good-bye, Miss Cumnor," said Sir

Edgar, as he opened the gate leading from

the glen into the garden. " I doubt if we shall

ever meet again, so I take this opportunity of

thanking you for many a pleasantâ��and one

extremely unpleasantâ��hour." And then they

joined the rest of the party on the lawn.

When tea was over Sir Edgar took his

leave ; and Maud marvelled at her own indif-

ference to the fact that she had let the great

chance of her life, from a worldly point of

view, slip by for ever. The evening came

and passed in due course, and the next day

dawned, but still she was upheld by a strange

feeling of exaltation in this giving up of her-

self finally to Eric and Eric's love.

When she came back from her drive with

Lady Mac Bannock in the afternoon, she

found the twins awaiting her in the hall with

white and scared faces.

" I say, will you come into the schoolroom

for a minute ? " asked Ian, the oldest twin, in

a frightened whisper. " There's something

awfully rummy happened."

" There's a chap at school," remarked Ivor,

as they followed Maud down the passage

leading to the schoolroom, " who tells queer

tales about how cameras can see things that

we can't see, don't you know ?â��ghosts and

things like that. I thought he was only

gassing ; but now I'm blowed if there isn't

something in it after all! "

" It makes a fellow feel queer when he

finds he has photographed things that people

can't seeâ��gives him sort of creeps down the

back, don't you know !" added Ian, as they

all three entered the schoolroom, and he

handed Maud a roughly-printed photograph

that was lying on the table.

She took it and examined it carefully.

There were she and Sir Edgar standing by
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the waterfall, as they had stood that afternoon.

She knew the exact moment when the snap-

shot had been taken. It was when he held out

his arms to her and she so nearly accepted

him, just before that unaccountable rush of

newly-awakened love for Eric suddenly

flooded her soul. Yes; it was a very good

likeness both of herself and of her discarded

suitor.

But there was more on the film than

that.

Midway between herself and Sir Edgar

stood a dazzling and dimly-outlined figure of

surpassing grace and dignityâ��a winged and

radiant Presence surrounded by an aura of

pure white light. Its left hand lay like a

splash of sunshine upon Maud's shoulder, as

if gently pushing her away from her com-

panion's outstretched arms; while in Its

right hand, thrust implacably between the

man and the woman, was an upraised flaming

sword.



The River of Light.

By RICHARD MARSH.

AM willing to bet you a

hundred guineas, or a thou-

sand, or any sum you like to

mention, that I will steal

some object of value, one

which bulks largely in the

public eye, and whose disappearance will set

people's tongues wagging, and that the police

will never bring home the theft to me, or

prove that the article was ever in my

possession."

Mr. Moore had brought Sir Arthur

Kennard into his rooms at half-past two in

the morning for a final drink. The fact that

it was he who made the preceding remark

seemed to show that he at least required

nothing further of an exciting nature. Sir

Arthur, smiling at him, glanced at the man-

servant, who was placing certain liquid refresh-

ments on the centre table. Presently, when

the man left the room, Sir Arthur laughed

outright.

" My dear Charles, you are doubly rash.

First, in offering to make a bet of the kind ;

then in proposing it in the presence of your

man."

"Whoâ��-Lobley ? I'm not afraid of my

servant. I'm willing, if you like, to bet that

I diddle him as well as the police. Is it a

wager ? "

"What exactly are the terms of the wager

you suggest?"

" I say that it is owing to want of capital

that criminals are brought to book. A man

generally steals because he is in immediate

want of money ; that necessity compels him

to do something which gives the police the

clue they want. Using ordinary precautions,

the man who does not want money can take

Vol. xxxvi. â�� 95.

what he pleases, and, so long as he keeps

his head, all the police in the world will not

be able to prove he has it. Let us agree

upon some article ; the snuff-box which Lord

Dewsnap gave three thousand guineas for the

other day; old Fotheringam's collection of

miniatures ; the best bits out of the Duchess

of Cheshire's collection of china ; perhaps

better still, Mrs. Turland's ' River of Light'â��

that diamond necklace she wears. They say

that Jacob Turland gave fifty thousand

pounds for them in the wholesale market.

That ought to be worth stealing."

" I agree."

" Good. Then will you bet a thousand

guineas, or a hundred, or what will you bet,

that I don't steal Mrs. Turland's necklace,

and that the police don't bring it home, even

to the extent of casting the shade of a shadow

of suspicion on me, say, inside six months ?

I'm obliged to fix a period because, of course,

I don't want to deprive the lady of her neck-

lace altogether. I merely want to have a bit

of fun and win my bet. Is that a wager ? "

" Emphatically no; the whisky has not

gone to my head. I should be very sorry to

see you try to do anything so insane from

every point of view; and you wouldn't succeed

if you did."

" Shouldn't I ? Very well. You bear in

mind those words of yours. It's no bet;

but take my tip and keep an eye on the

River of Light."

On the night after that conversation Mrs.

Turland returned rather late to her house in

Berkeley Square. She was accompanied by

her sister, Miss Stanbury. They had been

to two receptions and a ball. Each lady

went straight to her own apartment. Mrs.
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Turland said to her maid, who met her at

the door of her bedroom :â��

" I shall not want you, Paine, for a minute

or two. I will ring when I do."

The maid retired. After a momentary

interval, first looking round as if to make

sure that she was alone, Mrs. Turland took

out of her corsage a scrap of cardboard ;

which was, in fact, half of a supper menu.

Some words in a feminine handwriting were

scribbled in pencil on the back. " Fright-

fully sorry to worry you, but I'll have to have

the money to-morrow, or, at latest, the day

after. There are some horrible things which

I must pay." Under the word " must" were

four thick lines. As she read this scrawl

she was standing before the dressing-table.

Glancing up, the sight of her own face in

the mirror seemed to startle her. There

were those who thought it one of the most

beautiful faces in England; on it at that

moment was an expression which

suggested acute physical pain. She

put up her hands as if to veil it

from her own contemplation. Pre-

sently, lowering them again, she

exclaimed, " What a fool I have

been ! what a fool ! " Her glance

was caught by something else which

she saw in the mirrorâ��the glory of

the glittering gems which she wore

about her lovely throat. She

was wearing, in honour of

the Duchess of Cheshire's

ball, to which she had been

that night with her sister,

the diamond necklace which

her husband had presented

to her on the occasion of her

last birthday, on the under

standing that she was not to

regard it as her sole personal

property, but rather as an

heirloom which was to

descend to her daughter,

if she had one. It was

such a fine ornament,

even in these days of

costly jewels, that one

of her acquaintances had

nicknamed it the River

of Light. The name was

regarded as such an

ippropriate one that it

had stuck; Mrs. Tur-

land and the River of

Light were not uncom-

monly bracketed

together. As she saw

its reflection in the silvered plate of glass

the expression of her countenance changed;

she smiled â��â�  rather oddly. Unclasping it,

she examined it stone by stone, with that

odd smile on her face all the time. Laying

it on the dressing-table, with the scrap of

cardboard in her hand, she passed through

the door on her left into the sitting-room,

which was beyond. Out of a drawer in

a writing-table, which she unlocked, she took

a small cash-box. It contained a note, which

she read, although she already knew every

word in it by heart; it was a courteous

intimation from a bank manager to the

effect that her account was overdrawn to

the amount of nearly a thousand poundsâ��the

thing was phrased as civilly as possible, but

the statement was clear. From the cash-box

she took some notesâ��three for five pounds,

two for ten pounds. On these she com-

mented. "Thirty-five pounds! All the

SHE SAW ITS REFLECTION IN THE SILVERED 1'LATK UK GLASS.
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money I have in the world, with which to

payâ��how much ?â��to-morrow or the day

after." She tore the bank manager's note

and the scrap of cardboard into shreds.

" My good Mrs. McKnight, I doubt if you'll

be paid till my ship comes home, and when

that'll be goodness only knows ! What a fool

I've been!"

Replacing the bank-notes in the cash-box,

and the box in her writing-table, she went

back to the bedroom, with an expression on

her face which lent it an appearance of age.

She stood for some seconds staring about

her with a dazed look, as if her thoughts had

dulled her wits. Her gaze wandered towards

the dressing-table. She gave a little exclama-

tion. "Why, where's my necklace?"

She moved quickly forward. " I left it

here ; what can have become of it ? "

There was no sign of a necklace on the

table then, though she stared as if she

doubted the evidence of her own senses.

"That's funny. I laid it just here." She

marked the spot with outstretched finger.

" The door was wide open ; I must have

heard if anyone came in. Can it have

dropped on to the floor ?" There was

nothing to be seen of it on the floor if it had.

"It's queer. Where can it have gone to?

Can Paine have come in and put it away

without my hearing her ? What's that ? "

Swinging right round, she stared about her

as if startled half out of her senses. All was

still. In the radiantly-lighted room nothing

was visible which pointed to anything unusual;

yet she stood with both hands pressed against

her left breast as if she hardly dared to

breathe. All at once she called out, with a

break in her voice, " Is thereâ��is there any-

one in the room ? " Suddenly her voice rose

almost to a scream : " Paine ! Paine ! "

Within five seconds the maid came hurry-

ing into the room.

" Madame ! what is the matter ? "

" Paine, my necklace is gone ! Is there

â��anyone in the room ? "

" Anyone in the room ? What does

madame mean ? "

" Hidden somewhere. Just now I could

have sworn there was. Look and see."

The maid obeyedâ��looking under the bed,

behind the hangings, moving the furniture,

drawing aside the curtains from before the

windowsâ��without result. Having finished

her examination the maid asked :â��

" What made madame think that there

was someone in the room beside herself?"

" I can't explain ; I can't. Only, when I

found that the necklace had gone, on a

sudden I felt that someone was in the room,

or something. Youâ��you didn't look in the

bathroom. Perhaps he's there."

Without a moment's hesitation the maid

moved to the door on the other side of

the room, opened it, passed through, and

switched on the electric light beyond.

" There is no one here, madame, and no

place for anyone to hide." The lady, follow-

ing, saw that this was so ; it was one of those

delightful modern bathrooms which are a

refreshment even to the eye â��an artistic study

in snow-white tiles and silver plating. It con-

tained nothing which could conceal a mouse.

The maid was standing by the door which led

into the corridor. " You see, madame, no

one could have gone through this door; it is

locked on the inside, as it always is ; apart

from the fact that no one could have come

this way without being seen by me."

" Then, Paine, if no one has been in my

rooms except you and me, perhaps you will

tell me how you propose to explain the dis-

appearance of my diamond necklace."

" Send for the police I''

As the mistress echoed the maid's words

an odd look came into her eyes as if they

had startled her

" If your necklace has been stolen, madame,

the sooner the police are communicated with

the better.'-

The lady turned away as if she were tired.

A note of lassitude seemed to come into her

voice.

" Perhaps Miss Stanbury has taken itâ��by

way of a joke *

" Miss Stanbury ? I don't know, madame,

how that can be. I am certain Miss Stan-

bury has not been out of her room since she

went into it/'

" Anyhow, I'll go and ask her. You stay

here and have a good hunt round ; and lake

care that no one goes either in or out while

I'm away."

When the mistress had left the room an

instantaneous alteration took place in the

maid's bearing. The self-possession which

had marked it gave way to an air of feverish

anxiety.

" If," she asked herself, " her necklace has

disappeared, as she says, why doesn't she

want to have the police sent for ? She

doesn't. What's it mean? If it has been

stolen, I wonder- â��" As her mistress had

done not long before, she hid her face with

her hands and shuddered. A sound came

from her which was very like a groan. " It

can't be ; it's impossible. Yetâ��if so !â��what

a joke's been played on me ! "
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Mrs. Turland, knocking at the door of her

sister's bedroom, was invited to enter. The

young lady, a vision of white draperies,

received her with an air of surprise.

"Halloa, Olive! What's up? I thought

you were going straight to bed ? "

Paying no attention to her sister's words,

Mrs. Turland asked a question.

" Are you sure that no one can overhear

us?"

" Olive, what an idea ! Of course no one

canâ��unless you bellow ! What have you

been up to now, that you're so afraid of being

overheard ? "

" I've lost my necklace !"

" Lost your necklace ! "

" I took it off, laid it on my dressing-table,

went into my sitting-room, came back, and

it was gone. It's still gone."

" Gone ! You don't mean the River of

Light ? "

" What's supposed to be the River of Light."

" Olive, what do you mean ? Will you talk

plain English ? "

" I mean, my dear Hetty, that I've lost

the necklace which I wore to-night at the

Duchess's ball. It appears to have vanished

â�¢ into nothingness."

" But that was the River of Light.''

" Your remark merely shows that the

untrained eye sees what it expects to see."

Miss Stanbury, clenching her small fists,

glowered at her sister as if she would have

liked to use her hardly.

" I dare say, Olive, you think yourself

smart; but pray remember that I'm not

smart, and please adapt your speech to my

stupidity. If the necklace you wore at the

Duchess's ball was not the River of Light,

what was it, and where is the River of

Light ? "

" To the best of my knowledge and belief

it is at the present moment reposing in Mr.

Herbert Ross's safe. At least, he promised

that it should not go out of his keeping."

Miss Stanbury gasped as if for breath.

"And who on earth is Mr. Herbert Ross?"

" I'm afraid I can't quite tell you. I

doubt if his name is Herbert Ross. It's

probably something like Mordecai. All I

know of him is that he's a Jew gentleman

who lends money to ladies in distress. It's

no use your glaring at me like that, and

making those funny little gasping noises as

if something was going to burst."

" Oh, I quite realize that ! "

" I'm glad you do; then kindly stop it.

My dear Hetty, I was in a frightful financial

muddle when Jacob give me that necklace."

" He didn't give it you absolutely; you

were only to have a life interest in it; you

told me so yourself."

" That was part of the nuisance. When he

started for Africa he meant to be generous."

" He gave you a heap of money, besides

your allowance ; you told me so yourself."

" It may have seemed a heap to you, or

even to him ; but compared to what I owed

it was like a drop in a bucket. To improve

matters, when 1 was at Monte Carlo I dropped

every penny of it at the tables, like the idiot I

was."

" You were worse than an idiot."

" The result was that I was forced to pay a

visit to Mr. Herbert Ross, who lent me live

thousand pounds on the security of my neck-

lace at forty per cent, interest, the under-

standing being that if the interest got a year

behind he was to be at liberty to sell the

necklace, pay himself out of the proceeds,

and hand the balance to me."

" And the necklace was never really

yours !"

" As if I didn't know ! Mr. Ross deducted

the first quarter's interest from the money he

gave me, which is the only interest that has

been paid ; and as he's had the necklace

nearly eleven months, according to him there

are three instalments overdue, which means

fifteen hundred pounds, which I have about

as much chance of paying as I have of flying.

Very shortly I shall be a year behind, and

then, I suppose, he'll sell the necklace, and

that'll be the end of me."

" What was that necklace you wore

tonight?"

" That was a paste duplicate. I should

never have dared to let Mr. Ross have

my necklace had I not had an imitation

one made to take its place. People have

talked so much about the River of Light

that I have to pretend to wear it sometimes.

The copy is not a bad one; it cost me

three hundred guineas ; but even I can

see the difference, and it wouldn't take Jacob

in for a second. When he started he was to

be back in three months; then he stopped

another month ; and he's been stopping ever

since. Now he may be back any hour of

any day, without noticeâ��-I know him ! I

haven't heard from him for more than a

month ; that alone is ominous. Think of

what I've gone through, continually ex-

pecting his return, knowing that one of the

first things he'll ask for will be the River of

Light. Now I'm faced by the prospect that if

he's not back soon it will be gone for ever.

The other day you said I was getting to look
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quite old ; is it to be wondered at? I've been

plunging in all directions, trying to get the

money with which to redeem the necklace, and

the more I plunge the deeper I get in the mire.

I lost eight hundred pounds to Mrs. McKnight

last week at bridge. And now, to crown all,

I've lost my paste imitation of the River of

Light."

"That can't have gone very far."

" Can't it ? I'm not so sure. Hetty, I've

been tricked; I don't know how, but I'm

convinced that a trick of some sort has been

played on me; the necklace has gone. I

believe Mr. Herbert Ross to be capable of

anything. I suspect him of having had a

hand in it. If he could only get hold of the

imitation as well as the real thing, how he

could squeeze me! But suppose in some

way I don't in the least understand it has

been taken by a burglar, a professional

thief ! Paine talked just now of sending for

the police. I shuddered at the thought. As

if I dare send for the police ! To start with,

I should probably have to tell them the miss-

ing necklace was only paste ; whatever might

happen to the burglar, that would be the end

of me. What's that ? '

The excited lady had been fidgeting about

the room as if in movement she found relief.

All at once she stood still, listening, her

agitated flow of words brought to a sudden

stop. Miss Stanbury, who had been follow-

ing her sister's flow of language with some-

thing in her manner which hardly suggested

entire.sympathy, transferred her attention to

the sound which the other had heard.

"Wasn't it someone calling?"

" Iâ��thought it was."

As the two continued to listen there came

something which this time was unmistak-

ableâ��a woman's scream. Not loud, but

clear and penetrating, with a note in it which

spoke of pain or terror, if not both. The

listeners eyed each other.

" Who ever can that be ?" asked Miss

Stanbury.

" It sounded as if it were in the house,

quite close to us."

" It was Paine's voice," said the girl.

" Something's happening." There was a

momentary pause, as if they were waiting for

a sequel to the sound which they had heard ;

but none came ; all was still. Miss .Stanbury

caught up a dressing-gown which was thrown

over the back of a chair. " If that was Paine

she would hardly scream like that except for

some very sufficient reason ; she's not a fool.

Someone ought to see what's the matter.

Aren't you coming ? "

" Of course ; onlyâ��didn't you hear any-

thing besides Paine's scream ? "

" What do you mean ? What did you

hear ? "

" I heard something go past the door by

which you're standing ; something which I

thoughtâ��sounded like the beating of wings."

" Olive, what nonsense are you talking ?

Come at once, and see what's the matter with

Paine." Miss Stanbury, opening the door,

made as if to go through it; then, seeing

that her sister hesitated, she called to her,

"Come !"

" Is there anything there ? "

" Anything where ? " Miss Stanbury, who

was half out of the room, glanced quickly

backwards and forwards over her shoulder,

as if startled by something in her sister's

tone. " What should there be ? Olive, what

a goose you are ! What are you frightened

at?"

Mrs. Turland made no immediate answer.

She regarded her sister with a very curious

expression in her eyes. Drawing herself

upright, she seemed to try to shake off a

burden which oppressed her. " Let us go

and see what has happened to Paine."

The two women moved into the passage.

So soon as they were out of the room Mrs.

Turland called out:â��

" Paine !" No one replied. She called a

second time : " Paine ! "

The sisters exchanged glances. Together

they crossed the broad corridor towards Mrs.

Turland's room. At the open door the

mistress called a third time to her maid :â��

"Paine!"

The same silence. They entered the

room, moving, perhaps unwittingly, with

cautious footsteps, glancing about them

eagerly yet doubtingly. What they expected

to find probably they could not themselves

have said ; assuredly it was not what they

did find, which was nothing. The two sisters

observed each other as if bewildered.

" It's very strange," said Miss Stanbury.

" I could have declared that the sound of

her scream came from your bedroom."

" It did."

" Then what can have become of her ?

Perhaps she's in her own room. I noticed

that her door was open too."

" Perhaps she is. Let's go and see."

They seemed reluctant to quit each other's

side, even for an instant. Together they

crossed to the maid's own bedroom. The

door was open ; the lights were on. It was

not a very large apartment; if she was in it

she ought to have been in plain sight. But
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SHE CALLED A SECOND TIME! 'I'AlNt! '

nothing of her was to be seen. Miss Stanbury

gave utterance to her perplexity.

"Where can she have got to? Mine is

the only other room upon this landing."

" Maybe she has gone after my necklace."

" Olive, what do you mean ? "

" It's no use your keeping on asking me

what I mean. 1 don't know myself. I am

more and more persuaded that, as I told you,

a trick has been played on me to night; and

it looks as if the trick was not yet finished."

" Do you suspect Paine of having had

something to do with the disappearance of

your necklace ? "

" I suspect everyone and no one ; how can

I tell you whom I suspect ? But this I can

tell youâ��I'm going to sleep with you to-night

in your room. I wouldn't sleep in my room

forâ��for the necklace back again."

" But, Olive, you're not thinking of going

to bed till you ve ascertained what has

become of Paine ? "

" What do you propose that I should do ?

I don't

I doubt

Go into every room in the house ?

know how many rooms there are;

if I have been into half of them."

" You might call Bates."

" Very well ; call Bates ! "

The butler was called, with difficulty.

It was a strange hunt which ensued; one

which occupied some time. The puzzled,

sleepy servants went over the huge house

from garret to basement. The places in

which a person might be concealed seemed

innumerable; but in aone of them was any-

thing found which pointed to the missing

maid, exceptâ��of all places !â��in the principal

drawing-room â�� a magnificent apartment

nearly large enough to hold a regiment. As

soon as he entered, Bates's foot struck against

something which was lying on the carpet.

Stooping with difficulty, he picked it up.

" What ever's this ? " he asked Fowler.

Miss Stanbury's maid, who was standing

outside the door, exclaimed : " Why, I do

believe it's Paine's back hair."
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It certainly was a long plait of hair which

undoubtedly looked as if it might lately have

been upon a feminine head. Indeed, there

were two of those plaits which, in hair-

dressers' parlance, are called " tails," or

" switches." Mrs. Turland, advancing towards

Bates, recognised them both.

" Fowler's right ; that's Paine's hair. At

least, it's some of the hair which was on her

head when I saw her last." Her toe touched

something. " There's something else on the

floor. What is it?" It was a comb, which

Mrs. Turland also recognised as having lately

ornamented the maid's luxuriant tresses.

" Since part of her hair is here, and her comb,

it looks as if she herself were not far off!"

But no more traces were found of Paine,

either in the drawing-room or anywhere else

in the whole of the huge house.

'FOWLERS KIGHT; THAI S PAIMBfl HAIR."

The following afternoon Sir Arthur Kennard

was strolling in the Park when he perceived a

certain young lady. At the moment when he

saw her first she was with other persons; but

directly their eyes met she quitted her com-

panions and advanced alone to him. As she

was not wont to show such readiness to be

in his society he not unnaturally felt flat-

tered ; and something besides.

" Hetty ! " he exclaimed. There was that

in his tone and in the look with which he

greeted her which pointed to the something

besides. Almost in the same instant, how-

ever, both his tone and his look changed

when he perceived the expression which was

on her countenance. " Why, Hetty, what-

ever's up? You look "

"Never mind how I look." The young

lady cut him short with an unceremonious

curtness to which he was per-

fectly accustomed. " Take

me somewhere where we can

be alone. I've something to

say to you or to someone,

and if I don't say it soon I'll

burst." It is not easy to be

alone in Hyde Park on a

summer afternoon; but he

took her to some chairs which

were under a tree near the

Serpentine, which the young

lady seemed to feel was as

much alone as, under the

circumstances, was to be

expected. Neither party

had spoken on the way,

but as soon as they were

seated she made a really

singular remark. " If I

play the traitor to someone

you won't play the traitor

to me, will you ? "

"Never. I'm not sure

that I could play the

traitor to anyone."

"You needn't say that."

" You know what I

mean. I am certain that

under no cir-

cumstances

could I play

the traitor to

you."

"What I

mean is that,

if I tell you

something

which some-

one told me
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in confidence, you'll keep my confidence

better than I'm keeping someone else's ?"

" I will."

" If I were a Roman Catholic I might

say what I am going to say to a priestâ��my

father confessor ; though I'm not sure that

he would be quite the sort of person I should

like to say it to. He mightn't be sufficiently

sympathetic. So as there's a remote possi-

bility of your being my husband one of these

days "

" It's a certaintyâ��at an early date."

" I'm not so sure of that; it depends; I

prefer to call it a possibility. In view of

that possibility, I think I am almost entitled

to regard you as a father confessor, and to

say to you what 1 am going to say under

the seal of the confessional."

" You are, beyond a doubt."

"You think so?"

" Distinctly."

The young lady gave a great sigh, as if

something had relieved her mind.

"Then that's all right! What a comfort I

Because if I don't say it to someone soon I

shall certainly burst ! "

" Please don't do that."

" Arthur, hold your breath ! I'm going

to tell you three things ; and, when you've

heard them, quite possibly you'll burstâ��with

surprise. The first thing is â��now get ready !

â��Olive's necklace has been stolen."

" You don't mean it ? "

" I do ; the River of Lightâ��last night, or,

rather, early this morning."

The young lady's statement seemed to

have produced all the effect she had ex-

pected, if not more. Kennard was not only

staring at her with all his eyes ; he had

actually risen from his seatâ��apparently in

the greatness of his surprise.

" Then â�  Good God ! Theâ��the black-

guard !"

" Who's a blackguard ? "

"Theâ��the fellow who stole it."

" He's a diddled blackguard, anyhow ; I

should just like to have seen his face when

he got home, if a creature of that sort has a

home. He thinks it's the River of Light he has

stolen ; but it isn'tâ��it's a paste imitation."

" Hetty, you're joking ! "

" My dear Arthur, do you imagine for a

single instant that 1 should ask you to take

me somewhere where we should be alone if

I wished to joke ? Do show a little common

sense. That's the second thing I wanted to

tell you, that while the wretch flattered him-

self that he was stealing the River of Light

he was really only stealing a paste imitation."

" Butâ��I don't understand."

" I'll make you understand before I've

done. All in good time. First let me tell

you the third thing. The third thing is that

Paine has gone."

" Paine ? Who's Paine ? "

" Paine is Olive's maid. To begin with,

the necklace vanished, and immediately

afterwards the maid vanished also.''

" Butâ��I don't quite follow You can't be

suggesting thatâ��that scoundrel "

" My dear Arthur, if you will sit down and

try to keep still, and not glare at me as if 1

were your great-great-grandmother's ghost,

I will endeavour, at the shortest possible

length, in the plainest possible words, to tell

you the most extraordinary story you ever

heard in all your life, on the distinct under-

standing that you are not to breathe a single

syllable of it to a living soul."

He endeavoured to meet her views on the

subject of sitting down and keeping still

and not glaring; and she told him, with

amazing diffuseness, using the most extrava-

gant language, the storyâ��with which we are

already familiarâ��of what took place in the

middle of the night at Mrs. Turland's house

in Berkeley Square. When the pair parted

he hurried to Hyde Park Gate, hailed a taxi-

meter cab, and drove straight to Mr. Charles

Moore's rooms in Cavendish Square. Mr.

Moore's servant said that his master was not

in. Sir Arthur looked annoyed.

"I'll wait for him," he declared, and

marched into the spacious apartment which

Mr. Moore called his sitting-room. He

called to the servant just as he was closing

the sitting-room door : " Lobley ! "

" Yes, Sir Arthur.'

" Erâ��what time did Mr. Moore come in

last night ? "

The man regarded his questioner as if he

found the inquiry, or the tone in which it was

put, a little surprising.

" It was latish, Sir Arthur. I had gone to

bed."

" And what time did you go to bed ? "

" I believe it was some time after two."

"Thenâ��didn't you hear him come in?"

Again the man's looks suggested dis-

approval.

" I cannot say, Sir Arthur, that I did."

He retired before the visitor had another

chance to stop him. Kennard felt snubbed.

"It's not nice trying to find out things

about a fellow by pumping his servant ; but,

hang it all! when it comes to this kind of

thing all measures are justifiable. Moore

must be stark, staring mad; no other
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long is he going to be ?" He glanced at his

watch. " 1 wonder He's not likely to

keep a thing like that in his living room,

though I'm not so sure. Granting that he's

capable of such an action at all, I shouldn't

be surprised if that was just the thing he

would do. But I can't go prying into his

private possessions, as if I were a detective."

The word " pry" may be explained in

different ways. He did not open, or even

try to open, drawers, cupboards, or other

receptacles which were locked ; but he did

at least glance into such of them as were

accessible without a key. He strolled leisurely

round the room, examining closely all that

he had it upside down, and was trying to

shake something out of it which apparently

it did not contain. His host's entrance

must have been unexpected, but he kept his

presence of mind, and, restoring the vase to

its original position, instantly assumed the

aggressive.

" It is not necessary for me, Moore, to

inform you why I am here. You know per-

fectly well. Upon my word, I am ashamed

of you ! This is really too much ! "

Sir Arthur's words and manner both

showed a tendency towards heat. Nothing

could have been cooler than Mr. Moore.

"That's what I said just now at the club

when I lost that last rubber. Do you know

that I've now only

one rubber, and that

was quite a small

one, during the

â�  \

it contained; not

only peering into

vases, but going

so far as to turn

some of them upside down. So

thorough was his inspection that

he had not yet finished his tour

of the apartment when its owner

returned.

" Halloa, Kennard ! "

At the moment the visitor was not only

holding a tall, slender vase in his hand, but

Vol. xxxvi. â�� 98.

HE HAD NOT VKT FINISHED HIS TOUK OF THE APARTMENT WHfcN

ITS OWNER RETURNED."

whole of this last week ? What you said is

perfectly correct; it really is too much."

" Don't fence with me : I'm in no jesting
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mood, whatever you may be. I don't fancy

you realize what it is you have done. When

you were using that wild language the other

night, offering to bet any amount of money

that you would steal with impunity this

valuable or that, I never dreamt you were in

earnest. I thought you were drunk. Charles,

you have taken Mrs. Turland's necklace, the

River of Light."

Mr. Moore glanced at the speaker, then

turned to take a cigarette out of a silver box

which stood on a side-table.

" Rather neat of me, wasn't it ? "

" Don't talk like that, please don't. As I

have already said, I cannot believe that you

appreciate the gravity of your own action.

Others may not be so lenient, as you will

find. You have not only taken the necklace,

you've taken the girl."

" When you've got a necklace you want a

girl. The two go together."

"Whether the girl was, or was not, your

accomplice, I don't know. I leave that to

your own conscience. Before you carry this

thing any farther I beg you to consider. We

are old friends. I do not wish to apply to

your conduct the language which I might be

entitled to use. I only warn you that if you

are not extremely careful you will place your-

self in a most serious position."

" Life is made up of serious positions.

It would be flavourless without them. By

the by, I can place at your disposal an item

of information which may possibly interest

Mrs. Turland. Her husband, Jacob Turland,

is on his way to London, if he is not in

town already. I have had a note advising

me that he proposes to favour me with a

call. We are both of us interested inâ��a

certain piece of property. I have an idea

that it is that fact which prompts his visit."

" Jacob Turland is coming to London !â��

is perhaps here already ! Then, for Heaven's

sake, don't carry your jest any farther. You

may take it from me that you don't know

what it is you are doing ; I give you my word

you don't. Consequences may follow your

action of which you have not the vaguest

notion ; consequences which may work irre-

parable mischief to persons who have always

treated you well. I am aware that what you

have done you have done for a joke ; I will

even concede that you have done it uncom-

monly well. Butâ��let it stop now ; what

may follow will be no joke. As to the girlâ��

that is your concern and hers ; for her I care

nothing. Give me the necklaceâ��the River

of Lightâ��and I will undertake to so manage

matters that no one shall suspect, either now

or ever, yourâ��connection with the joke. I

will even admit that you have won your bet;

andâ��we will consider the incident closed."

" Softly, my good man, softly. In such a

case your admission would go for nothing.

I have my own standard in such matters.

Were I to do as you suggest I should lose

my bet. Disgorge my booty as soon as I

have made it mine ? That would never do.

You will remember that I undertook to keep

â��the trifle, without its being traced to my

possession, for a period of at least six months.

To that period I must stand. So far as I

am concerned, I know nothing of the River of

Light until, at least, six months from to-day."

Having lit his cigarette he blew out the

match.

Kennard regarded him as if he would

bring him, by the mere force of his glance,

to a proper sense of the enormity of which

he had been guilty; one rather gathered from

his manner that he was conscious of failure.

" It's apparently no use trying to get you

to listen to reason now; but let me tell you

â��and I say it seriouslyâ��that if the necklace

is not forthcoming, at the very latest moment,

by to-morrow morning, there will be no alter-

native but to place the matter in the hands of

the authorities; and what that will mean you

probably know better than I do."

The speaker flounced out of the roomâ��

" flounced" was the proper word. As Mr.

Moore heard the front door bang he blew

out the smoke of his cigarette and smiled.

" This isâ��funny ! I wonder if the thing

really has been stolen, and if he really thinks

I stole it? If he actually does suppose me

to be capable of an action of that sort, what

a light it throws upon the kind of man one

is in the estimation of one's friends. I do

believe that when I came in he was looking

about the room to see if he could find any

traces of the stolen property. Thatâ��tran-

scends anything. As ifâ��if I were that kind

of personâ��I should let my booty lie hap-

hazard about the premises ! "

As he communed with himself, taking

some papers out of his breast - pocket, he

opened the door of a Chinese cabinet, and

then a drawer, with the seeming intention of

putting the papers in it ; but, instead, he

continued to stand with the papers between

his fingers, staring at the open drawer.

"What on earth is that?" He took

something out of the drawer. " What in

thunder does this mean ? "

He was holding in his hand what looked

like a string of glittering white crystals. A

voice exclaimed behind him :â��
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"I â�� I beg your pardon, but I â�� I

thought "

He turned ; a feminine person was stand-

ing just inside the doorway, who was observ-

ing him with an air which was distinctly

singular. He addressed her :â��

" May I ask who you are ? "

Instead of answering she came fluttering

towards him across the room with a sudden

eagerness which took him aback.

"It's the River of Light!" she cried.

" Butâ��how did you get it ? "

While he glared at her, wholly and

entirely at a loss, someone else intervened,

this time in a voice which was familiar: â��

" Now, Eliza, you have gone and done it! "

The speaker was his servant, Lobley, who

" Your wife ? I didn't know you were

married."

" No, sir ; just so, sir. You see, sir, when

a man's body-servant to a single gentleman

it isn't always to his advantage to be married,

and when a young woman's lady's-maid, the

best ladies like her to be singleâ��and that's

how a little deception came to be practised.

But perhaps, sir, you would like me to

explain?"

" I should, if it would not be putting you

to too much inconvenience."

" Not at all, sir. I intended to explain, but

not at this exact moment. You remember

the conversation you had the night before

last, sir, in the course of which Mrs.

Turland's diamond necklace was mentioned ?"

'rr's the rivek ok liuht!' she cried."'

had entered the room, in his usual noiseless

fashion, at what was by way of being a

dramatic moment. The feminine person

turned to him. "Thenâ��you didn't take it?"

" Now, Eliza, what's the use of behaving

like this? Trust a woman to make a mess of

things if she only gets a chance ! "

" May I ask," inquired Mr. Moore, who

possibly felt that he was being ignored, " who

this person is ? "

"Yes, sir, certainly, sir; she's my wife, sir

â��Mrs. Lobley, sir."

" I recollect that something was said on

the subject."

" As I was leaving the room I heard Sir

Arthur call your attention to the fact that

what had been said had been said in my

presence. You told him that you were not

afraid of me, and I was glad to hear that I

possessed your confidence; then you added

that you were willing to bet that you would

diddle me as well as the police, and that hurt

me. 1 decided to take advantage of the first

opportunity which would enable me to prove to
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you that I am not quite such a simpleton as

you supposed. I chanced last night to call

on my wife, who is Mrs. Turland's maid, and

known to her as Paine, and, the family being

out, I asked her if she'd give me a little treat

and take me over the house."-

" I told you distinctly that I would much

rather not. I couldn't have expressed myself

more clearly." This was the feminine person

known as Paine. Mr. Lobley was all

courteous agreement.

" I grant it; I admit it, Eliza, without the

slightest reservation. All the same, I brought

you to understand that there are moments

when a husband must be obeyed. She took

me upstairs and downstairsâ��I must say it's

an uncommonly fine placeâ��and we were

literally in my lady's chamber when we heard

Mrs. Turland coming along the passage with

her sister. I nipped into the bathroom,

which was adjacent. Presently, thinking I

heard her leave the room, I opened the bath-

room door, and, sure enough, the room was

empty. On the dressing-table was what I

guessed to be the diamond necklace which I

had heard you speak of to Sir Arthur Ken-

nard as the River of Light. I snatched it up."

" You wicked man ! You declared to me

that you had never seen or touched it."

" My dear Eliza, in such a situation what

would you expect a man to say ? Nipping

back into the bathroom, perceiving that there

was a door at the other end, I slipped

through it into my wife's room, on the other

side of the passage. When the loss had

been discovered and the band had played,

Mrs. Turland went into her sister's room,

as I suppose to talk things over, and my

wife, coming into her room, found me, and

said things to me which I should repeat only

with the greatest reluctance."

" I see now, plainly, that I didn't say half

as much to you as you deserved."

"She actually threatened meâ��her husband!

I resorted to extreme measures. Like most

valuables, she is contained in a small parcel.

I caught her up in my arms "

"I screamed with all my might !"

" I bore her down the corridor, into the

hall; thinking someone was coming I dodged

through the door into what I believe was the

drawing-room, where we had a little discussion

which resulted in leaving part of her back hair

behind."

" You villain ! "

" Ultimately I got her out into the street.

Hardly knowing what to do with her at that

hour of the morning, I brought her here."

"Here! Do you mean to tell me that

you actually brought the woman to this

house ? "

" Yes, sir. It is a respectable house, sir ;

and she is my wife. This morning I slipped

the necklace into a drawer in the Chinese

cabinet, anticipating a visit from Sir Arthur,

sir, and thinking that that would give you an

opportunity to win your wager."

" You're a pretty scoundrel, Lobley ! "

" If it pleases you to say so, sir. But I

would remind you, sir, that the wager was

yours, not mine ; that the original idea ot

the â�� abstraction was also yours ; and that,

had you not suggested it, it would never

have occurred to me. Excuse me, sir, but

there is someone at the front door; pos-

sibly callers for you. Now, Eliza, out you go ! "

Presently Lobley ushered in Sir Arthur

Kennard and Miss Stanbury. The gentle-

man explained.

" As I was just now leaving your house,

Moore, I happened to meet Miss Stanbury ;

and it occurred to me that her words might

have more weight with you than mine."

" Sir Arthur tells me," observed the lady,

" that you know something about my sister's

necklace. I don't in the least understand

what it is you do know; but if you could

only help us to get it back we should be so

much obliged !"

" I was just going to send it to your sister

when you came in."

He held out his hand, the necklace on the

open palm. Her amazement was both

comical and pretty.

" Mr. Moore ! However did you get it ? "

" Oh, the age of miracles is not yet passed,

Miss Stanbury ; you never can tell!"

" Upon my word of honour !" was all that

Sir Arthur said ; but he glared at his friend as

if his feelings were of the very strongest kind.

When the visitors had departed Mr. Moore

rang for his man. " Where's that woman ? "

" Woman, sir ? You mean my wife, sir ?

She is my wife. My wife, sir, has gone to

stay for the present with an aunt, who is a

widow of the highest respectability."

" Don't let this occur againâ��the sort of

thing that has occurredâ��never. You under-

stand ? "

" I understand, sir. It never shall, sir."

" I'm dining at the club. Get out a dinner

jacket."

" Dinner jacket, sir ? Yes, sir."

When the man had gone to do his master's

bidding, Mr. Moore, placing himself in a

capacious arm-chair, smiled; and he con-

tinued to smile, as if in the enjoyment of an

excellent joke.



The Comic Side of Crime.

IV.

Written and Illustrated by HARRY FURNISS.

JUDGE has to depend upon

what he is told, and, with the

exception of judging the cha-

racter of the prisoner or wit-

nesses by their manner and

expression, not by what he sees.

Still, there is the inevitable exception, and

I think it is worth following Major Arthur

Griffiths all the way to Malta to find it.

Although it ended in an innocent man's

torture and death, the crass stupidity of the

judge is, perhaps (apart from the awful sequel),

the most comic action in the annals of

criminal procedure.

W'; have to go some way, I say, and also

some way back in history to Malta, in the

early part of the seventeenth century.

A judge of Malta, of the name of Cambo,

rose from his bed one morning full of

Christian feeling and charity and thankful-

ness, as all good judges

ought, and, opening his

window, saw to his astonish-

ment directly under it one

man stab another, who

was killed on the spot.

The assassin's cap fell off,

and the judge had a good

look at him. The assassin,

observing he was watched,

and by a judge, too, for

everyone knew each other

in Malta, threw the sheath

of the knife away and took

to his heels. The judge

knew if the scoundrel was

caught he would have to

try him, so he watched

the fellow run round the

corner and disappear.

Still looking in the direc-

tion in which the murderer

had run, the judge saw a

baker coming along on

his round with his loaves,

merrily whistling, little

knowing a crime had been

committed in that street

a moment before. He

stopped as his eye fell on

the sheath of a stiletto,

and he stooped and picked

it up and shoved it into his pocket. A little

farther on he was startled by seeing a man

evidently murdered lying across his path.

Terrified and frightened out of his wits

the baker hid himself under a portico, fearing

if the patrol came along and he was found

near the bodyâ��as there was no one else byâ��

he would be accused. The patrol did come

up at that moment. It then flashed across

the poor, timid baker that he would be

arrested, so he foolishly dropped his basket

and ran away as hard as he could. The patrol

at once made after and arrested him. The

sheath of the stiletto found in his pocket

exactly fitted the blade found through the

heart of the murdered man. He was the

murderer !

All this the judge saw from his window.

He made no sign, said nothing, closed his

window-blinds, completed his toilet, and

THE ASSASSIN OBSERVED

WAS WATCHED."
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went down to breakfast. Before he had

finished it the police called to acquaint him

of the tragedy. They had the murderer; he

was to try him. The judge said nothing.

He thought the matter out, and decided that,

according to law, he was the judgeâ��not a

witnessâ��rand he must therefore await the

case until it came before him, and then try it

according to the evidence of the witnesses.

The case was not strong against the baker,

so the judge "used every endeavour to make

the accused confess his crime." Failing, he

ordered the baker to be tortured until he did

confess. Now the judge felt that, although

he knew the prisoner was innocent, he having

confessed his guilt, it was only left to him to

pass sentence of death, and the poor, inno-

cent man was duly put to death !

Has Sir William Gilbert, in all his extrava-

ganza and topsy-turvyism of legal procedure,

ever thought of a satire on the judicial mind

more gruesome or more comic than that?

The sequel, perhaps, will be better enjoyed.

The real culprit was subsequently brought

before Judge Cambo on another charge, and

condemned. The assassin then freely, and

unsolicited, informed the Court that he had

committed the murder for which the poor

baker had wrongfully suffered, and called as

a witness to his crime the judge, who, he

knew, had seen him commit the murder.

The judge tried to justify himselfâ��he had

only done his duty, and in sentencing the

wrong man he avoided doing violence to

his own legal scruples !

He had to pay for his scruples, for he was

kicked off the Bench, and had to support the

poor family the baker he had killed had left

behind.

Here is another criminal comedy, surely

a grim sort of comedy, too, which per-

vades the story of a young Cheshire farmer

who sailed for Canada some thirty years

ago, carrying with him a large amount

of money wherewith to acquire land and

commence operations in a considerable way

in Manitoba. It was in the early days of the

promise of the West, so far as concerned the

Dominion, and Manitoba was not then

the well known, the popular, or the well

railway-served province it is now, but still it

was an enterprising field, and men in earnest

with clean hearts harked thither, and men, too,

with evil consciences followed the same track.

Young Joseph Jackson, scarce out of his

teens, was chummed up to on the voyage by

a fair - speaking stranger, who was much

interested in the plans of the lad, revealed

without hesitation, doubt of his fellow men,

or fear of any kind. Curiously enough, it

turned out that he, too, was bound for the

same land with the same design, and what

could be better, happier, or more convenient

than that the two should travel together, and

matters were arranged accordingly.

The journey West was pleasant, and letters

from Jackson crossed the Atlantic full of

hopeful promise. Then communications

ceased, and nothing more was heard of the

young emigrant.

Eventual inquiries led to the discovery of

the farmstead out in the wilds of Manitoba

where Jackson and his companion had rested

the night preparatory to essaying the final

stretch of their march. They were well

within reach of Jackson's destination, and

early on a bright morn they set out together,

each carrying his baggage.

At the farm where Jackson was expected

the stranger arrived late at night, with his

own and Jackson's impedimenta. He was

weary and worried ; Jackson, being done up,

was, he said, following slowly along. As

the latter did not arrive, the stranger next

day set out to search for him, and, curiously,

he never returned. â� 

The mystery lasted seven days and more.

It had all the elements of a romance such as

novelists have often based their themes upon,

from Charles Reade down to the hack who

produces the errand lad's penny "blood."

A year passed and then, deep down in a

gorge, in a lonely spot lying between the two

farmsteads, a skeleton was found with only

traces of clothing left. Great boulders par-

tially concealed the remains, but the bed of

the stream was dry, and thus Nature helped

detection. Murder will out, and it was

murder in this case, for the victim's skull was

found to be smashed.

A small leather wallet, concealed in the

murdered youth's apparel, had resisted the

elements so well that it was possible to

decipher parts of a letter contained therein,

which established identity. The skeleton

was that of Joseph Jackson, presumably done

to death by the stranger friend who had so

mysteriously disappeared, but not, it after-

wards turned out, without having appropriated

everything of value contained in the victim's

baggage.

Now comes the comedy, grotesque, but

still comedy of the true kind.

In a low-down shanty, in one of the worst

quarters of 'Frisco, a crowd of .men, most

ne'er-do-wells, such as Fielding might aptly

describe as "the sweepings of Newgate and

the scum of hell," had foregathered at night
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to play euchre by the aid of petroleum flares.

Curses were deep, so was the drinking. The

gambling went on regardless of arrivals and

departures.

Presently one of the gamblers delayed the

game while he cut up some tobacco. Not

having completed the operation with suffi-

cient promptitude, he was angrily told to pick

up his cards, and he did so. His knife fell

on the table. Under the bright petroleum

flare it attracted all eyes, for its silver " hefts,"

elaborately engraved, shone brilliantly. Before

the smoker could recover it, a strange hand

had clutched the glittering thing.

Then the row began. A surly demand for

its return was ignored, and then the smoker,

with an oath, yelled, " Give me my knife."

and robbed for his money. Like many other

ruffians, he had been unable to resist tempta-

tion, and that temptation was the richly-

decorated, silver - hafted champagne - knife

which the murdered man had left to him by

his father, who bore the same name. The

inscription on the knife was, "Joseph Jackson,

from his friend, John Rogers." And it came

fra' Sheffield.

Let us pass to a story of a lighter kind.

Monsieur Claude, Chief of the Paris Police

in the Second Empire, gives a striking

instance of how clever and quick - witted

polished rogues can be. " There is many a

slip 'twixt the cup and the lip " is an old

adage that should be written up in the office

of every detective. Claude was ordered to

"the smoker, with an oath, yelled, "give me my knife.'

" Your knife ! You're not Joseph Jackson,

eh ? I rather fancy it a bit, so I think I'll

stick to it," and the hand that held it passed

it quietly into a pocket.

A blow, a struggle, tables overturned, lights

sent swinging, and then a general melee. The

police arriving ended matters, for the claimant

to the knife and the one who had seized it

were held till the morrow.

Then the truth came out. The gambler

who claimed the knife was the companion of

poor Joseph Jackson, whom he had murdered

arrest an escaped prisoner who had been

punished for pretending to be a broker, and

had obtained large sums from the credulous

and ignorant public.

" Take care," said the Government; " that

rascal is very clever ; he has as many tricks

as a monkey."

Now it is necessary to state that at that

time Paris was mad over the songs of Pierre

Jean de BeVanger. This old poet was little

seen by his admirers, being opposed to public

acclaim. His songs were sung everywhere,
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and his fame was at its height. I do not

suppose the energetic Monsieur Claude, as

he went off in search of his man, thought of

the song-writer; his mind was concentrated

upon catching the escaped prisoner, whom

he had seen before. Single-handed, Claude

penetrated into the haunts of vice, the dancing

saloons in the lowest quarters. He thought

embarrassed by their embraces, and the

flowers and compliments showered on him,

that he could neither move nor speak, and

the convict managed to escape before his

clever trick was discovered.

Let me conclude this article with one or

two stories within my own experience.

There is no doubt that we artists are,

THEY BOWED TO HIM AND EMBRACED HIM, AND THREW BOUQUETS OK FLOWERS OVER HIM.'

it likely that the convict whom he was in

search of would be leading a merry life ; and

he was right.

On entering the famous Closerie des Lilas,

he found his man surrounded by a swarm of

pretty girls, the bewitching danseuses of the

Latin Quarter. Claude walked straight up to

the corner where the convict was, his eyes

fixed on his prey. The escaped prisoner saw

him coming and turned pale. Claude felt

he was his !

He was just close enough to capture him

when he saw the wily one turn his head and

whisper something into the ear of one of his

companions. What he whispered was, "It is

Beranger!"

In a moment all the beauties surrounded

Claude, hemming him in. They bowed to

him and embraced him, and threw bouquets

of flowers over him. The music stopped,

the dancers joined the throng, and with

one voice cried, " Vive Beranger! Vive

Beranger !"

Their delight at finding their song-writing

hero in their midst intoxicated them, and

poor Claude was powerless. He was so

without knowing it, occasionally detectives.

By the way, it would be interesting to

realize, now that photography has taken the

place of the " Special Artist," how many

little tragedies and comedies are detected by

its means. The real amateur detective is

the snapshot. In the very early days of

photography that fruitful playwright, Dion

Boucicault, utilized the camera for the detec-

tion of crime in his celebrated play, " The

Octoroon." A man is taking a photograph

â��the plate is exposed; a murder is being

committed at the moment an Indian, think-

ing the camera on a tripod is a gun, knocks

it down. When the moment comes for the

villain to be confounded, among the debris

of the old smashed camera is found the

negative, which being developed and printed

provides a perfect picture of the tragedy !

Artists are pestered out of their lives by

members of the great unemployed body of

models knocking at their studio doors for

work. I have always made it a rule never to

employ a casual model. One runs all sorts

of risks. Rightly or wrongly, I believe a real

assassin once sat to me to represent a murder
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I had to illustrate in fiction, and after that

incident I never employed a model without

knowing something about his or her ante-

cedents. The man knocked at my studio

door just as I had read the manuscript which

had been sent to me to illustrate. He was

an Italian, with a ferocious and diabolical

expression, but with the bloom left by fair

Italy's sun still upon his cheeks and a pro-

fusion of black hair. Excellent for a painter,

but not much use to a black-and-white artist,

who only requires a human lay-figure to hang

clothes upon. Colour does not count, and

long hair and beards and moustaches are

obstacles, for we illustrators have to draw the

characters we have in mind, and not the

object in front of us. One model sat to me

for all my work for nine years.

Well, I informed the Italian that if he

cared to remain I would give him a sitting

then and there. He was eloquent in his

thanks, and almost embraced me when he

saw a large representation of St. Mark's in

Venice on my walls. He posed and spoke

like an aristocrat, and smoked a cigarette I

gave him with the air of a count such as

Ouida might have described.

There was such an air of dis-

tinction about the man that

I almost apologized to him

for requesting him to take

off his coat â�� which I was

careful to see he placed

away from any draperies or

furnitureâ��turn up his soiled

shirt - sleeves, and kneel

down.

I was soon at work, rough-

ing the design out quickly in

pencil, he chattering all the

time in broken English in a

pleasant way about his love

of art, of England and the

English, and his deep regard

for me in particular. He

praised my studio, and

assured me that it was an

honour as well as a pleasure

to pose in it for so dis-

tinguished a follower of

Raphael. He was absolutely

ignorant of everything about

me. I did not believe one

word he said. Probably he

did not believe me either

when I told him that I must

just have one little drop of

Italian blood left in my com-

position, as the Furnisses are

Vol. xxxvi. â��97.

descended from the Pope Furnese. He

called me Signor Furnese from that moment,

and may have thought it my name. What

he evidently did not know was my profes-

sion, as I was not drawing on the paper on

my easel, but writing notes from the MS. to

guide me in the design. Then, rising, I

dragged to a side window an old chest, posed

the Italian in a kneeling position in front of

it, placed a dagger in his left hand, which was

holding the lid of the chest open, and taking

the head of my lay figure I placed it in his

right hand. Then I retreated to my easel to

draw the group. When I looked up, to my

astonishment the Italian's face and manner

had entirely changed. The bloom of Italy

had vanished from his cheeks, and a sickly

greenish tint brought out more markedly

than ever the blackness of his hair. Per-

spiration was on his brow and a frightened

look in his eye. " What born actors these

Italians are!" thought I. But he was

trembling, too.

" Pardon me," I said, " do not be too

realistic. You have, of course, murdered

that woman, and you are hiding her head;

PEKSPIRATION WAS ON HIS UROW AND A FRIGHTENED LOOK IN HIS EVE.
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but you are not acting, you know, so pray be

still for a few minutes."

I workedâ��he was silent, but his agitation

increased, and at last, jumping up, he gabbled

furiously in Italian, not a word of which I

understood. Putting on his dirty coat,

taking up his hat, and still gesticulating, he

left me hurriedly. I called to know if he was

ill, if he was coming again to complete the

sitting, and put my hand in my pocket to

give him some remuneration, but without

looking back he vanished quickly down the

street. I never saw him again. Furthermore,

I never heard of his calling upon any brother

artist after that, although he was known as a

model up to his visit to my studio, when no

doubt he mistook me for a detective.

I could recall many instances in which

artists have assisted in the discovery of crime.

Caricaturists, I know, as regards character,

must have often done so. We seize on the

worst features of our subjects and emphasize

themâ��that is caricature ; perhaps we produce

some bad and

hidden trait in

the character of

a man or woman

that sets their

friends thinking,

and so discover

a phase of cha-

racter not pre-

viously evident.

Is it not Mark

Twain who has

said that the mis-

sion of humour

is to make people

reflect ? I recall

one amazing case

in which I uncon-

sciously played

the part of an

artist - detective,

although not

quite in the way

of which I have

beenspeaking. At

one time 1 con-

tributed to the

Illustrated Lon-

WHEN THE SCENE APPEARED IN PK1NT HE HAD TO OWN UP.

don News and

other periodicals many illustrations seriously

treating of passing events, such as are now

supplied by the camera. It was my lot to act

as special artist, and to sketch scenes and

events week by week, and I travelled about

to get material, constantly sketching crowds

and " bits of character" in order to get, so

far as might be, truth in the drawing of

the passing show. I have more than once

detected a man in the crowd I have fixed to

sketch scowl and clear off, or watch me

anxiously, change colour, and look uncom-

fortable, mistaking me for a detective taking

notes; but in many cases the crowds in

these scenes in illustrated papers were purely

imaginary, and sometimes the event was

drawn without " Our Special Artist " being

on the spot at all.

It so happened that I had to draw the

finish of the Oxford and Cambridge Boat

Race. I had a sketch of the background ;

as for the restâ��well, there had to be the man

in the boat firing the gun, and, to balance

the design, I gave him as companions in the

boat a gentleman and a lady. Naturally,

the lady was nervous of the gun being fired,

and of course her companion supported her

round the waist.

The sequel to this was a furious letter

from a stranger to reprimand me for my gross

i m p e rt inence

in portraying

him in such a

position. I had

little idea, he

said, what such

a liberty on my

part had led to.

The writer's

wife knew he

had gone to the

race, and knew

he was also in

the boat with

the man who in-

vited him, and

who had fired

the gun, but when

the scene ap-

peared in print

he had to own

up that there

was a lady in the

affair as well,

and now his

domestic happi-

ness had been

destroyed. He

wrote from a

business firm, giving only his initials. I

replied that had he known that I, the artist,

had not been to the race â�� that, further-

more, the drawing was a purely imaginary

one, and that it was not only drawn but

actually engraved before the eventâ��he need

never have given himself away !
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J> By ARTHUR MORRISON.

F all the afflictions brought on

a suffering civilization by the

Limited Liability Acts as they

stand in the statutes of this

commercial country, few can

iJ exceed the troubles, pains, and

harassments of Mr. Nathaniel Dowdall, con-

sequent on his investment of an odd hundred

pounds in Filer's Royal and Imperial Circus,

Limited. It was no matter of a public issue

of shares at the hands of a professional pro-

moter, no case of a glowing prospectus with

a titled directorate. Filer, of Filer's Royal

and Imperial Circus, indeed, made fresh

issues of shares whenever he found the

opportunity, and wherever he fell across the

confiding investor. He was managing

director, and, it is to be presumed, the rest

of the board also. He was Filer, and there

was the long and short, the thick and thin,

the beginning and end of it. From time to

time the capital of Filer, Limited, was

increased by just as much as some hopeful

stranger might be persuaded to entrust to

Filer, managing director, in exchange for

an elegantly printed certificate constituting

him a partner (limited) in the joys and

sorrows of Filer. Then Filer's Royal and

Imperial Circus passed on, and if the new

shareholder remained quiescent there was

nobody in the world so ready to let bygones

be bygones as the magnanimous Filer.

Mr. Nathaniel Dowdall did not remain

quiescent. He followed Filer with letters,

monthly, fortnightly, and then weekly. Some

came back through the Dead Letter Office, a

few vanished wholly into the unknown, but

some caught Filer at towns where the circus

pitched, and others overtook him, redirected ;

and that in sufficient numbers to grow, after

a year or so, something of a nuisance to the

otherwise unruffled Filer. So much so, that

he went so far as to answer one or two of the

later and more violent, in a tone of grieved

affability. And then Mr. Dowdall wrote

thus :â��

Copyright, 1908,

Without Prejudice.

613, Bramblebury Road, Streatham Hill, S.W.,

May 15th.

Sir,â��I will have no more of your evasions and

promises. You have obtained my money by frau-

dulent misrepresentation, and I demand its instant

return. Unless I receive by Thursday next your

cheque for the sum of one hundred pounds, I shall

place the whole affair in the hands of my solicitors to

deal with as they consider best, with a view not only

to the recovery of the money, but to the proper

punishment of a disgraceful fraud. This letter is final.

Your obedient servant,

Nathaniel Dowdall.

It would be difficult, thought Mr. Dowdall

(and Mrs. Dowdall agreed with him), to

devise a more peremptory missive than this ;

though, indeed, since each of the last two

letters had ended with the declaration that

it was final, the concluding clause might be

considered by now to have lost some of its

force. But on the other hand, " Without

Prejudice " was quite new, and very terrible

to behold. Filer's answer, however, came in

this form : â��

Filer's Royal and Imperial Circus, Limited,

May 16th.

My Dear Mr. Nathaniel Dowdall, â�� My

natural delight at hearing once again from so highly

esteemed a friend and partner as yourself was some-

what chastened by a suspicion that the tone of your

letter was one of irritation. I need hardly assure you

that it would afford me the highest and purest pleasure

to comply with your thoughtful suggestion that I

should send you my cheque for one hundred pounds,

but I have reason to believe that the presentation of

that cheque at the bank would result in a pang of

disappointment which far be it from me to inflict upon

you. The stream of wealth, in fact, which is destined

inevitably to overtake our enterprise in time, and

which I shall welcome chiefly because it will enable

me to divert a large volume of it toward you, is meet-

ing with a temporary obstruction. In the meantime

permit me to thank you for the kind thought which

prompted your charmingly original heading, and to

rejoice to learn that you are still without prejudice

against

Your devoted, though

temporarily embarrassed partner,

Pl.ANTAGENET FILER.

Mr. Dowdall perused this letter with eyes

that emerged steadily till they threatened

to overhang his most prominent waistcoat-

by Arthur Morrison.
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button. Speechless, he passed it across the

breakfast-table to Mrs. Dowdall, who, having

read it in her turn, barely mustered the

words, " Well, I never did ! "

This was Mr. Dowdall's rejoinder, written

after an hour's interval of simmering wrath :â��

Slieatham Hill, S.W.,

May 17th.

Mr. Filer,â��I am not to be turned aside by

impudent flippancy. I may remind you that, even

though you may have made away with my money,

vou have goods which may be seized in satisfaction of

iny claim, and unless I receive the sum of which you

have defrauded me before the end of the week I shall

take steps to secure it by the means provided by law.

This letter is final. Nathaniel Dowdall.

As Mr. Dowdall anticipated, this produced

a change in Filer's attitude. His answer,

though still amiable in tone, indicated

surrender :â��

Filer's Royal and Imperial

Circus, Limited,

May 18th.

Mv Dear Mr. Dowdall,â�� It

grieves me to perceive, from your

last letter, that my fear of a certain

irritation on your part of late was

well-founded, and I hasten to re-

move all occasion for an asperity

which I feel sure you have already

regretted. My sorrow is chiefly that

you should cut your-

self off from partici-

pation in the noble

revenues which are

shortly to accrue to

this enterprise ; but,

rather than my honour

should be in any way

called in question, I

will even encounter

the bitterness of this

disappointment. It

would increase my

distress if, in addition

to your sacrifice of

the golden opportu-

nity, you were to

incur legal expenses ;

and therefore I am

now freely handing

over to you a valuable

part of the property

of this company,

more than equivalent

to the sum you have

invested. It should

arrive in tne course

of a day or so, by rail,

in a large case, carriage forward. I am now leaving

England, with the enterprise, for an extended Con-

tinental tour, and take this opportunity of tendering

you iny heartiest farewells, and expressing my pleasure

that our business connection terminates in friendly

concord. Your late partner but eternal well-wisher,

Plantagenet Filer.

P.S.â��The case should be handled with care. It

is not a new one, and in some places it is not alto-

gether what one might wish. â�� P. F.

This was far more satisfactory, and Mr.

Dowdall beamed as he passed the letter to

his wife, who beamed again as she handed

it back. Plainly he had gone the right way

to work to bring such a fellow as Filer to his

senses. Clearly Filer had .realized at last

that Nathaniel Dowdall was not to be trifled

with, and had offered the best composition

in his power without waiting for a legal

seizure. Perhaps, also, there was a little in

Mrs. Dowdall's suggestion that some traces

of honesty lingered in Filer's system yet;

for, in truth, he might have left the country

without notice, and so have removed his

goods beyond the reach of bailiffs.

There were possible awkwardnesses to be

considered, of course. Showmen's acces-

sories were of little use to Mr. Dowdall, and

might prove diffi-

cult to dispose of.

But that was a

matter best left

till the goods

arrived. For the

rest of that day

and for some part

of the next Mr.

Dowdall was

patient and hope-

ful. And then the

case arrived.

Mr. Dowdall

was sitting in the

inconvenient little

back room which

the household was

taught to call his

study, and Mrs.

Dowdall was con-

sulting him on the

eternal domestic

question, beef or

mutton, when the

blank and be-

wildered face of

Selina the house-

maid appeared at

the door, and the

hand of Selina

extended toward

Mr. Dowdall a

large biscuit-coloured delivery sheet.

" It's the railway van, sir," announced

Selina; "and they've brought a tiger."

"A tiger!" gasped Mr. Dowdall, quite for-

getting to shut his mouth after the utterance.

And " A tiger!" echoed Mrs. Dowdall,

faintly, opening her mouth wider still.

" Yes, m'm," replied the housemaid. " It's

in a big wooden cage, a-nowlin' an' stampin'

ED SELINA.1
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an' goin' on dreadful. And there's six pound

four and eightpence to pay."

In the blank pause that followed, vague

rumblings, shouts, and yelps from the direc-

tion of the street reached the ears of Mr.

Dowdall, like the ancestral voices that

prophesied war to Kubla Khan. He rose,

murmuring helplessly; his murmurs increased

as he reached the study door, and the

burden of their plaint was, "Six pound four

and eightpence!"

Then he turned suddenly on Selina.

" I won't have it!" he exclaimed. " Send

it away."

And Mrs. Dowdall, awakened to a sudden

sense of danger, caught his arm, pushed

Selina into the passage, and shut the door

after her in one complicated spasm of

presence of mind.

The noises from the street grew in volume,

and it was clear that a public attraction had

been scented, and the inevitable torrent of

shouting boys had set in. Presently Selina

returned with the report that, whether Mr.

Dowdall paid the railway charges or waited

to be sued for them, the tiger addressed to

him would be delivered there and then. The

men, it seemed, had given her to understand

that the tiger's society was no longer desired,

either by themselves or by any other person

connected with the railway.

"Nonsense!" exclaimed Mr. Dowdall,

recovering something of his natural sense

of civic propriety. " People can't be expected

to take in any tigers anybody likes to address

to them ! It would undermine the whole

fabric of society. Iâ��I won't be bullied.

Is the front door shut?"

The front door was shut, and with so much

of assured security Mr. Dowdall betook him-

self to the drawing-room, the window whereof

commanded the nearest view of the street

and the area railings. Boys were competing

for seats on those same railings, and the

standing-room in the street was growing

rapidly less. From the tail of a large van

stout planks sloped, and down these planks

slid a huge wooden, iron-bound case, lowered

by many ropes in the hands of several excited

men. From within the case came angry

growls, and as it reached the pavement Mr.

Dowdall observed that its front was a sort of

door of stout iron - clamped planks with

narrow intervals between them, through

which intervals came glimpes of restless,

fiery yellow fur.

The case came to rest before the railings,

and the carman, perceiving Mr. Dowdall at

the window, waved the biscuit - coloured

delivery sheet and hailed him. Mr. Dowdall

raised the sash and parleyed.

" Are you goin' to pay this 'ere money

now, sir ? " demanded the carman.

" Certainly not," retorted Mr. Dowdall.

" I don't want a tigerâ��I didn't order oneâ��

the whole things aâ��a clerical error. Mark

it ' Dead Parcels Office ' and take it back ! "

" Dead parcels ! " repeated the carman,

with withering scorn. " It's about the livest

parcel / ever see, an' it's pretty near marked

some of us gettin' it 'ere. Dead parcels !

It's my orders to leave it 'ere, pay or not,

sign or not; an' the comp'ny'U see you about

the charges arterwards. Dead parcels ! 'Ere,

git up !"

And with that the carman sought his

perch, and the van clattered away with its

retinue of ropes, planks, and wholly untipped

porters.

The crowd was bigger and noisier every

minute, and the bolder among the boys were

already tentatively pushing sticks between

the planks, to the manifest disapproval of the

tiger, and as he watched, Mr. Dowdall

recalled the warning that the case was " not

altogether what one might wish." He broke

into a sweat of apprehension, wildly wonder-

ing what would be the legal charge for an

ordinary street boy devoured by a tiger. And

as he wondered there appeared, towering

above the heads by the street corner, a police-

man's helmet.

The policeman elbowed steadily through

the crowd, sternly ordering it to "pass along

there," without any particular result. He

walked cautiously round the case and

observed the direction on the label. Then

he ascended Mr. Dowdall's front steps and

was about to ring the bell, when Mr. Dowdall,

with diplomatic resource, addressed him first

from the window.

" Good morning, constable," he said.

" There's a tiger down there I want cleared

away from my doorstep."

This would not seem to have been a

request for which the policeman was pre-

pared. He paused, looked back at the

case, and then again at Mr. Dowdall.

" It's your tiger, sir," he said at length.

"Oh,no," replied Mr. Dowdall, airily; "not

at all. Somebody seems to have dropped

itâ��out of a cart, I fancy." He inwardly

congratulated himself on the conscientious

accuracy of this conjecture. " Yes," he

added, " I'm pretty sure it was dropped out

of a cart."

" It's got your name and address on it,

anyhow," retorted the policeman.
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HE WALKED CAUTIOUSLY ROUND THE CASE."

" Ah, yes, yes ; that's merely aâ��a coinci-

dence. A tiger might have anybody's name

on it, you know; not at all uncommon.

Done to throw you off the scent. I should

think there'd be quite a handsome reward for

finding a thing like that, if you took it to the

station."

The policeman, sternly contemptuous, dis-

regarded the suggestion. " That tiger's

causin' an obstruction," he said, severely.

"Yes," assented Mr. Dowdall. "Shocking.

I give it in charge."

The constable, with rising wrath, surveyed

the crowd that now filled the street, and

turned once more to Mr. Dowdall. "That

tiger's your property," he said, "and if you

don't take it indoors it'll be my dooty to

summons you." And with that he produced

a notebook and wrote laboriously.

And now as he wrote a sergeant arrived,

who positively ordered Mr. Dowdall to take

his tiger indoors instantly. Mr. Dowdall

desperately contemplated the prospect of

standing a siege of public, police, and tiger

combined ; when there arrived on the heels

of the others an inspector, a far better

diplomatist than either of his inferior

officers. He first carefully examined the

case and its inscriptions, and then politely

inquired if Mr. Dowdall were in any way

connected with Filer's Circus. Mr. Dowdall

was cornered. To deny Filer's Circus to a

responsible police-officer meant to renounce

hope of redress from Filer. Mr. Dowdall

first hesitated, and then admitted his partner-

ship ; and straightway was deprived of all

defence.

"Ah, just so," said the diplomatic inspector.

" I see you've a nice wide carriage entrance

in the side roadâ��we'll see about getting him

in there. Three or four men with rollers and

crowbars can do it in no time. I should

think you could get the men and the tackle

too from Brady's in five minutes; I'll send a

man to see about it for you."

Now, perhaps partly because of the

soothing manner of the inspector, Mr.

Dowdall was beginning to feel a little

less alarmed at the state of affairs.

The tiger had not killed anybody yet, and

seemed to have grown a good deal quieter

now that his not very roomy habitation had

come to rest ; and that same habitation had

as yet shown no signs of giving way any-

where. The front planks were so strong, the

padlock was so very large, and the air spaces

were so very narrow that the creature could

scarcely see, let alone get out. And indeed

a tiger was no doubt rather a valuable posses-

sion, if you could find a buyer. There would

be no great risk in allowing the case and its

prisoner to stand in the back garden with

all doors locked for a little whileâ��an hour

or soâ��till he could get an offer for it. For

by now Mr. Dowdall's natural business

instincts were beginning to assert themselves,

and he had formed a plan.

He calmed the natural agitation of Mrs.
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Dowdall, and dispatched an urgent telegram

to Padgebury, the eminent wild beast dealer

of Shadwell, thus :â��

To Padgebury, or anybody in charge, Shadwell.

â��Come instantly. Magnificent business opening.

Unusual opportunity. â�� Dowdai.l, 613, Bramblebury

Road, S.W.

This done, Mr. Dowdall resigned himself,

with comparative equanimity, to observing

the exertions of half-a-dozen dishevelled men,

who, with strong arms and much stronger

language, shoved and hauled and scuffled

the iron-bound case

along the pavement

and round the

corner, and so

through the gates at

the side, amid the

enthusiasm of the

populace and to the

newly-aroused growls

and flops of the tiger.

Somebody suggested

a joint of beef to

keep the beast quiet,

and all the men sug-

gested beer for other

purposes, when at

last the case rested

in the farthest corner

of the stable-yard.

The joint of beef

was found to be too

large to pass between

the planks, when pre-

sented at the end of

a pole, and so had

to be hacked into

small pieces; but

the only distinct

complaint about the

beer was that it was not large enough. On

the whole, considering these things and the

railway company's claim, Mr. Dowdall found

himself making a considerable further invest-

ment in Filer.

Also he discovered that he had the honour

of receiving the famous Wrestling Tiger, as

announced by a bill which the thoughtful

Filer had pasted on one side of the case;

whereon it was made known that at Filer's

Royal and Imperial Circus the gifted quad-

ruped would wrestle a fall every night in its

cage, with its trainer, or with any gentleman

in the house who would oblige; having already

killed fifteen champion wrestlers in sundry

European capitals, with great applause from

the discriminating public. Mr. Dowdall

was somewhat gratified to find himself in

possession of so valuable an animal, and

inwardly blamed himself for his early anxiety

to repudiate its ownership.

Early in the afternoon a man arrived from

Padgebury's. He was a mild, colourless

person in shabby corduroys, and he had

come, he explained, because Mr. Padgebury

and his head man were out on business, and

the telegram seemed to be important.

" Yes," replied Mr. Dowdall, impressively,

"it wasâ��for Mr. Padgebury. The fact is,

when I sent that telegram I had reluctantly

CIRCUS

THE JOINT OK BEEF WAS FOUND TO BE TOO LARGE.

decided to part with my tigerâ��the most

magnificent and talented creature ever placed

upon the market. Pm not so sure about it

now, but a sufficiently good offer might

tempt me. It's in the stable-yard; go and

look at it while I wait here."

The man shook his head feebly. "Tigers

ain't my department, sir," he said ; " it's the
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canaries what I look after. If it 'ad a-been

a pipin' bullfinch, now -"

"Oh, but surely," protested Mr. Dowdall,

" as a responsible man from Padgebury'sâ��a

leading man on the staff, you knowâ��you can

deal with just a simple matter of an ordinary

tiger. Come, now ; just go and run your eye

over him."

But the man shook his head again. " I

ain't no judge of a tiger," he replied. "I

don't know 'is p'ints. Anythink in the way

of a redpoll I could take on easy. An 'if

you ain't sure you really want to sell 'im,

p'r'aps you'd better think it over for a day

or two."

"Oh, noâ��not at all," Mr. Dowdall inter-

posed, hastily. " I'd rather get the parting

over at once and have done with it. I'd like

you to go and tell Mr. Padgebury about it

as soon as he gets back. It's a most extra-

ordinary tigerâ��wrestles, and does card tricks,

and all that. When will Mr. Padgebury be

back ? "

The canary-tamer was not quite certain,

but it was pretty sure to be some time in

the afternoon.

" Very well, get him to come along at

once with a van. But there's one thing you

might tell me," Mr. Dowdall proceeded, con-

fidentially. " You'd scarcely believe it, but

some of my servants are foolishly nervous

about that tiger. Now you are a man of

experience. Couldn't you give it something

to keep it quiet till Mr. Padgebury comes?"

"Beef?" suggested the canary-man, inter-

rogatively.

"It's got beef," Mr. Dowdall replied

" But I don't mean food. Something to send

it to sleep, for instance?"

" Whisky," replied the shabby man,

promptly. "They tame hedgehogs with

that."

" But how can I give a tiger whisky?"

The canary-man rubbed his ear thought-

fully for a moment. Then he said, " Force 'is

mouth open and pour it down 'is throat."

But a very little more conversation made

it clear that neither Mr. Dowdall nor the

man from Padgebury's was prepared to adopt

this method personally ; and after a little

more negotiation it was agreed that Padge-

bury's retainer should visit the stable-yard

with a view to devising a less adventurous

means of administering the whisky.

Presently he returned and reported his

plan. " There's precious little room between

the planks," he said. " In fact, you can't

properly see in without shoving your eye

rayther too close to the door. But there's a

bit of an iron trough fixed inside, with water,

an' if I'd got a good large basinful o'

whisky, an' the garden-squirt, I think I could

get some of it into the trough."

A quart of whisky was produced accord-

ingly, and the garden-squirt ; and in five

minutes more the canary-man returned to

report complete success, and to receive a fee

of half a crown. Furthermore, he received

fervid injunctions to send the whole Padge-

bury tiger-staff at the earliest possible

moment; and so departed.

Perfect silence fell upon the stable-yard

Not a growl could be heard by a listener from

any window at the back of the house, and

the boot-boy, reconnoitring the stable-yard,

reported that the tiger was motionless at the

bottom of the cageâ��probably asleep. The

household excitement was relieved, and

household affairs began to resume their

course.

Half an hourâ��an hourâ��an hour and a

halfâ��two hours passed in peace and quiet;

and then, with a sudden burst of frantic

shrieks, the cook, the boot-boy, and Selina

came up the kitchen stairs in a rush. The

tiger ! The tiger ! The tiger was climbing

through the scullery window !

Who was first and who was last of the

whole household out of the front door will

never be known ; it is merely conjectured that

Mr. Dowdall was not the last, because, fore-

most in this moment of peril, he was certainly

first round the street corner, where he was so

fortunate as to butt heavily into a policeman

"Good evening, constable," gasped Mr.

Dowdall, maintaining his balance by hugging

the policeman's arm; "good evening!

There's an interesting pet of my wife's

gone astray in the house, and I think if

you were to keep guard at the front door

while I sent for Padgebury'sâ��â��"

" Padgebury's ? " repeated the policeman,

suspiciously. " Padgebury's ? What's this

'ere pet ? Is it the tiger as there's been such

a fuss about ? "

" Well," admitted Mr. Dowdall, glancing

back apprehensively, "as a matter of fact,

it is what you might more or less call a tiger,

so to speak, but there's no need to fee\

alarmed on that account. I give you full

authority to use your truncheon."

" Oh, you do, do you ?" observed the

man, strangely ungratefully. Nevertheless, be

looked cautiously round the corner, and then

began to walk toward Mr. Dowdall's front

door, followed by that gentleman at some

little distance. For it chanced that this

was an ambitious young policeman, anxious
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to distinguish himself; and he hoped that

there might be a possibility of doing it at no

vest risk, after all. Wherefore it was with

some irritation that he heard the shriek of

a police-whistle farther up the road, where

Mrs. Dowdall had taken refuge with a friend

who always kept the instrument handy.

The whistle had the effect of hurrying the

young policeman, who resolved, if he could

not be the sole representative of the force

on the spot, at any rate to be the first.

He mounted the front steps, cautiously

approached the open door, and looked in.

He ventured as far as the mat, and then

beyond it, listening intently. And then he

cleared the doorstep in one bound, closing

the door behind him with great agility, but

turning instantly to peep through a clear part

of the glass panel. For he had been scared

by the apparition of a great yellow head

rising over the lower stairs.

" It's gone upstairs !" he cried presently,

for the information of anybody within hearing,

which was nobody.

For the whistle was attracting stragglers to

the house where its possessor, with distended

countenance, was blowing it from the first-

floor window, and Mr. Dowdall, in the door-

way of a neighbour opposite, was dispatching

a stream of telegrams to Padgebury, like

minute-guns.

And in the midst of all this arrived

Padgebury's van, with the great Padge-

bury himself and half-a-dozen stalwart re-

tainers, and much tackle of iron and rope.

Padgebury had started out immediately on

the report of his canary-tamer, and so had

escaped the fire of telegrams which Mr.

Dowdall was still maintaining.

The wild beast dealer shook his head

when he learned the state of affairs. " You

didn't say he was loose in the house when

you offered to sell him," he observed,

solemnly.

" Well, I was thinking of allowing a dis-

count in consideration of that," replied Mr.

Dowdall ; "a moderate discount."

Padgebury shook his head again. " In

our trade," he said, " you'll find there's a

deal of difference between a loose tiger and

one in a cage. Loose tigers don't command

any price to speak of. There's no demand

for 'em."

Nevertheless, he consented to reconnoitre,

with a view to securing Mr. Dowdall's

specimen, on the understanding that if no

deal resulted he should charge for his services.

And so, slowly, with many precautions, the

front door was opened, and Padgebury and

Vol. xxxvi.â��98.

his staff, listening anxiously, approached the

stairs a few steps at a time.

After a pause of careful peeping, Padgebury,

greatly daring, crept up the stairs and listened

on the landing. Then he beckoned silently

to his men, who followed with as little noise

as possible, and found their principal pointing

significantly at a bedroom door, standing

ajar, from beyond which came distinct sounds

of heavy breathing.

The men gathered on the landing, awaiting

orders And then suddenly there arose from

within the room the sound of a loud,

horrible yawn, and following that, in a thick

but cheerful voice, the chorus :â��

Put me among the girrls !

Put me among the girrls !

Do me a favour, do !

I'll do the same for you ;

If you'll put

Padgebury bounced into the room and the

chorus broke off; and his men, crowding

behind him, saw the tiger lying at length on

the bed, fur and teeth and whiskers complete,

with a decanter hugged under one paw.

" Whirroo ! " cried the tiger. " Get out!

'Tis enough to give a man the palpitations to

have yez jumpin' out av nowhere like that, an

ugly crowd ! An' me that unwell an' all !

Get out wid yez ! "

Padgebury turned one glance ot amaze-

ment on his staff, and then, being a prompt

man, seized the tiger by the jaw, forced

it open, and peered into the cavernous

skull. " Why, I believe it's Lanigan ! " he

said.

" What, Misther Padgebury ! " cried the

tiger. "Tis the blessin' o' the wurrld to

see ye, Misther Padgebury! Oh, Misther

Padgebury, 'tis moighty lonely I am ! Nobody

loves me in thisâ��thisâ��this here outrajis in-

tegument. They trate me like a leper ; an' 'tis

drouthy worrk, growlin' like a tiger two days

together, an' moighty poor conversation,

wid no provisions but wan bag av biscuits.

Misther Padgebury, is all av 'em you, or is

there a dirthy crowd av ruftins in this room ? "

" There's enough of us here to see you

safely to the police-station, anyhow," answered

Padgebury, grimly. " What's this game? "

" Misther Padgebury, dear, if ye shpake

to me like that I'll cry like a babby, an' me

that broken-hearted too. Take a drop from

the decantherâ��'tis good stuff in this house.

An' where's that gallows-hoppin' thief, Filer ? "

" Filer? I don't know."

" Filer's Circus started for the Continent

the day afore yesterday, so I heard," observed

one of Padgebury's men.
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HIS MEN, CROWDING BEHIND HIM, SAW THE TIGFR l.VING AT LENGTH ON THE BHD."

" What ?" wailed the tiger. " The

day before yesterday ? Then I'm robbed

to the skin an' bones av me ! Sivin

months have I been doin' the wrestlin' tiger

an' makin' the fortune av the show, an' not

two months' pay have I got out av it!

An' now he's given me the shake afther all!

The curse o' the wurrld on the ugly head av

him i I'll telt ye, Misther Padgebury. The

wrestling tiger was the only thing that

brought the show a pinny, though 'tis

niesilf thut says ut. Night afther night

I towld Filer I'd give the swindle away in

the middle av the show if I didn't get my

money, an' night afther night he blarneyed

me into goin' through onct more. Ye see,

we'd thumpin' thick bars to the cage, an'

'twasn't likely anybody not b'longing to the

show was goin' wrestlin' with a tiger; so we

faced it out aisy enough till I threatened,

an' thin Filer blarneyed me. But at last

I'd be blarneyed no more, an' I got a rale

paper summons for him ; an' thin says Filer,

frightened by the paper summons, ' I'm at the

bottom av my finances, Lanigan, me boy,

an' what I haven't got I can't pay. But we'll

raise some,' says he, ' if ye'll do as I tell ye.

Now, there's a troublesome ould parrty as calls

himself a shareholder,' says he, 'an' I'll put

ye in a close-nailed case and sind ye to him.

An' I'll be along there as soon as you will

an' sooner,' says Filer, ' bekase I'll go by

passenger thrain an' you by goods. An'

whin the old man's terrified into fits with

havin' a rampin', ragin' tiger brought to his

peaceful risidince, why I'll get him to pay a

call on his shares on conditions av takin' you

away again Thin,' says Filer, ' I'll pay every

cint av your money and a prisent to the top

av it!' Misther Padgebury, I did ut; an

afther that niver again ask me to be a tiger,

nor a package on any goods thrain ! I'm

bruised all over me like a toad, and the lovely

feather-bed itself is hard to me bones."

" Well,'' remarked Padgebury, " you don't

seem to have done much good for yourself

since you left me, and you're in a bigger

scrape now than ever. There's Mr. Dowdall

and a policeman at the front door."

" Misther Dowdall's a jintleman," said the

tiger. " He's the only man that iver gave me

whisky out av a garden squirrt. Plensheous

whisky. It was the whisky, an' nothing but

ut, that gave me the courage to open the

padlock and come to look for some more.

Give my compliments to Misther Dowdall an'

tell him he's a betther man than his partner,

an' I'd rather dale with him. The firrm owes

me thirty-wan pound ten an' six."

And the tiger pulled its mouth open with

its right paw, and thrust the neck of the

decanter once again between the cruel fangs.

J



THE WORLD'S BEST PUZZLES.

By HENRY E. DUDENEY.

Author of 11 The Canterbury Puzzles : and Other Curious Problems" etc.

jHE complete history of puzzles

has yet to be written, and it is

a larger subject than the reader

may suspect. It is not pro-

posed to attempt such an ac-

count, even in a compressed

form, in these pages, but merely to give some

examples of the best puzzles of all ages. The

word " best" is here used in the popular

sense, the puzzles selected being those which

have created, or are calculated to create,

widespread interest. All good puzzles have

a mathematical base, but, although mathe-

maticians have a higher standard of excel-

lence than is displayed in some of the

examples I shall give, most of them are of a

kind that may be appreciated by those who

possess little or no knowledge of the most

exact of sciences.

In the earliest records of man we find

puzzles. The Chinese were familiar with

arithmetic and geo-

metry 4,000 years ago,

and in the last number

of this magazine I

attempted a short ac-

count of the history

of Tangrams, a form

of puzzle invented by

a Chinaman named

Tan some 2,000 years

before the Christian

era. Everybody must also be familiar with

the "Chinese Cross," which is sold in the toy

shops and is of great antiquity (1). The six

pieces are to be found cut in a variety of

different ways.

The most ancient puzzles of which we

know the author's name (if we except the

more or less mythical Chinaman, Tan) are

contained in an old Egyptian papyrus in

the British Museum, entitled " Directions for

Knowing All Dark Things," written between

the years 1700 B.C. and 1100 B.C., but

believed to be a revised edition of an older

treatise of about 3400 B.C. The author was

a priest named Ahmes. Here is one of his

arithmetical puzzles that should be im-

mediately solved by any child who knows

1 .â��The ancient " Chinese

Cross Puzzle."

the rudiments of algebra. It is given by

Mr. W. W. Rouse Ball in his "Short History

of Mathematics." "Find a number which,

when added to its seventh part, equals 19."

Here is a puzzle by Pappus, who lived at

Alexandria about the end of the third

century. I give it in the form that I pre-

sented it some years ago under the title

" Papa's Puzzle," just to see how many

readers would discover that it was by Pappus

himself. "The little maid's papa has taken

two different sized rectangular pieces of

cardboard, and has clipped off a triangular

2.â��" Papa's Puzzle "

piece from one of them, so that when it is

suspended by a thread from the point A it

hangs with the long side perfectly horizontal,

as shown in the illustration (2). He has per-

plexed the child by asking her to find the

point A on the other card, so as to produce

a similar result when cut and suspended by a

thread." Of course, the point must not be

found by trial clippings. A curious and

pretty point is involved in this setting of the

puzzle. Can the reader discover it ?

Puzzles are perpetually being re-invented

that were known ages ago. Here is a good

example. A correspondent recently sent me

this as a new problem. " Describe a circle

D that shall touch three given circles, A, B,

and C " (3).
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Now this

geometrical

puzzle was first

propounded by

A p o 11 o n ius

(260 200 K.C.),

was solved by

Vieta in the

sixteenth cen-

3.-ApoiUiu.', Puzzk 200 B.C. tury> described

by Fermat as

" this famous and noble problem," and

solved in a beautiful but quite different

manner by Sir Isaac Newton himself. It f

is a difficult poser, and I merely refer to ^

it as an example of the fact that a good

puzzle never goes out of date or loses its

freshness for successive generations.

I should like to give examples of puzzles

from Pythagoras, Zeno, Euclid, Archi-

medes, Brahmagupta the Hindu, and others,

but the limits of this article will not permit.

Readers will, however, be interested to know

that the first English puzzlist whose name

has come down to us was a Yorkshireman â��

no other than Alcuin, Abbot of Canterbury

(a.d. 735-804). Here is a little puzzle from

his works : " If 100 bushels of corn are dis-

tributed among 100 people in such a manner

that each man shall receive three bushels,

each woman two, and each child half a

bushel, how many men, women, and children

were there ? " There are six different correct

answers, if we exclude the case of 20 men,

no women, and 80 children.

You frequently hear somebody ask the

rather absurd question, "What would 10 be

if 4 were 6 ? " though perhaps they may vary

the actual numbers. Or one will put to you

the problem of the " Turks and Christians,"

where the fifteen Turks are thrown overboard

in a storm. Or you may be set the puzzle of

the jealous husbands with their wives who

have to cross a river in a boat that will only-

hold two persons. These and many other

equally familiar puzzles, that are to be found

in every modern collection, are derived from

a book by Niccola Fontana (1500-1559),

known as "Tartaglia," or the stammerer.

Here is one of his puzzles â�� the first

4.â��Tartaglia s ' MeaÂ»uring Puzzle."

" measuring " puzzle on record. A gentle-

man is robbed of a vessel containing 240Z. of

balsam, which the three robbers have to

divide equally amongst them by means of

three vessels, holding respectively 130Z., noz.,

and 50Z. (4). How are they able to do it ?

Very few readers will be unfamiliar with

the old mechanical puzzle sold in the shops

to-day under the name of " The Chinese

Rings," though it is very doubtful whether it

ever had its origin in China. Its old English

5.â��The ancient "Tiring Irons."

name is " The Tiring Irons " (5), and speci-

mens have been found in various parts of our

country and abroad, made in iron by local

smiths and sometimes deposited in strange

places, such as a church belfry. It has been

used largely in Norway as a lock for bags

and boxes. I need not describe it, as it will

be at once recognised. This puzzle was first

written about by Hieronymus Cardan (1501-

1576), the eminent mathematician.

Another puzzle that has achieved great

fame is the " Weights Puzzle." A man has

6.â��Bachet's " Weighu Puzzle"

four different weights which enable him to

weigh any number of pounds (no fractions)

from lib. up to 4olb. Any weight may be

placed in either of the scale pans. What

are the four weights ? (6).

This first appeared in the " Problems

Pleasant and Delectable," by Claude

Gaspar Bachet de Meziriac (1581-1638), who

was also one of the earliest writers to discuss

the formation of magic squares.

Another puzzle that is widely known as

"The Blind Abbess and Her Nuns," though

it is always cropping up in a variety of

different forms, is also due to Bachet This

is how he presents it. A gentleman had a
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7.â��Bachet's " Wine-Bins."

â� wine-bin of eight compartments, as in the illus-

tration (7), containing 60 bottles, arranged as

shown. His dishonest servant stole 4 bottles

and rearranged the

remainder. Thegentle

man noticed that the

bottles had been re-

distributed, but as

there were still 21

bottles on every side

he innocently con-

cluded that all the 60

were there. The

servant, emboldened

by his success, again stole 4 bottles and

rearranged the remainder without discovery.

In fact, on two more occasions he repeated

his theft of 4 bottles, always leaving the

remainder so arranged symmetrically that

there were 21 on every side. How did he

arrange them on the four occasions so as to

steal the 16 bottles ?

Practically all the collections of puzzles

that I have mentioned are brought together

in the " Mathematical and Philosophical

Recreations" of Jacques Ozanam (1640-

17 17), which was revised with additions by

Montucla in 1750 and T790. There are

various English editions, the last being that of

1840. Though the book has many errors,

it is an interesting collection and contains

hundreds of familiar old friends that are to

be found in every little book of puzzles that

has appeared during the last century.

As in so many other ways, the past hundred

years has been remarkably fruitful in the

invention of puzzles. I will now give some

examples from the most popular and success-

ful of these. First of all there is " The

Fifteen Schoolgirls," propounded by T. P.

Kirk man in 1850. All the fifteen girls are

to walk out in triplets every day for a week,

but no girl may ever walk in company with"

any other girl more than once. Can you

group the girls for the seven days ?

The well-known " Fight Queens Puzzle "

â�� to place eight queens on a chessboard so

that no queen shall attack anotherâ��was

first proposed by Nauck in 1850, and it has

quite a little literature of its own. In 1863,

C. F. de Jaenisch first discussed the " Five

Queens Puzzle"â��to place five queens on

the chessboard so that every square shall be

attacked or occupiedâ��which was propounded

by his friend, a " Mr. de R." As readers of

this magazine have during the past year been

made acquainted with certain variations of

this puzzle, a few remarks respecting it may

be acceptable. Jaenisch showed that if no

queen may attack another there are 91

different ways of placing the five queens,

reversals and reflections not counting as

different. If the queens may attack one

another, I have recorded hundreds of ways,

but it is not practicable to enumerate them

exactly. I pointed out in 1899 that if four

queens are placed as shown in the diagram

(8), then the fifth queen may be placed on any

one of the twelve squares marked a, b, c, d,

and e ; or a rook on the two squares, c; or a

bishop on the eight squares, a, b, and e ; or

a pawn on the square b ; or a king on the

four squares, b, c, and e. The only known

e
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6.â��The Guarded Chessboard.

arrangement for four queens and a knight is

that given by Mr. J. Wallis in The Strand

for last August. I have recorded a large

number of solutions with four queens and a

rook, or bishop, but the only arrangement, I

believe, with three queens and two rooks in

which all the pieces are guarded is that of

which I give an illustration (9), first published

by Dr. C. Planck. But I have recently found

a solution with three queens, a rook, and a

bishop, though the pieces do not protect one

another. Readers may like to try to find it.
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9.â��Board guarded by three queens and two rooks, all protected
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Here is a five-queen puzzle that I gave

in a fanciful dress in 1897 (10). As the

queens were there represented as hats on

mirror are not counted as different. The

late " Lewis Carroll" produced some original

puzzles, the best of which will be found in

I
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lO.-The "Hat-Pes Puzzle.

sixty-four pegs, I will keep to the title, " The

Hat-Peg Puzzle." It will be seen that every

square is guarded. The puzzle is to remove

one queen to a different square so that still

every square is guarded, then move a second

queen under a similar condition, then a third

queen, and finally a fourth queen. After the

fourth move every square must be

attacked or occupied, but no queen

must then attack another. Of course,

the moves need not be "queen

moves"; you can move a queen toany

part of the board.

Some readers

who do not play

chess have a

curious notion that

these puzzles have

something to do with the game, so they pass

them by. That is why I sometimes dress

them up in the following fanciful manner.

A farmer had three sheep and an arrange-

ment of sixteen pens, divided off by hurdles,

as shown in the illustration. In how many

different ways could he place those sheep,

each in a separate pen, so that every pen

should be either occupied or in line, horizon-

tally, vertically,

or diagonally,

with at least one

sheep? I give

one arrange-

ment (11). How

many other ar-

rangements can

you find ? Mere

reversals or re-

flections in a

sit***-

Railway Puzzle.'

11.â��The " Three Sheep Puzzle."

his book, " A Tangled Tale." But the most

widely known is his " Monkey and Weight,"

which was discussed in the issue of this

magazine for last May.

About twenty years ago a " Railway

Puzzle" (12) was very popular, and was sold,

in a mechanical form, in the toy shops. There

is a siding on a main line, and the

puzzle is to show how the engine

may be employed to make the two

cars change positions. Though there

is not room for the engine to turn

at the point A, it

can enter on one

side, push a car

down to A, then

return to the main

line, enter the

siding the other way, and pull the car back.

No flying shunts are allowed. The puzzle is

quite easy, but more difficult extensions of it

have been made. The author of this little

poser is not known.

A paradoxical puzzle, sometimes known as

"The Dissected Chessboard" (13), is a grent

favourite, and it is surprising how it perplexes

many people. In diagram A the square, con-

taining sixty-four cells, is cut into four pieces

indicated, and these four

pieces are seen

reassembled in

diagram B, where

there are now

sixty - five cells.

Where does the

additional cell

come from ? It

a square bycut.ing. is not known
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who first dis-

covered this par-

ticular paradox,

but it was printed

in a German

work in 1868,

and no earlier

publication has

been discovered,

though Ozanam

gives a puzzle

on similar lines. The reader who is familiar

with it may be interested in the companion

that I now give (14). In diagram C the square,

containing twenty-five cells, is cut into four

parts, which are reassembled in diagram D.

But in this case instead

of gaining a cell we lose

one ! Where has it gone?

The little " Mitre

Puzzle" (15)â��to cut a

piece of paper of the

shape indicated (a square

with one quarter re-

moved) into four parts

of the same size and

shapeâ��I have not been

able to trace to an earlier

Strictly speaking, it is

impossible of solution, but I will give the

answer that is always presented, and that

seems to satisfy most people.

The well-known puzzle of cutting a Greek

cross into pieces that will fit together and

form a square is believed to be of Indian

origin, and I give the elegant Hindu solution

in five pieces (16). But who first published

the modern solution requiring only four pieces

with two clips of the scissors, which I also

give (17), is un-

8 certain. I have

from time to

time given

numerous exten-

sions of this

puzzle.

Ifyousplitone

end of a lucifer

a square by culling.

15.â��The old " Mitre

Puzzle,*' really impossible

of solution.

date than 1835.

match, reduce

the thickness of

the end of an-

other, and join

them together,

you can then

stand them on

end supported

by a third match,

as shown in the

illustration (18).

It is a favourite

little puzzle now

to lift the three

matches all together with a fourth match. One

is tempted to jump at the conclusion that this

puzzle is probably not older than the date ol

the introduction of lucifer matches, but I

have discovered it at an earlier date.

Then, again, three sticks may be placed

together in the manner I have shown (19), with

18.â��Familiar Match Puzzle, known

before matches were invented.

17.â��Modern version in only four pieces.

19.â��This puzzle was printed in 1674.

the exterior ends resting on three tumblers or

other objects, so that they will support a

heavy weight in the middle. This puzzle is

at least as old as 1674, for I have it in a book

of that date.

The next puzzle was first propounded by

P. G. Tait in 1884. Eight counters are placed

together in a row, alternately black and

white (20). In four moves, each time moving

two contiguous counters, arrange them so

o#o#o#o

20.â��Tait s Counter Puzzle.
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that they stand in an unbroken line with the

four black counters together, and the four

white ones also together. You are not

allowed to reverse the order of a pair when

sliding them to a new position, or to adjust

the counters between the moves.

But who first invented the " Leaping

Frogs " (21) is unknown. You place four black

21.â��" Leap-Frog Puzzle."

draughts and three white ones in a row as

shown. The puzzle is to make the colours

exchange sides. The blacks move only to

the right and the white only to the left, but

any draught may jump over one of the

opposite colour, if the square beyond is

vacant. An extension of this puzzle was given

in my article,

" Puzzles from

Game s," i n

The Strand

Magazine for

March last. It

was called

" The Grass-

hoppers' Quad-

rille."

There are

various string

puzzles that for

generations

have been

favourites with

boys. One is

"The Heart

Puzzle" (22).

It will be seen

at a glance how

the string with a loop at one end and a bead

(too large to pass through a hole) is threaded

through the holes in the wooden heart. The

puzzle is to detach the string and bead from

the heart. This is so easy that the puzzle

was probably

originally

vised for

delectation

the infant

arms.

Here is a

curious mecha-

nical puzzle

(23) that was

given to me

some ten years

22.â��The '* Heart Puzzle." Juvenile

favourite for generations.

ago, but I cannot say who first invented it

It consists of two solid blocks of wood securely

dovetailed together. On the other two vertical

sides that are not visible the appearance is

precisely the same as on those shown. How

were the pieces put together? When I pub-

lished this little puzzle in a London news-

paper I received (though they were un-

solicited) quite a stack of models

in oak, in teak, in mahogany, rose-

wood, satinwood, elm, and deal,

some half a foot in length, and

others varying in size right down 10

a delicate little model about half an

inch square. It seemed to create consider-

able interest.

In 1883 M. Claus (an anagrammatic pseu-

donym of M. E. Lucas, the French mathe-

- How are the two piecci put

together ?

24.â��The "Tower of Hanoi"

matician) brought out " The Tower of

Hanoi" (24). There are eight discs of wood,

of varying sizes, with holes in them. These

are placed on one of three pegs in order of

size, the largest being at the bottom and the

smallest at the top. The puzzle is to transfer

the eight discs to one of the other pegs,

moving one disc at a time from peg to peg,

but never putting a disc on one that is

smaller than itself. M. de Parville gave the

following fanciful account of the origin of

the puzzle. In the great temple of Benares,

beneath the dome that marks the centre of

the world, is a brass plate in which are fixed

three diamond needles, each a cubit high

and as thick as the body of a bee. On one

of these needles, at the Creation, were placed

sixty-four discs of pure gold, the largest disc

resting on the brass plate, and the others

being smaller and smaller up to the top one.

Day and night unceasingly the priests transfer

the discs from one needle to another, accord-

ing to the fixed and immutable laws of

Bramah, which require that the priest roust

not move more than one disc at a time, and.

that he must place this disc on a needle

so that there is no smaller disc below it-

When the sixty-four discs shall have been

thus transferred to another needle, tower,

temple, and Brahmins alike will crumble

into dust, and with a thunderclap the world

will vanish. Of course, the point is to dis-

cover how many moves are necessary to

remove all the eight discs, or the sixty-four, as
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Sir Isaac Newton's

the case may be. I have

given elsewhere thegeneral

solution for any number

of needles.

What are known as

"Points and Lines"

puzzles are found very in-

teresting by many people.

The mostfamiliarexample,

to plant nine trees so that

they shall form ten straight rows with three

trees in every row (25), is attributed to Sir

Isaac Newton, but the earliest collection of

such puzzles is, I believe, in a rare

little book that I possessâ��pub-

lished in 1821. The Rev. Mr.

Wilkinson showed some quarter

of a century ago that eleven points

may be arranged to form sixteen

lines of three, and in 1897 I pub-

lished an arrangement of sixteen

points forming fifteen lines of four.

Can you solve these two examples ?

No general method has yet been

discovered.

The " Fifteen Puzzle " and the

" Pony Puzzle," creations of that

veteran, Mr. Sam I.oyd,are too well

known to readers of this magazine

to need more than mention. But

his " Get Off the Earth " Puzzle,

though perhaps not so widely

known as it deserves to be, is, I

consider, his best invention. It

consists of a square card on which

A

a disc is revolved, its re-

volution being restricted

by a button, or paper-

fastener, fixed in the disc

and moving in a slot cut

in the lower card. When

the button is down (26)

there are thirteen gro-

tesque Chinamen striking

very warlike attitudes

round the edge of the globe ; but when you

move the button up (27), one of these has

mysteriously disappeared. The puzzle is to

Puzzle."

is down ; there are thirteen Chinamen.

27. â��The button is up. There are now twelve

only. Which one has disappeared ?

discover what has become of him,

and very few people are able to give

an intelligible explanation of the

matter. A certain humorist, on being

shown the puzzle and asked, " Where

does the Chinaman go?" could only

supply the answer, " It depends on

the life he leads !"

As an example of how a new and

instructive little principle may be

illustrated in a puzzle I give Mr.

I.oyd's "Chain Puzzle" (28) in a

somewhat simplified form, so that

every reader should be able to solve

it and appreciate it. A farmer

brought thirteen pieces of chain

(one hundred links in all), as illus-

trated on the next page, to a black-

smith, to get them made into one

endless chain. The smith charged
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one penny for

each required

mend. What

was the amount

of his bill ?

A mend in-

cludes opening

a link and

closing it.

Some years

ago there was

a craze for

rolling pellet

puzzles, though

they are really

more trials of

patience than

puzzles; and

these were nearly all mere variations of the

first one that was made, the "Pigs in Clover,"

by Mr. Sam Loyd. However, there was one

that I remember, called " The Switchback "

(29), that could be solved byapuzzle trick which

I was surprised to notice how few people

discovered. It will be seen from the illus-

tration that there were three little nests or

28.â��Loyd't "Chain Puzzle"

simplified.

B c

29.â��The " Switchback Puzzle."

hollows at A, B, and C in the glass tube, into

which the three shots or pellets had to be

rolled. The trick was to first reverse the

tube so that the three depressions, D, E,

and F, were at the bottom. It was quite

easy to get the shots into these hollows, and

when you had them in position you had

merely to twist the tube with a quick turn of

the fingers, holding it at the ends, when the

pellets would fall into the required positions.

You could hardly fail once in a hundred

attempts, yet I have seen people try the

puzzle for hours without success, while this

simple trick never occurred to them.

As the Editor of this magazine courteously

insists that I shall

include a few of my

own puzzles, I add

three little things

that have aroused

a certain amount of

interest. The dis-

cussion in a London

daily newspaper of

" The Spider and

the Fly" (30)

a few years ago showed how startling to the

general reader certain facts may be concerning

the elementary laws of what, for want of 1

better word, are called geodesies. Inside a

rectangular room, measuring 30ft. in length

and 12ft. in width and height, a spider is at

a point on the middle of one of the end

walls, 1 ft. from the ceiling, as at A in the

illustration, and a fly is on the opposite

wall, 1 ft. from the floor in the centre, as

shown at B. What is the shortest distance

that the spider must crawl in order to reach

the fly, which remains stationary ? Of course,

the spider never drops or uses its web, but

crawls fairly. The large majority of people

are confident that the answer must be 42ft

As a matter of fact it is exactly 40ft., and

the spider's route actually takes him over five

of the six sides of the room ! The reader nijy

like to find the actual route of the spider.

The "Triangle and Square" (31) is a mote

30.â��The celebrated " Spider and Fly Puzzle."

31.â��A practical demonstration o( the " Triangle and Square

Puzzle."

subtle thing. The puzzle is to cut an equila-

teral triangle into four pieces that may bepul

together to form a perfect square. The illus'

tration shows the puzzle in a rather curious

practical form, as it was made in polished

mahogany

brass hinges ^ot

use by certain

audiences. It

be seen that the

four pieces for"' 3

sort of chain, Â»na

that when they are

closed up in one

direction 'ne?

form the triangle,
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and when closed in the other direction they

form a square. The solution is not merely

approximate, but geometrically exact.

In " Catching the Mice " (32), the cat goes

round and round the circle in the direction

that they are looking and eats every thirteenth

32.â��"Catching the Mice." How to eat the white mouse third.

moustj, reserving the white mouse for a tit-

bit at the finish. At which mouse must she

start her count ? The answer to this is that

she must begin her count at the seventh

mouse (calling the white mouse the first) â��

that is, at the one nearest to the tip of the

cat's tail. Make the count, striking out the

mice as they are eaten and taking care not to

include these again in your count, and you

will find this is correct. Now try to discover

what is the smallest number that the cat can

â�¢count round and round if she must start at

the white mouse (calling that " one " in the

count) and make the white mouse the third

eaten.

Before closing this article I will give, as

promised, the solutions to the two special

puzzles in the article, "Tales with Tangrams,"

in the issue of this magazine for last month.

First, the design that cannot be formed with

the seven Tangrams is the Swan. I repeat

the design as it appeared (33), and give

the nearest solution that is possible. In the

corrected version the top piece might also

be placed in the position indicated by dotted

lines, but the result would more resemble a

duck than a swan.

As to the paradox, the new diagrams

will show how the figures are con-

structed â�� each with the seven Tangrams.

It will be noticed that in both cases the

head, hat, and arm are precisely alike, and

the width at the base of the body the

same. But this body contains four pieces

34.â�� Each of these haures is constructed from the

same seven pieces, where does the second man

get his foot from ?

in the first case, and in the second design

only three. The first is larger than the second

by exactly that narrow strip indicated by the

dotted line between A and B (35). This

35. - This explains the Tangram paradox given above.

strip is therefore exactly equal in area to the

piece forming the foot in the other design,

though when thus distributed along the side

of the body the increased dimension is not

easily apparent to the eye.

33.â��The '"impossible" swan and the corrected version.

The solutions to puzzles in the above

article will appear in the next number of

The Strand Magazine.



HE ship was first

sighted off 1 hu-

geness. She was labouring

heavily. Her paint was peculiar

and her rig outlandish.

" Blessed if I ever see such

a rigâ��nor such lines neither," old Hawk-

hurst said.

" She do be a rum 'un," said young

Benenden, who had strolled along the beach

with the glasses the gentleman gave him for

saving the little boy from drowning. " Don't

know as I ever see another just like her."

" I'll give half a dollar to any chap as can

tell me where she hails fromâ��and what port

it is where they have ships o' that cut," said

middle-aged Haversham to the group that

had now gathered.

" George ! " exclaimed young Benenden

from under his field-glasses, " she's going."

And she went. Her bow went down sud

denly and she stood stern up in the waterâ��

like a duck after rain. Then quite slowly,

with no unseemly hurry, but with no moment's

change of what seemed to be her fixed pur-

pose, the ship sank and the grey rolling waves

wiped out the place where she had been.

When ships go down off Dungeness, things

from them have a way of being washed up on

Copyright, 1908, by

the sands of that bay which

curves from Dungeness to

Folkestone, where the sea has bitten a piece

out of the landâ��just such a half-moon-

shaped piece as you bite out of a slice ot

bread and butter.

Now, if you live by the sea and are grown

up you know that if you find anything on

the seashore your duty is to take it up to the

coastguards and say, " Please, I've found

this."

Edward, staying with an aunt at the sea-

side, but whose real home was in a little

villa in the suburbs, was not grown-upâ��and

he kept everything he found; and one thing

he found was a square case of old leather

embossed with odd little figures of men and

animals and words that Edward could not

read. There were several things inside :

queer-looking instruments, rather like those

in the little box of mathematical instruments

that he had had as a prize at school; and

in a groove of the soaked velvet lining lay

a neat little brass telescope.

Edward picked it up and put it to his eye,

and tried to see through it a little tug that

was sturdily puffing up Channel. He failed

to find the tug, and found himself gazing at

a little cloud on the horizon. As he looked

it grew larger and darker, and presently

E. Nesbil Bland.
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he looked through the glass again : but he

found he needed both hands to keep it

steady, so he set down the case with the other

instruments on the sand at his feet and put

the glass to his eye once more.

He had thought it was a sandy shore, but

almost at once he saw that it was not sand

but fine shingle, and the discovery of this

mistake surprised him so much that he kept

on looking at the shingle through the little

telescope, which showed it quite plainly. And

as he looked the shingle grew coarser.

Something hard pressed against his foot,

and he lowered the glass.

He was surrounded by big stones, and

they all seemed to be moving; some were

tumbling off others that lay in heaps below

them, and others were rolling away from the

beach in every direction. And the place

where he had put down the case was covered

with great stones which he could not move.

The only person in sight was another boy

in a blue jersey with red letters on his chest.

" Hi !" said Edward, and the boy also

said " Hi ! "

" Come along here," said Edward, " and

I'll show you something."

" Let's see what you found," said Gustus,

and Edward gave him the glass. He directed

it with inexpert fingers to the sea wall, so

little trodden that on it the grass grows.

" Oh, look !" cried Edward, very loud.

" Look at the grass ! "

Gustus let the glass fall to long arm's

length and said " Krikey !"

The grass and flowers on the sea-wall had

grown a foot and a halfâ��quite tropical they

looked.

" Well ? " said Edward.

"What's the matter wiv everyfink ? " said

Gustus. " We must both be a bit balmy,

seems ter me."

" What's balmy ? " asked Edward.

" Off your chumpâ��looneyâ��like what you

and me is," said Gustus. " First you sees

things, then I sees 'em."

"It was only fancy, I expect," said Edward.

" I expect the grass on the sea-wall was

always like that, really."

" Let's have a look through your spy-glass

at that little barge," said Gustus, still holding

the glass.

Edward snatched the glass from Gustus.

" Look !" he said ; " look !" and pointed.

" * LOOK I ' HE SAID; 1 LOOK ! ' AND fOlNTHD."

" Right o ! " the boy remarked, and came.

This boy was staying at the camp where

the white tents were below the Grand

Redoubt, though his home was in the slums.

" I say," said Edward, " did you see

anyone move these stones?"

" I ain't only just come up on to the sea-

wall," said the boy, who was called Gustus.

"They all came round me," said Edward,

rather pale. " I was just taking a squint

through this little telescope I've foundâ��and

they came rolling up to me."

A hundred yards away

stood a boot about as

big as the bath you see

Marat in at Madame

Tussaud's.

" S'welp me," said Gustus,

" we're asleep, both of us,

and a-dreaming as things grow while we

look at them."

" But we're not dreaming," Edward ob-

jected. " You let me pinch you and you'll

see."

" No fun in that," said Gustus. " Tell you

whatâ��it's the spy-glassâ��that's what it is.

Hold on ; I'll put something up for you to

look atâ��a mark likeâ��something as doesn't

matter."

He fumbled in his pocket and held up

a boot-lace. Next moment he had dropped

the boot-lace, which, swollen as it was with

the magic of the glass, lay like a snake on

the stone at his feet.
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So the glass was a magic glass, as, of course,

you know already.

" My ! " said Gustus ; " wouldn't I like to

look at my victuals through that there !"

Thus we find Edward of the villaâ��and

through him Gustus of the slumâ��in possession

of a unique instrument of magic. What could

they do with it ?

Both were agreed that it would be a fine

thing to get some money and look at it, so

that it would grow big. But Gustus never

had any pockft-money, and Edward had had

his confiscated to pay for a window he had

not intended to break.

Gustus felt certain that someone would

find out about the spy-glass and take it away

from them. His experience was that anything

you happened to like was always taken away.

" I been thinking," said Gustus, on the

third day. " When I'm a man I'm a-going

to be a burglar. You has to use your head-

piece in that trade, I tell you. So I don't

think thinking's swipes, like some blokes do.

And I think p'r'aps it don't turn everything

big. An' if we could find out what it don't

turn big we could see what we wanted to

turn big on what it didn't turn big, and then

it wouldn't turn anything big except what we

wanted it to. See ? "

Edward did not see ; and I don't suppose

you do, either.

So Gustus went on to explain that teacher

had told him there were some substances

impervious to light, and some to cold, and

so on and so forth, and that what they wanted

was a substance that should be impervious

to the magic effects of the spy glass.

" So if we get a tanner and set it on a

plate and squint at it it'll get biggerâ��but

so'll the plate. And we don't want to litter

the place up with plates the bigness of cart-

wheels. But if the plate didn't get big we

could look at the tanner till it covered the

plate, and then go on looking and looking

and looking and see nothing but the tanner

till it was as big as a circus. See ? "

This time Edward did see. But they got

no farther, because it was time to go to the

circus. There was a circus at Dymchurch

just then, and that was what made Gustus

think of the sixpence growing to that size.

It was a very nice circus, and all the boys

from the camp went to itâ��also Edward, who

managed to scramble over and wrriggle under

benches till he was sitting next to his friend.

It was the size of the elephant that did it.

Edward had not seen an elephant before,

and when he saw it, instead of saying, " What

a size he is ! " as everybody else did, he said

to himself, " What a size I could make him !"

and pulled out the spy-glass, and by a miracle

of good luck or bad got it levelled at the

elephant as it went by. He turned the glass

slowly as the elephant went out, and the

elephant only just got out in time. Another

moment and it would have been too big to

get through the door. The audience cheered

madly. They thought it was a clever trick;

and so it would have been, very clever.

" You silly cuckoo," said Gustus, bitterly ;

" now you've turned that great thing loose on

the country, and how's his keeper to manage

him ? "

" I could make the keeper big, too."

" Then if I was you 1 should just bunk

out and do it."

Edward obeyed, slipped under the canvas

of the circus tent, and found himself on the

yellow, trampled grass of the field among

guy-ropes, orange-peel, banana-skins, and

dirty paper. Far above him and everyone

else towered the elephantâ��it was now as big

as the church.

Edward pointed the glass at the man who

was patting the elephant's foot and telling it

to " Come down with you !" Edward was very

much frightened. He did not know whether

you could be put in prison for making an

elephant's keeper about forty times his proper

size. But he felt that something must be

done to control the gigantic mountain of

black-lead-coloured living flesh. So he looked

at the keeper through the spy-glass, but the

keeper remained his normal size !

In the shock of this failure he dropped the

spy-glass, picked it up, and tried once more

to fix the keeper. Instead he only got a

circle of black-lead-coloured elephant ; and

while he was trying to find the keeper, and

finding nothing but more and more of the

elephant, a shout startled him and he dropped

the glass once more.

" Well," said one of the men, " what a

turn it give me ! I thought Jumbo'd grown as

big as a railway station, s'welp me if I didn't."

" Now, that's rum," said another, " so

did 1."

"And he ain't" said a third; "seems to

me he's a bit below his usual figure. Got a

bit thin or somethink, ain't her"'

Edward slipped back into the tent

unobserved.

" It's all right," he whispered to his friend ;

"he's gone back to his proper size; and the

man didn't change at all."

He told all that had happened.

"Ho!" Gustus said, slowlyâ��" Ho ! All
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FAR ABOVE HIM AND KVERVONE ELSE TOWERED THE

ELEPHANT."

right. Conjuring's a rum thing. You don't

never know where you are !"

That evening after tea Edward went as he

had been told to do to the place on the shore

where the big stones had taught him the

magic of the spy-glass.

Gustus was already at the tryst.

" See here," he said, " I'm a goin' to do

something brave and fearless, I am, like

Lord Nelson and the boy on the fire-ship.

You out with that spy-glass, an' I'll let you

look at me. Then we'll know

where we are."

Very much afraid, Edward

pulled out the glass and looked.

And nothing happened !

"That's number one," said

Gustus. " Now, number two."

He snatched the telescope from

Edward's hand, and turned it

round- and looked through the

other end at the great stones.

Edward, standing by, saw them

get smaller and smallerâ��turn to

pebbles, to beach, to sand. When

Gustus turned the glass to the

giant grass and flowers on the

sea-wall, they also drew back

into themselves, got smaller and

smaller, and presently were as

they had been before ever Edward

picked up the magic spy-glass.

"Now we know all about itâ��I

don't think," said Gustus. " To-

morrow we'll have a look at that

there model engine of yours that

you say works."

They did. They had a look at

it through the spy-glass, and it

became a quite efficient motor;

of rather an odd pattern it is true,

and very bumpy, but capable of

quite a decent speed. They went

up to the hills in it, and so un-

usual was its design that no one

who saw it ever forgot it. People

talk about that rummy motor at

Bonnington and Aldington to this

day. The boys stopped often,

to use the spy-glass on various

objects. Trees, for instance, could

be made to grow surprisingly, and there were

patches of giant wheat found that year near

Ash ford which were never satisfactorily

accounted for. Blackberries, too, could be

enlarged to a most wonderful and delicious

fruit.

It was a beautiful ride. As they came

home they met a woman driving a weak-

looking little cow. It went by on one side of

the engine and the woman went by on the

other. When they were restored to each

other the cow was nearly the size of a cart-

horse and the woman did not recognise it.

She ran back along the road after her cow,

which must, she said, have taken fright at the

beastly motor. She scolded violently as she

went. So the boys had to make the cow

small again, when she wasn't looking.

"This is all very well," said Gustus ; "but
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IT BFCAMK QUIT E AN

EFFICIENT MOTOR.'

we've got our fortune to make, I don't

think. We've got to get hold of a tannerâ��

or a bob would be better. I see I shall have

to do some thinking," he added.

They stopped in a quiet road close by Dym-

church ; the engine was made small again, and

Edward went home with it under his arm.

It was the next day that they found the

shilling on the road. They could hardly

believe their good luck. They went out on

to the shore with it, put it on Edward's

hand while Gustus looked at it with the

glass, and the shilling began to grow.

"It's as big as a saucer," said Edward,

"and it's heavy. I'll rest it on these stones.

It's as big as a plate ; it's as big as a tea-tray ;

it's as big as a cart-wheel."

And it was.

" Now," said Gustus, " we'll go and borrow

a cart to take it away. Come on."

But Edward could not come on. His

hand was in the hollow between the two

stones, and above lay tons of

silver. He could not move,

and the stones couldn't move.

There was nothing for it but

to look at the great round lump

of silver through the wroni;

end of the spy glass till it got

small enough for Edward to

lift it. And then, unfortu-

nately, Gustus looked a little

too long, and the shilling,

having gone back to its own

size, went a little fartherâ��and

it went to sixpenny size, and

then went out altogether.

So nobody got anything by

that.

And now came the time

when, as was to be expected,

Edward dropped the telescope

in his aunt's presence. She

said, " What's that ? " picked

it up with quite unfair quick-

ness, and looked through it,

ancT through the open window at a fishing-

boat, which instantly swelled to the size

of a man-of-war.

" My goodness ! what a strong glass ! " said

the aunt.

" Isn't it ? " said Edward, gently taking it

from her. He looked at the ship through

the glass's other end till she got to her proper

size again and then smaller. He just stopped

in time to prevent her disappearing altogether.

" I'll take care of it for you," said the aunt.

And for the first time in their lives Edward

said " No " to his aunt.

It was a terrible moment.

Edward, quite frenzied by his own courage,

turned the glass on one object after another

â��the furniture grew as he looked, and when

he lowered the glass the aunt was pinned

fast between a monstei table-leg and a giant

chiffonier.

" There ! " said Edward. " And I shan't let

you out till you say you won't take it to take

care of either."

" Oh, have it your own way," said the

aunt, faintly, and closed her eyes. When she

opened them the furniture was its right size

and Edward was gone. He had twinges of

conscience, but the aunt never mentioned

the subject again. I have reason to suppose

that slie supposed that she had had a fit of

an unusual and alarming nature.

Next day the boys in the camp were to go

back to their slums. Edward and Gustus
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parted on the seashore and Edward cried.

He had never met a boy whom he liked as

he liked Gustus. And Gustus himself was

almost melted.

" I will say for you you're more like a man

and less like a snivelling white rabbit now

than what you was when I met you. Well,

we ain't done nothing to speak of with that

there conjuring trick of yours, but we've 'ad

a right good time. So long. See you 'gain

some day."

Edward hesitated, spluttered, and still

weeping flung his arms round Gustus.

"'Ere, none o' that," said Gustus, sternly.

" If you ain't man enough to know better, I

am. Shake 'ands like a Briton ; right about

faceâ��and part game."

He suited the action to the word.

Edward went back to his aunt snivelling,

defenceless but happy. He had never had

a friend except Gustus, and now he had given

Gustus the greatest treasure that he possessed.

For Edward was not such a white rabbit

as he seemed. And in that last embrace he

had managed to slip the little telescope into

the pocket of the reefer-coat which Gustus

wore, ready for his journey.

And the holidays ended and Edward went

back to his villa. Be sure he had given

Gustus his home address, and begged him

to write, but Gustus never did.

Presently Edward's father came home from

India, and they left his aunt to her villa and

went to live on a sloping hill at Chislehurst,

at a jolly little house which was Edward's

father's very own. They were not ric h, and

Edward could not go to a very good school,

and, though there was enough to eat and

wear, what there was was very plain. Eor

Edward's father had been wounded, and

somehow had not got a pension.

Now one night in the next summer Edward

woke up in his bed with the feeling that there

was someone in the room. And there was.

A dark figure was squeezing itself through

the window. Edward was far too frightened

to scream. He simply lay and listened to

his heart. It was like listening to a cheap

American clock. The next moment a

lantern flashed in his eyes and a masked

face bent over him.

" Where does your father keep his

money?" said a muffled voice.

" In the bb-b-b bank," replied the

wretched Edward, truthfully.

"I mean what he's got in the house."

" In his trousers pocket," said Edward,

" only he puts it in the dressing-table drawer

at night."

Vol. xxxvi.â�� 10Q.

" You must go and get it," said the burglar,

for such he plainly was.

" Must I ? " said Edward, wondering how

he could get out of betraying his father's

confidence and being branded as a criminal.

" Yes," said the burglar in an awful voice ; â�¢

" get up and go."

" No," said Edward, and he was as much

surprised at his courage as you are.

" Bravo ! " said the burglar, flinging off his

mask. " I see you aren't such a white rabbit

as what I thought you."

"It's Gustus," said Edward. "Oh,

Gustus, I'm so glad ! Oh, Gustus, I'm so

sorry ! I always hoped you wouldn't be a

burglar. And now you are."

" I am so," said Gustus, with pride; "but,"

he added, sadly, " this is my first burglary."

"Couldn't it be the last?" suggested

Edward.

" That," replied Gustus, "depends on you."

"I'll doanything," said Edward, "anything."

"You see," said Gustus, sitting down on

the edge of the bed, in a confidential attitude,

with the dark lantern in one hand and the

mask in the other, " when you're as hard up

as we are, there's not much of a living to be

made honest. I'm sure I wonder we don't

all of us turn burglars, so I do. And that

glass of yoursâ��you little beggarâ��you did me

properâ��sticking of that thing in my pocket

like what you did. Well, it kept us alive" last

winter, that's a cert. I used to look at the

victuals with it, like what I said I would. A

farden's worth o' pease-pudden was a dinner

for three when that glass was about, and a

penn'orth o'block trimmings turned into a big

beefsteak almost. They used to wonder how

I got so much for the money. But I'm always

funky o' being found outâ��or of losing the

blessed spy glassâ��or of someone pinching it.

So we got to do what I always said â��make

some use of it. And if I go along and nick

your father's dibs we'll make our fortunes

right away."

" No," said Edward, " but I'll ask father."

" Rot." Gustus was crisp and contemp-

tuous. "He'd think you was off your chump,

and he'd get me lagged."

" It would be stealing," said Edward.

" Not when you'll pay it back."

"Yes, it would," said Edward. "Oh, don't

ask me â��I can't."

" Then I shall," said Gustus. " Where's

his room ? "

"Oh, don't!" said Edward. "I've got a

half-sovereign of my own. I'll give you that."

" Lawk ! " said Gustus. " Why the blue

monkeys couldn't you say so? Come on."
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He pulled Edward out of bed by the leg,

hurried his clothes on anyhow, and half-

dragged, half-coaxed him through the window

and down by the ivy and the chicken-house

roof. They stood face to face in the sloping

garden and Edward's teeth chattered. Gustus

caught him by his hand and led him away.

At the other end of the shrubbery, where

the ro( kery was, Gustus stooped and dragged

out a big clinkerâ��then another, and another.

There was a hole like a big rabbit-hole. If

Edward had really been a white rabbit it

would just have fitted him.

" I'll go first," said Gustus, and went, head-

foremost. " Come on," he said, hollowly,

from inside. And Edward, too, went. It

was dreadful crawling into that damp hole in

the dark. As his head got through the hole

he saw that it led to a cave, and below him

stood a dark figure. The lighted lantern was

on the ground.

" Come on," said Gustus ; " I'll catch you

if you fall."

With a rush and a scramble Edward got in.

" It's caves," said Gustus ; " a chap I know

that goes about the country bottoming cane-

chairs, 'e told me about it. And I nosed about

and found you lived here. So then I thought

what a go. So now we'll put your half-

shiner down and look at it, and we'll have a

gold-mine, and you can pretend to find it."

" Halves!" said Edward,

briefly and firmly.

"You're a man," said

Gustus. "Now, then !" He

led the way through a maze

of chalk caves till they

came to a convenient spot,

which he had marked.

And now Edward emptied

his pockets on the sandâ��

he had brought all the con-

tents of his money - box,

and there was more silver

than gold, and more

copper than either, and

more odd rubbish than

there was anything else.

You know what a boy's

pockets are like. Stones

and putty, and slate pencils

and marbles â�� I urge in

excuse that Edward was

a little boyâ��a bit of plasti-

cine, and pieces of wood.

"No time to sort 'em,

and, putting the lantern

position, he got out the glass and began

to look through it at the tumbled heap.

And the heap began to grow. It grew out

sideways till it touched the walls of the

recess, and outwards till it touched the top of

the recess, and then it slowly worked out

into the big cave and came nearer and nearer

to the boys. Everything grewâ��stones, putty,

money, wood, plasticine, and the chalk of

the cave itself.

Gustus patted the growing mass as though

it were alive and he loved it.

" Here's clothes, and beef, and bread, and

tea, and coffeeâ��and baccyâ��and a good

school, and me a engineer. I feel it all

a growing and a-growing. You feel of it,

Teddy."

Edward obediently put his hand on the

side of the pile.

" I sayâ��stop ! " he cried, suddenly.

" A little bit more," said Gustus.

" Drop it, I say," said Edward, so fiercely

that Gustus, in his surprise, actually did drop

the glass, and it rolled away into the

darkness.

" Now you've done it," said Gustus. " I

daresay it's smashed."

" I don't care if it is," said Edward.

" Why didn't you stop when 1 said stop ?

My hand's caught."

" So it is," said Gustus. " It's fast between

the rock and this precious Tom Tiddler's

ground of ours. Hold on a bit."

* said Gustus,

in a suitable

"l'l.t FIND THE

GLASS AMI MAKE

THK GOLD

SMALLER, SO AS

YOU CAN GET

YOUR HAND OUT."
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" 1 can't help holding on," said Edward,

bitterly.

" I mean, don't you fret. I'll find the

glass in a jiffy and make the gold smaller,

so as you can get your hand out."

But Gustus could not find the glass.

And, what is more, no one ever has found it

to this day.

" It's no good," said Gustus, at last. " I'll

go and find your father. They must come

and dig you out."

" And they'll lag you if they see you. You

said they would," said Edward, not at all sure

what lagging was, but sure that it was some-

thing dreadful. " Write a letter and put it in

his letter-box. They'll find it in the morning."

" And leave you pinned by the hand all

night ? Likelyâ��I don't think," said Gustus.

" I'd rather," said Edward, bravely, but his

voice was weak. " I couldn't bear you to be

lagged, Gustus. I do love you so."

" None of that," said Gustus, sternly. " I'll

leave you the lamp; I can find my way with

matches. Keep up your pecker, and never

say die."

" I won't say itâ��I promise I won't," said

Edward, bravely. " Oh, Gustus ! "

That was how it happened that Edward's

father was roused from slumber by violent

shakings from an unknown hand, while an

unknown voice uttered these surprising

words :â��

" Edward is in the gold and silver and

copper mine that we've found under your

garden. Come along and get him out."

When Edward's father was at last per-

suaded that Gustus was not a silly dreamâ��

and this took some timeâ��he got up.

He did not believe a word that Gustus

said, even when Gustus added "S'welp me 1"

which he did several times.

But Edward's bed was emptyâ��his clothes

gone.

Edward's father got the gardener from

next doorâ��with, at the suggestion of Gustus,

a pickâ��the hole in the rockery was enlarged,

and all three got in.

And when they got to the place where

Edward was, there, sure enough, was Edward,

pinned by the hand between a piece of wood

and a piece of rock. Neither the father nor

the gardener noticed any metal. Edward

had fainted.

They got him out; a couple of strokes

with the pick released his hand, but it was

bruised and bleeding.

They all turned to go, but they had not

gone twenty yards before there was a crash

and a report like thunder, and a slow, rum-

bling, rattling noise very dreadful to hear.

" Get out of this quick, sir," said the gar-

dener ; " the roof's fell in; this part of the

caves ain't safe."

Edward was very feverish and ill for several

days, during which he told his father the

whole storyâ��of which his father did not

believe a word. But he was kind to Gustus,

because Gustus was evidently fond of Edward.

When Edward was well enough to walk

in the garden his father and he found that a

good deal of the shrubbery had sunk, so that

the trees looked as though they were grow-

ing in a pit.

It spoiled the look of the garden, and

Edward's father decided to move the trees

to the other side.

When this was done the first tree uprooted

showed a dark hollow below it. The man is

not born who will not examine and explore

a dark hollow in his own grounds. So

Edward's father explored.

This is the true story of the discovery of

that extraordinary vein of silver, copper, and

gold which has excited so much interest in

scientific and mining circles. Learned papers

have been written about it, learned professors

have been rude to each other about it, but

no one knows how it came there except

Gustus and Edward and you and me.

Edward's father is quite as ignorant as

anyone else, but he is much richer than most

of them ; and, at any rate, he knows that it

was Gustus who first told him of the gold-

mine, and who risked being laggedâ��arrested

by the police, that isâ��rather than let Edward

wait till morning with his hand fast between

gold and rock.

So Edward and Gustus have been to a good

preparatory school, and now they are at Win-

chester, and presently they will be at Oxford.

And when Gustus is twenty-one he will have

half the money that came from the gold-mine.

And then he and Edward mean to start a

school of their own. And the boys who are

to go to it are to be the sort of boys who go

to the summer camp of the Grand Redoubt

near the seaâ��the kind of boy that Gustus

was.

So the spy-glass will do some good, after

all, though it was so unmanageable to begin

with.

Perhaps it may even be found again. But

I rather hope it won't. It might, really, have

done much more mischief than it didâ��and

if anyone found it, it might do more yet.

There is no moral to this story, except

. . . But, noâ��there is no moral.
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A SUGGESTION

FOR CHRISTMAS

DECORATION.

HE R E is a

photograph

of a grandfather

clock in Christmas

dress. The nose,

mouth, pipe, eye-

brows, and the outer

circles of the eves are

cut out of brown

paper and pasted on

the outside of the

glass. The winding

holes form the pupils

of the eyes, and these

being a little dis-

tance behind the

glass the eyes appear

to roll as one ap-

proaches or passes

the clock. The

wreath is of holly

and evergreen and

the beard of wool.â��

Mr. G. W. Clarke,

5, Fulford, York.

MARVELLOUS CHESTNUT CARVINGS.

THE heads of these four little figures are carved

out of chestnuts, cleverly dressed and mounted

on empty reels by Lionel Le Couteux, the engraver

and etcher. In every case the simplest materials are

employed and the utmost ingenuity is displayed in

the selection. Fig. 1 : A Knight of Malta shouting

his profession of faith across the world of

the East. His cuirass is the back of a

driving-glove and his mantle a piece of

wash - leather, with a fine grass seed as

tassel. His Order is the poppy - seed

vessel, and his helmet an autumn leaf.

Fig. 2 : Mmc. fadis (Mrs. Olden Times).

Her headdress is the tail of a crawfish

set on a /rill of paper ; her pelerine is

cut from an oak leaf over a vest of

peacock's feather; finishings of lichens

and turquoise brooch at throat, and

another of oak gall on her bosom.

Fig. 3 : Honncte Dame (Genteel Lady).

Headdress of beetle wings and collar of

poppy-head ; waistcoat and cape of suede

kid. Fig. 4: Siamese Dancer. Head-

dress of husk of poppy - seed ; collar

of skeleton leaves, with different grass

seeds as ornaments. â�� Miss Alice M.

Ivimy, Hotel de Seze, 16, Rue de Seze,

Paris.

THE GEESE OF NIEDER-MORLEN.

IN the little Hessean village of Nieder-Morlen,

between Giessen and Frankfort, a strange scene

may be witnessed every evening at half-past five.

Some two thousand geese, which have spent the day

on the river's bank below the village, at a given

signal from their leaders make their way homewards

with much pomp and circumstance and raucous noise.

The strangest part of the proceeding is seen when

they reach the village street and, without any guidance

or driving, waddle each into its own yard for the

night. Like so many squads they break off in their

dozens from the main body, knowing instinctively

their owners' door, and with solemn gait enter in as

though conscious of their own innate cleverness.â��

Mr. A. H. Ross, Ham, Dcvonport.
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AN INDIAN DWARF.

THIS quaint little figure is a dwarf I encountered

last winter down in the Native State of

Hyderabadâ��Nizam's Dominions. As seen from the

photograph, he is standing between two girls' parasols

which are not more than three feet in length. He

told me that he was fifty-two years of age.â��Mr. II.

R. Osborne, Diocesan Boys School, Naini Tal,

U.P., India.

GATE WITH A HISTORY.

THE gate in the photograph is not a freak of

Nature, but the work of men's hands, being

made from a tree trunk and parts of branches. It is

situated in Avon, Mass., close beside the main road

to Boston, and has long been an ob'ect of curiosity to

passengers on the trolley-cars which pass by. The

land in that section was owned at one time by a Mr.

Porter, who erected the gale with the word " Porter"

inserted. When the town of Avon established a

water supply some of Mr. Porter's land was taken for

that purpose. In the dispute that ensued he thought

himself unfairly treated, and changed the word to

" Equity " as a continual reminder of the injustice,

real or fancied, which he suffered. The gale has

stood unchanged for twenty years, bleached and

weather-beaten, but still strong and serviceable, and

is used almost daily.â��Mr. F. Horace Moore, 67,

West Ashland Street, Brockton, Mass., U.S.A.

NOT A DERELICT.

T SEND you a photograph of my vessel, Arctic

X. Stream, taken from a boat during a calm follow-

ing a severe storm off Cape Horn. The sails are

hauled up to prevent them being torn by the violent

rolling of the ship. I put out boats occasionally in

this sort of weather, as it affords practice under the

probable conditions that would exist should we at

any time have to abandon the ship. When this par-

ticular photograph was taken the ship was rolling

rails under.â��Captain Charles C. Dixon.

THE SWAFFHAM TINKER AND HIS DOG.

THESE two quaint figures are carved on the two

top pews and reading-desk of Swaffham Church.

According to legend the tinker had a dream, bidding

him go to London Bridge and a stranger would reveal

to him how to find a pot of money ; so off he went

with his dog, and at the bridge a stranger stopped

him, saying, " Last night I had a dream, bidding me

gY> to Swaffham and dig in such and such a place and

there find a pot of money ; but I don't believe in

dreams." Then back went the tinker, dug for, and

found the pot as described, and also an inscription

bidding him dig deeper, which he did, and found

another, and with them restored Swaffham Church.

The carvings here represented were put up to per-

petuate his memory. â�� Miss D. Smith, The Hospital,

Swaffham.
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from an elephant's

jaw, will interest

Strand readers.

It was designed and

mounted by Messrs.

Theobald Brothers,

taxidermists, My-

sore, South India.

The jaw

belonged

to a rogue

elephant

shot by

Cpt. Wil-

lc i n s o n,

A. D. C.

to the

former

Viceroy, LordCurzon. The woodworkâ��i.e.,

the legs and centre standardâ��is of very old

sandalwood, richly carved by expert Bur-

mese workmen and finisl ed with dark blue

morocco. Of course, the chair is more of

an ornament than a useful article of furni-

ture, though in a drawing-room it makes

a handsome trophy.â��Mr. William II. R.

Theobald. Mysore, India.

STRANGE STORY OF A STATUE.

MOST readers of The Strand, I

think, will not hesitate for a moment to

pronounce this statue of Sir Walter Scott to be a

most clever piece of sculpture. Their praise will

be the more unstinted when they hear the ftory

concerning it, as it was related to me by one of the

oldest inhabitants of Fast Kilbride, in Scotland,

where the statue has now found a home. It appears

to have been carved during his spare time by an

CHAIR MADE apprentice mason named William R. Neil, at the

FROM AN early age of eighteen, and originally stood in a wash-

ELEPHANT S J AW. house belonging to the sculptor's uncle at Eaglesham.

ITHINK this But his uncle and he quarrelled, and on the youngster

chair, made seeking to smash the statue with a hammer, which

he sought from an East Kilbride "master mason,

the latter had it removed to his garden at midnight.

In the morning it is said the whole town turned out

to see the statue in its new home. The sculptor

died but a few years ago at a good old age. It is

quite a romantic story, of which few who go to

visit the clever work are aware. â�� Mr. James A.

King, 18, Muir Street, Motherwell, Scotland

THIS 1

1 the 1

BULLOCK AS HOUSE-WARMER,

photograph represents the living-room in

house of a poor Spanish "cura," or parish

priest, of a small village high up in one of the many

"sierras." During the cold and long winter months

a bullock is kept in the room in order to give warmth

to the inmates, this method being found more econo-

mical than the customary "brasero." At the end of

the cold season

the bullock is sold

and a new one is

bought for the

succeeding winter.

A small profit is

made in this way

each year. â�� Dr.

Frankland Dent,

3, Claremont

Drive, I leadingley,

Leeds.

"ONCE BIT,

TWICE SHY."

"T^IIIS is not, as

X would at first

appear, a tomb-

stone to a favourite

horse or dog, but

an intimation that

terms are "cash and

no credit given." It

maybe seen outside

Black Horse Inn,

Borough Green,

Kent. â�� Mrs. F.

I'awlett, Lcahurst,

Plait, Porough

Green, Kent.
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given in the second picture, which showi a visitor

sitting on the "eye" of the horse, on whic i there

is room for several more people. The size of

the eye will probably come as a surprise to those

who have only seen the horse from afar. â�� Mr.

J. B. Sparling, 21, Harcourt Street, York.

MUSICIAN WITH AN ARTIFICIAL ARM.

THIS man earns his living at Nice, where he is a

well-known figure. In spite of his artificial

arm, he secures a far better "tone" than many

fiddlers do with two arms.â��Mr. George Cecil, 49,

Essentline Road, Maida Vale, W.

AN INGENIOUS SIGN.

OVER a small store in one of the suburbs of

Scranton, 1'a., is to be seen a novel signboard.

The proprietor either did

not want to' pay for paint-

ing two words, or he thought

that the novelty and ingenuity

of his sign would attract

attention and serve as a capital

advertisement ; at any rate,

by having every alternate letter

made large, be has succeeded

in getting his name â�� Cohn

â�� and his businessâ��Clothing

â��in one word.â��Mr. Gustave

Weinss, 431, S. Main

Avenue, Scranton, Pa.,

U.S.A.

A WELL-KNOWN YORKSHIRE

LANDMARK.

THE famous White Horse of

Kilburn, near Thirsk, was

formed by a native of Kilburn fifty

years ago, the turf being cut out and

then covered wilb white limestone

â�� the whole occupying some two

acres of ground. The figure makes

a conspicuous landmark for over

twenty miles round, and tourists

come from all parts to inspect, at

close quartets, what appears so

attractive when seen from a dis-

tance. Some idea of its size is
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TRANSPOSITION PROBLEM.

'""P'llE problem is to transpose two sets of draught-

J_ men by playing only upon the squares which are

numbered. The moves are not confined to strict

alternationâ��indeed, it would be impossible with that

condition ; but any number of moves with one colour

may be played in succession. The moves are similar

to those of the men in the game of draughts, but

with the difference that the men hopped over are not

removed from the board. The first few moves will

illustrate what is meant : 9 to 10, 11 to 9, 13 to II,

10 to 13, 12 to 10, 8 to 12, 5 to 8, 10 to 5, 15 to 10,

12 to 15, elc. The solution will be given next

month.â��Mr. J. Wallis, 51, Holsworthy Square,

Gray's Inn Koad, W.C

A HUMAN PINCUSHION.

ON Romney Marshes, in Sussex, is to be found a

man who is able to slick pins in any part of

his body without causing himself pain. The photo-

graph shows Mr. \V. Cooke, the human pincushion

in question, with a lady's hat-pin through bis right

arm, one through his cheek, and a tic-pin stuck in his

left arm. Are there any other instances of such

insensibility to pain ?â��Mr. II. \V, Ford-Lindsay,

Clive Vale, Hastings.

NOT SO FIERCE AS HE LOOKS.

THOUGH this appears to be a photograph of a

man smoking and drinking, it is only a

tobacco-jar carved from the outer shell of a coco-nut

The hands are a pair of

kid gloves, and the body

was made from a pair of

trousers and a sweater

stuffed with pillows and

rags. I also send you

another photograph show-

ing the head on a larger

scale. â�� Mr. J. Riddick,

1,557, Fillmore Street,

Chicago, 111., U.S.A.

NEW USE FOR BROKEN

BOTTLES.

THE farmers in a hop-

growing section of

Oregon built a farmers'

telephone line out of such

material as they happened

to have at hand.

The line was built

of hop wire which

had been used as

trellis for the vines:

and this was tied to

the necks of bottles,

which took the

place of the ordi-

nary glass or porce-

lain insulator. A

large spike, with a

leather head, fast-

ened the neck of

the bottle to the

pole or cross-arm.

â��Mr. P. OGara,

Assistant Patholo-

gist, U.S. Dept.

of Agriculture,

Washington, D.C.





THE

SCOTTISH

Funds

Â£19,000,000

WIDOWS'

FUND

The Largest British Mutual Office

PROSPECTUSES, &c, WILL BE SENT ON APPLICATION

EDINBURGH: 9 ST. ANDREW SQUARE

LONDON: 28 CORNHILL, EX., & 5 WATERLOO PLACE, S.W.

Agencies in nil the Principal Tozvns in the United Kingdom.

"GLADYS" STAYBAND.

Depth, 12 in.

Sizes 2: in to 2ft in.

Corded, Natural 7/3

White 7/6

CHILDREN'S STAYBANDS.

Natural and White, to suit all ages,

from 3/6 to 12/6.

CORSELETS,

for growing Girls ; no bones ; well corded

to give support.

From 8/11.

Write for Children's Jaeger Special Booklet.

126. Regent St., W. 456. Strand. W.C.

102, Kensington High St., W.

30, Sloane St., S.W. 115, Victoria St., S.W.

85 & 86, Cheapside, E.C.

Sold in most touns Address sent on application. Head Office,
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Prices from

5/-

Complete

Outfits from

13-

A KODAK fulfils all the

requirements of the Ideal

Christmas Gift.

It is distindive, n is useful; it is

certain to please: it has a sustained

interest for the recipient

KODAKS for

CHRISTMAS

KODAK PHOTOGRAPHY affords an endless round of pleasures, and is a pastime that appeals to

young and old alike. It Is photography simplified. Perfect pictures can be made from the outset even

by a child, and no darkroom is required at any stage. The Kodak Book, beautifully illustrated, post free.

OBTAINABLE OF ANY DEALER.

KODAK, Ltd.. 57=61, ClerRenwell Rd., London, E.C.

96, Hold St., Liverpool

72-74,

>rd St.

Buchanan St., Glasgow;

W. ; 171-173, Regent Si

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR.

All ntem ore earnestly requested to write for my nr>w remedy

3003 'ANTICAPILLA

(Read.)

a fragrant liquid oompound, entirely free from all poisonous

ingredients, which entirely ami penntnentb destroy* the cyrt

ami follirle lafter which the reÂ»piÂ«eÂ»rance of the hair is iniiÂ»*>-

sihle) without the slightest pain or injury to the skin, leaving the

latter an white and smooth and clear as if there had never Men

a growth of hair utxni it. It never fails to cure the most â� tub-

born and Tttinful ^uses. even when all other and oft-re DM ted

treatment has failed to have the ilesired effect. One hottle,

sufficient to cure, sent J*>st free for 4 6 ito foreign countries,

6/6), which I offer to return if results are deemed in uny way

unsatisfactory. No plttcklnf or burning or cutting off required,

as it is entirely unlike any othtr prejstration offered for a similar

purpose, letters strictly oonfldentuvL Addressâ��

Mr. R. H. THOMPSON (Dept. 7),

149, Strand, London, W.C.

ONWETTO

^rWERPROOFS

Guard against the rain by wearing a

waterproof. The very lÂ»est waterproof

today is our " Nonwetto," for

it is made from the very best rubber

material, never sticks, smell*, or

crumples, is well and fashionably cut.

and will last for years. Yet we sell

them cheaper than retailersâ��bwause

we are makers. Our prices range

from 13, J to 61.'-. Yon get the best

quality at the lowest price. Send at

once for ('alalogue ami state whether

Ladies' or (â�¢entlemen's patterns are

wanted.â��Dept.A. PARKER'S. The

Manufacturers, LANCASTER.

MEAN COMFORT IN

WET WEATHER

5g, Bromplon Rd., S.W. ; 60, Chenpside, E.C.

, \V. ; 40, Strand, London, W.C.

The Value of

Pine Air Treatment

in diseases of the throat and bronchial tubes is

well known. It is both healing and stimulating,

and goes right to the root of the trouble if

properly applied. But to get the pine-laden

breezes we must leave home and friends, and

above all important business, to seek them. We

cannot all do that ; but we can have a substitute

equally efficient.

In PROCTORS PINELYPTUS PA8TILLES

we get pine air treatment in a pure and highly

concentrated form. The utmost care is exercised

in the preparation of this great throat remedy.

In cases of hoarseness or catarrh of the throat

a box of Proctor's Pinelyptus Pastilles is far

more effective than pounds* worth of inferior

substitutes.

A Boon for Asthma, Cough, Catarrh.

Invaluable to Singers,

Speakers, Teachers.

Sold in 1f- and 2/0 hexes by Chemists and Stores.

Proctor's Pinelyptus Depot, Newcastle-on-Tyno.
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Daintiest e^AU I

Just as Noble's methods inspire confidence, so Noble's

Jalues compel admiration. When you know your money will

be refunded if your purchase fails to charm youâ��why hesitate ?

Noble's 'Season's Modes' (40 illustrated pages) is a complete guide to

prevailing Fashion, and also shows hundreds of Novelties and Bargains

appropriate for Christmas Giftsâ��SENT FREE BY RETURN I

A Superb

MODEL 851

Stole !

1 6/9

Here is a charming Brown Hare

Stole. nioM fashionable in iliap*.

The smart well-arranged back Ins

two beautiful large tails and four

smaller ones. The end* also have

tails to match. This handsome

fur land* distinction to the wearer,

es just that degree of

n desired. It is lined

satin, with strong chain fastener.

Length, including tails. 58 ins

In attrictive Brown only.

PriceC 9. Postage4<i.eitra

Fashionable

Semi-Directoire

21/-

MOURNING

All orders for mourning

executed wi:hin 34 hours'

notice by John Noble's

specially engaged staff.

MODEL

1077

This Costume combines real elegance with unrivalled

value. P.- admirable Cut away Coat hat the

popular Dtrectolre Back, smartly trimmed with

silk-covered buttons. The rerers, fronts and sleeves

are rm!>ellished in the best taste with braid and seat

pellets. The Stylishly shaped Skirt with yjven

gores, is beautifully made, with double-stitched seams

and pleats at the back. Asa triumph ofMnart tailoring

combined with lowness of com, this costume is not to

be equalled elsewhere. Order yours to-day without

fail. Supplied in *mart-loolcn.g, durable Serge, la

Navy, Brown, Green or Black. Stock sizes to n

n. 24. 26. and a6 inches waist; 34, 36. anc 38 inches

bu>t ; Skirt measurement in front. 38. 40, and 43

inches, Pnce 31/- Carnage paid.

Specially made to measure, 25 6

PATTERNS SENT POST FREE

JOHN NOBLEÂ»fiBa&a&

Mackill's Asthma Cure

A sure ami i^iee<lv remedy for thin dint rinsing- affliction.

Mai'kiU'n li no NK\\ cure, but has been in operation for over

30 years, and ltd fame rati on the solid foundation of efficacy.

LIBERAL FREE TRIAL 0\ RECEIPT OP POSTCARD.

Tm- 1 9. 3 9 A 4 6, putt free.

THE MACKILL ASTHMA CURE CO., BATHGATE, N.B.

The 'VERITAS

GALVANIC RING

has permanently cured thousands of people

throughout the world suffering from Rheumatism,

\ \ i J J J Gout, Neuralgia, ami all

\ \\ > ' ' / /y kindred ailments. They

are constructed of a com-

- hination of metals, fe

ing ft complete galvanic

battery for the finger,

and cased with golil.

Wo arc Riving: a.

large quantity away

to make the "VERITAS*

RING more widely

known. Semi stamp for

size-card, book of genuine

testimonials, ami jmrti-

culars of our offer.

Beware of worthless

imitations. Every 11 VERITAS" Xi. dk

Ring hears this trade mark. VjÂ£Aiv

THE BRITISH RING SYNDICATE,

(Dept. 2), 86, New St., Birmingham.

EXTRA PIN MONEY

S

I

as

DSL,

Send your disused Diamonds, also

Old Gold and Silver Jewellery, False

Teeth, Silver and Sheffield Plate,

Platinum, etc., etc., to Allen & Daws,

Goldsmiths, 5, London Street, Nor-

wich. Cash sent per return, or offer

made. If offer not accepted, goods

immediately returned.

References Hankers : /Barclay's. Telephone 224.

Established 60 Years,

DELICIOUS COFFEE.

RED

WHITE

Â« BLUE

For Breakfast & after Dinner.
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The "Granville" Bedroom Suite.

IS-

21/- down and 10

Month.y Payments

of 21;-, or 21/-down

and 21 Monthly

Payments of 10/6.

Cash Â£10:10: or

Easy Payments.

DESCRIPTION'.â��Wardrobeâ��Over 7ft. high, 3ft 6in. wide, 3ft. irin. extreme width on

Cornice. Robing Mirror, 4f<in. by I lin. Roomy hanging compartment, full width drawer.

Dressing Tableâ��Height 5ft. 7in., width 3ft. 6in., depth lft. 6in. Dressing Glass, 24m. by

i8in. Washstandâ��3ft. Gin. wide, Carrara Marble Top, Majolica Tiles, Towel Rail at each

end, mounted on castors, and two chairs. Good quality Locks, Brass or Oxidised Copper

Handles. Mirrors are bevelled British Silvered Plate. Beautiful Carvings, well polished. Made

in American Black Walnut, Satin Walnut. Oak (either fumed or brown), or Mahogany. Solid

throughout. A soundly made Suite of useful dimensions and effective design.

NOTE.â��Descriptions and dimensions of all our Goods are fully and

accurately given, so that purchasers know exactly what they are ordering:

FrCCâ��Write for our Large Illustrated Catalogue " E," containing selections of Dining,

Drawing and Bedroom Furniture, and coloured illustrations of Floor Coverings

from hundreds of designs. Also estimates and opinions of the press, and other

useful information that costs you nothing and will save you Pounds.

SPECIAL NOTICE.â��Orders by post receive prompt and careful attention, and customers

can safely order by this means, as the goods shown in our Catalogue are exactly as represented,

being actual photographic Illustrations. Foreign and Colonial Orders receive

special attention.

All Goods sent Carriage Paid to any part of the United Kingdom

Satisfaction Guaranteed or money returned In full.

Liverpool - Pembroke Place.

GlaSgOW 510 Sauchiehall Street.

Belfast - 38 & 40 High Street.

Blackburn - Ainsworth Street.

GLOBE

Furnishing Co.

0. R. GRANT, Proprietor.)
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SELF CULTURE

IHAVE written a Book (illustrated) which will

make as clear as daylight to you several things

you must know before you can even hope to

enjoy belter health.

This book is illustrated and describes exactlyâ��

How the Stomach looks when it is weak and you

suffer from Indigestion, etc.

How the Chest looks when

it is weak, and \ ou suffer

from " Chest Weakness,"

Coughsand Colds, Asthma

Bronchitis,Consumption,etc

How the Abdominal Organs/nok

when Constipation, Liver

Kidney and Bladder Troubles

are present.

How the Man (or woman) looks

who is Weak and Lacking in

Energy and Vigour, or Physi-

cal, Nervous, Mental, or

Moral Power.

I earnestly urge you to stop

taking vitality-destroying drug

medicines. Ask the first chronic

or incurable invalid you meet if

drugs have done him (or her)

goodâ��if Ihey have not actually

done harmâ��if, but for their

poisonous influence upon the

human system, he would not be

a better man (or woman) to-day,

instead of a nearly helpless and

almost hopeless health-wreck.

I declare, with all the

earnestness possible, that my

System of Self-culture and Anatomical Adjust-

ment will do more to restore the conditions of health

within your body in one week than can drugs in long

years of their weakening and enslaving influence.

There is no health power in any drug.

Take calomel, for instance. That drug does not

itself act on your liver. It cannot.

Your liver has to act on the calomel.

If your liver has not lost sufficient of its working

power, it wiH with more or less

difficulty oust that which it

'' feels'' is not natural to its state.

Go on using calomel. What

happens ? The poor liver uses up

its r* serve power and at last gives

up the fight. It is beaten. It be-

comes so weak it cannot any longer

fight against the foreign (becaupe

notahuman food product) invader

any longer. It becomes diseased

with the disuse of weakness.

It is just the same with the

Stomach, the Bowels, and the

Nerves. Treat them properly and

they will respond as satisfaciorily

asyou could wish. Underthedirec-

tion of my Systematic Course of

Self-Culture and Anatomical Ad-

justment they are "trained" to do

their work efficiently, just as one trains a horse, a

dog, a child, or a ma.i for any particular work. No

amount or kind of drugging can take the place of

proper training, either in animal or human educa-

tion. Read more about this in my Book, "Self-

Culture and Body-Balance," a copy of which I shall

be delighted to send you if you will write asking for it.

Mr. A. WALLACE-JONES,

I Explain to You In my New Book How

to Cure Your III-Health Without Drugs.

If, after reading all about my Natural Health

Training S btem in my Book, you decide to give

Nature, ai d not man-made medicines, a chance,

then you shall quickly feel and see in yourown person

hoiv truly admirable are Nature's ways of working

for healih restoration. If only you knew what I

know about the power of

â� ..wâ�¢â�¢â�¢ I Nature when not miserably

INCLINOMETER- ^ handicapped and inter-

fered with by poisonous

drugs you would not hesitate

one moment. Ycu would, as

other intelligent reasoning men

and women have done, decide,

once and for all. to free yourself

from the destroying, death-

dealing domination of drugsâ��

whether Purgatives, Stimulants,

Sedatives or Narcotics.

I shall be pleased to welcome

any Strand Magazine reader -who

can give me a call at the London

Physical Institute, where the

whole of my work is carried on.

I will explain and prove how ill-

health may be changed to good

health without a single stomach

medicine. Nothing gives mo

greater pleasure and satisfaction

than to be presented with the

ijopportunity of speaking of what

I know, and what many of my

" pupilsandp:tientsnowa/soAhou>.

about true health-regeneration

and health-improvement.

in ITCH J KB YOU LIKBt

Send/\'r the new Hock, "Body-Balance and Self Culture,

and you n ill understand how ill-health is caused and

Jtoiu it may be cured -without drugs.

I welcome visits, whether of mere inspection of

the London Physical Institute (which I feel confi-

dent will agreeably interest as well as surprise most

people),or for the purrx seof a chat or consultation

with myself. I am, yours truly, A. Wallace-Jones. *

â�¦Mr. A. Wallace-Jones is the Principal of the London Physi-

cal Institute (the largest of its kind in Great Britain). He is

the Author of the standard health work,t ntilled"Exercises for

Health and Strength," and Originator of the System of" Self-

Culture and Anatomical Adjustment," recently most apprecia-

tively reviewed in the leading London

newspapers, including the Da ly ',' -i.

I^ailyTtUgraf'h.etc Mr Wallacc-Jonesis

also a frequent contributor tothe Pressand

principal Keviewsand Health Magazines.

The London Physical Institute at 185.

Tottenham Court Road, London, W., is

always open for public inspection from

o to 9 daily, and is well worthy of a visit,

it being the largest and best equipped

institution of its kind in Great Britain.

A chat or consultation with the Principal

is always possible, and, indeed, cordially

welcomed by the latter. No man in

England is so well qualified to speak upon

the subject of " Health-Making Without

Drugs."

His ability, as well as the respect in

which he is held by those most competent

to judge, may be gathered from the fact

that he is the appointed Honorary Physi-

cal Director to the National Hygienic

League (of which Lord Charles Beresford

is the President, and a long list of

distinguished persons Vice-Presidents).

Recently, in a work published by the

Wallace-Jones' life-work was reviewed in

strongly-recommendatory terms.

A FRbE COPV of the illustrated Book, "Self-Culture.

Anatomical Adjustment, and Body-Balance" (referred to

above) will be sent post tree to any part of the world on receipt

of name and address. If the sender adds particulars of physical

or health conditions, Mr. Wallace-Jones will be pleased to send

additional helpful information.

All communications should be addressed toâ��

PRINCIPAL. Tf'E T.nxnON PHYSICAL INSTITUTE.

Dept. B., TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD, LONDON, W.
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FOOT'S PATENT

ADJUSTABLE CHAIR

THE BURLINGTON.

An ideal Easy Chair that can be instantly converted into a most luxurious Lounge

or Couch. Simply press the small knob and the back will assume any position you

wish, from upright to flat, or, if desired, it will rise automatically. Release the knob and

the back is instantly locked Nothing could be simpler.

The Leg Rest is adiustable to varying inclinations, and can also be used as a

footstool. When not in use it slides under the seat.

It has extra deep spring upholstery, with soft spring edges, and is shaped to

conform to anatomical demands. It supports and rests all the limbs, and the

entire body reclines in the highest degree of perfect repose.

Would not one of these delightful Chairs add considerably to the comfort of your

reading, studies, and periods of relaxation and rest ?

Our Catalogue No. 3 contains particulars and concise descriptions of an extensive variety of

Adjustable Reclining Chairs, POST FREE.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd.,

(Dept. C 3)
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HOW TO GROW HEALTHY AND BEAOTIFUL HAIR.

A MORNING "EXERCISE GALLOP" THAT STIMULATES HAIR GROWTH.

The "HARLENE" way to HAIR HEALTH-GREAT FREE TRIAL.

cleans the surface of the head, but actually

feeds, nourishes, and gives tone to the hair-

roots in a direct manner.

WARNING. .

Nothing could be more deleterious to the

health than the absurd practice of endeavouring

to reach the hair by the use of internal

medicines or drugs.

A FAITH WELL FOUNDED.

As already stated, the faith of the proprietors

in Edwards' " Harlene for the Hair" is so great

that they now offer a large free trial bottle of

the preparation to any man or woman who is

suffering from hair trouble

or hair disease in any shape

or form. Thus the readers

of The Strand Magazine

can personally test for

themselves whether

Edwards' "Harlene" will

in their case bring about

the same satisfactory results

that it already has done in

thousands of others.

Callers at the head office

of Edwards' Harlene Com-

pany will receive a trial

outfit free of all charge,

but applicants who desire

the outfit to be sent by post

nust enclose threepence in

tamps to cover cost of

postage,

to do is

attached

it, with

stamps,

Edwards

If your hair is poor or brittle, or lacking in

quality or colour or texture, you have missed

the way to hair-health. Are you going to

wander aimlessly in a happy-go-lucky effort to

regain it? If so, you are exactly in the position

of the child lost in a great city. You may

stumble on the right path. The chances,

however, are that you won't.

But why grope about in this purblind way

when the exercise of ordinary intelligence will

put you right again ?

In the first place you can now have the very

best specialist advice obtainable free of all cost.

The trifling outlay of threepence to defray cost

of postage will also bring

you a free trial bottle of

Edwards' "Harlene for the

Hair," together with bo<

of instructions how to follow

out the famous " Harlene

Hair Drill," a dual com-

bination that has already

put thousands of errant

men and women on the

safe and speedy road to

hair-health.

SCALP MASSAGE.

Diseased, discoloured,

weak, brittle, or falling hair

can be cultivated just like

flowers in a garden. Some

hair-soil is, of course, more

responsive than others,

and a good crop of luxu-

riant hair can be raised

on it very quickly, but

even where all the con-

ditions are unfavourable

the regular employment

of the "Harlene Hair

Drill" for a few minutes

daily must ultimately

result in a greatly-

improved growth of true,

healthy hair. In some cases the use of

Edwards' " Harlene for the Hair" has brought

about the desired improvement in the condition

and quantity of the hair in a few weeks ; but in

more obstinate cases, where the trouble is of

long standing or very deep-seated, a longer

period may be necessary.

To properly massage the scalp, spread the

fingers well over the head, and press them well

down into the scalp. Then move the scalp or

skin covering to and fro very gently. VVhen

this has been done, and the folliclesâ��where

the hair-roots are centredâ��have been duly

energised, it is necessary to clear away the

waste matter in the cells by the use of some

local stimulating preparation, and in this respect

Edwards' " Harlene * is unrivalled. It i ot only

A familiar morning mamtuvre now being practised lit â� ' won ' -

of home* in all iiarts of the world. 11 ts really surprising to note

the Itenejlcial results brought about by the regular perfortnance of

" Harlene flair Drill." A special inducement is offered in this

art cle to those suffering from flair Troubles, a Jree outfit, sufficient

for one week's trial of " ftarlene flair Irrill," being sent to any

address in the leinrld.

stores all over

4s. 6d., or will

of postal order.

All they have

to fill in the

form and post

three penny

to Messrs.

Harlene Com-

pany, Royal Hair Special-

ists, 95-6, High Holborn,

London, W.C. Further

supplies of "Harlene"

may be obtained in

bottles from chemists and

the world at is., 2s. 6d., and

be sent post free on receipt

FREE TRIAL COUPON

FOR "HARLENE HAIR DRILL."

Mown. EDWARDS' HARLENE 00..

96-96. HlOH HoLBORsT, 1.0-.D0N, W .C.

Please send Free Trial Outfit of 'Harlene Hair Drill' to

my address. Threepenc e in stami s ['or postage to any part of

the world) enclosed. If called for no chares is made.

NAME

Tiir. Str\xo Magazixk December. 190Â«.
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Ideal

FouniairiPei?

: A Christmas Call. =

Call at your local stationers if you are in

doubt about your Xmas giving. Select from

his stock of Waterman's Ideal Fountain

Pens just the shapeand make and mount-

ing you think your friends will like. You

need not worry about the working

qualities of Waterman's Idealâ��millions

of people have tested them and proved

their merits, up to the hilt.

Pricesâ��10/6, IBS 21'-. and upwards. In Silver and Gold

for 1'resentalion. Of Stationers. Jewellers, etc. Booklet, post free,

from I.. * C. HARDTNfUTH, 12, Golden Lane, London, E.C. ;

New York, 173, Broadway; Paris, 6, Rue de Hanovre; Vienna,

Karnthnerstrasseo : Milan, Via Bossi 4 ; Dresden, Pragerstrasse 6;

Brussels, 14, Rue du Pont Neuf.

WATERMAN'S IDEAL PUMP-

FILLING PEN.

A (Treat Improvement *n every other type

of Self-filling Pen. No Penshalile Parts-

Simple in Actionâ��Sold at 13.6 and upwards.

WATERMAN'S IDEAL SAFETY

For Ladle*, Sportsmen^ Travellers, etc

Will not leak, however carried. Sold at

12 8 and upwards.
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Money

Returned

if not

Perfectly

Satisfied.

Write

Immediately.

Don't Miss

this

Chance.

Phenomenal Sale of

TOWEL SAMPLES

Much under Actual Cost of Manufacture.

We want you to try our Famous Towels, and to do this we realise we must make a

substantial sacrifice. We believe our Towels are the finest In qu ility and value in the

wide world, and it is entirely to our interests that you should find this out. We therefore make

what is unquestionably the' most amazing- Towel offer ever made. We will send for 5/6,

Carriage Paid, 12 Samples of Superb Quality Towels.

Just think Of It I 12 Beautiful Fine Quality Towels for Bathroom, Bedroom, Kitchen, and

Lavatory for only 5/6 Carriage Paid. Can you imagine it ? It is quite true, and we are

prepared to make this substantial sacrifice in order to gel you to try our Towels.

Contents of this Marvellous Parcel of Towel Samples, as follows:

2 Handsome Striped Turkish Bath Towels, very 1 Handsome HuokabaoH Ready-made Roller Towel,

absorbent quality full size

2 Fine Quality, Pure Irish, Handsome Huckabaok Towels 2 Pure Soft Fine Quality Turkish Towels, large size

2 Splendid Fine Pure White Honeycomb Bedroom Towel 1 t Fine Quality Pure Irish Typed Tea Towel

2 Extremely 80ft White Pure Crecia i Bedroom Towels.

This Magnificent Collection

of Towels for . . .

5/6

the Lot, Carriage Paid.

Our Complete Catalogue sent Post Free by return.

OXENDALE & CO. (Dept. 53), "iTLVXrr

GRANBY ROW, MANCHESTER.

Telegrams:" Oxendale, Manchester." Founded 1857. Telephone 5938 and 5939.

SPLENDID

TOWELS

5k

THELOT

CARRIAGE

PAID.
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This

Umbrella

photographed

before and

after repair, is

an example of

what can be

done in our

workshops.

A com-

plete wrecK

in the first pic-

ture, the second

shows the poor

"patient" wrap-

ped in paper on

its way per par-

cel post to be

" Stanworthed."

It is difficult to

recognise the battered

wreck of the first pic-

ture in the smart,

neatly - rolled,

dainty - looHing

Umbrella at foot

â��repaired and re-

covered with our

famous * Defiance'

Silk Union No.

17B, and delivered

Post Free, carefully

packed in strong card-

board box, as shown,

at an inclusive charge

of

5/-

Send us your

Old Umbrella

to-day, together with

P.O. for 5/-, and it

will reach you per

return of post, looking

as fresh as on the day

you first purchased it

Try us with the one

you have given up as

hopeless.

A post - card will

bring you our Illus-

trated Catalogue of

" Defiance" Umbrellas

and patterns of mate-

rials for re-covering

umbrellas from 2/6

upwards.

J.STANWORTHACo.,

Umbrella Works,

< Blackburn.

THIS

WRECK

LEAVES Y0Uy,

UKETHIS

a

AS IT

REACHES

YOU

AND IS

RETURNED

LIKE NEW

MACKINTOSHS

EXTRA CREAM

TOFFEE

IS SIMPLY DELICIOUS.

The more you eat.

The more you want.

By Royal Warrant of Appointment to Queen Alexandra

SUITS THE TASTE OF EVERYONE.

SOLD EVERYWHERE.

ENJOYED BY OLD AND YOUNG.

J. MACKINTOSH, Ltd., HALIFAX.

Mme. DUCHATELLIER,

Sole Inventor of J

I APPLIANCES

For Modifying thÂ«

Shape of the Nose,

Patent 8.G.D.G.

(France and Abroad).

Narrows, Straightens,

Reduces Noses all

,-f ivJilifcOL.J shapes, uud suitable for

, â�� â�� / alUnses. Postage 2,d.

ONLY ADDRESS:

209, Rue St. Honore, PARIS.

papa

UIIVI CV 0. Pfl Carriage Builders,

nUALtl & UlL, Whitchurch, SALOP,

Ara uow offering their Entire New Line of Luggage Flouts.

These are Jjght, Smart, and Cp-to-lMte.

SEND FOR LIST.

Khar, from 15 to 30 Guineas. See our leading line

12-Gulnea Uovarnetl Cars.

All Good* Wur ranted and entirely ot* approval.

Telephone: X2 Whitchurch.

PADMORE

For catalogue and terms

applyâ��

PADMORE Â« SONS,

Contractors to

H.M (loixrnhient.

EDMUND STREET,

BIRMINGHAM.

BILLIARD

TABLES

MAKE YOUR OWN TOYS

MECCANO

i Mechanic* Made Easy

provides everything

necessary to make

Railway Trucks.

Windmills, Bridges,

Cranes, Eiffel

Tower, Big Wheel,

Tower Bridge,

and scores of fR0M

other neauti-

tul Working

Models.

Send j or our 'A ' List. Of all good Toy Dealers, or

MECCANO, LTD., 12, Duke Street, LIVERPOOL.

5/-
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CARAGUATA

ALL SKIN DISEASES

whether arising from Constitutional

Causes. Blood Taint, or Nervous Disorders,

ABSOLUTELY CURHD BY CARAGUATA,

the newly - introduced Native Remedy. A vegetable com-

pound that can be taken by the most delicate person ot either

â� ex or of any age. Certain and Bate in its alterative and

curative action. One of the most marvellous properties

this latest Therapeutical Discovery la Its action in

clearing and beautifying the Skin. It is Specific

all skin ailments, and a beautiful complexion is ensured by

\ short course of CARAGUATA.

The Consultant gives confidential advice Pree.

Gall for a personal interview or write. Kvery case receives

' Ictly personal and confidential attention. A descriptive

painnulet with te timonfals may be obtained, post free, from

tbs Secretary. CARAGUATA, Ltd., 1, Keith House,

133, Regent Street, W.

BRACKNELLS

CLUB SAUCE

A SUPERIOR RELISH OF A VERY

DISTINCTIVE, PIQUANT, AND

APPETISING FLAVOUR.

Of purest fruits and condiments, Brack-

nell's Club Sauce is an appetiser appreciated

by all connoisseurs It imparts an enjoy

able flavour to soups, cola meats, stews

etc., besides stimulating the appetite and

aiding digestion.

Per 8-oz. _e* j% Of all

Bottle. Grocers.

f If any difficulty in obtaining, send two

stamps and name of your grocer, and a

sample bottle will be sent free by "

Bkacekkxl (Dept. 10), Brandon;

King's Cross. London

Base

Unit.

Stobc^Verntcke "Elastic" Bookcases

USEFUL XMAS

GIFTS.

We have a large selection

of Novelties on show.

The great advantage of the " Unit" 8yetem Is that

at every stage your bookcase Is equal to your book

possessions never too large and never too small â��

and at every stage It Is quite complete. You can

build upwards, outwards, round corners or pillars,

or In any formation you choose.

CALL AT OUR

SHOWROOMS

or write for our illustrated

Catalogue No. 5 B.

PACKING FREE. Orders of Â£2 CARRIAGE PAID to any Goods Station

in the BRITISH ISLES. Send for CATALOGUE No. 6 B, Free from

3J)e 8I0WAVcrt)tclic Co.

OFFICE AND LIBRARY FURNISHERS,

44, HOLBORN VIADUCT. London, B.C. 82, VICTORIA ST., London, aW^
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Slips of Memory often mean the sacrifice of Success, Happinessâ��and even Life itself.

MASTER YOUR MIND: compel it to respond clearly, accurately, instantly.

The Pelman-Foster

System of Memory Training

converts a treacherous memory into a reliable one. Gives mind control and mental

poise. An easy, simple, and scientific method of training. Original and of absorbing

interest. Requires but a few minutes each day, forms an ideal winter study, and richly

repays the time invested. No matter what your life work, the Pelman-Foster System

will make you more successful. Pelman Pupils range in age from 16 to 60.

A Good Memory saves Time and Money.

Thousands of Testimo-

nials have been received from

pupils all over the world

stating that they owe their

success in life to the course of

lessons they have received

from the Pelman School

of Memory. These testi-

monials are from men and

women in every walk of life.

Mr. W. T. STEAD, Editor of the

Review of Reviews: " I he improve-

ment that can be effected is so great

that I consider Mr. Pelman one of

the l>enefactors of the human race."

THE DAILY MAIL, referring to

the Pelman - Foster System, says :

" Winter evenings partially employed

in drilling our brains are bound to

bring a harvest of good results."

FREE.â��Two Books--The Pelman-

Foster pamphlet, containing particu-

lars of the course of training, pupils*

opinions, . press review*, ftc, and

T.P.'s review, " The Tricks that

Memory Plays Us," reprinted from

T.P.'s Weekly. Both books will lie

sent absolutely free, postpaid.

Write at once. A thing done now

will not require remembering.

Pelman School of Memory,

22, WENHAM HOUSE, BLOOMSBURY STREET, LONDON, W.C.

BOMBAY 28, Esplanade Road.

DURBAN Club Arcade.

MELBOURNE 33, Stock Exchange Building-.
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GREAT VALUE IN XMA8 GIFTS

THE H. WHITE MANUFACTURING

COMPANY.

Buying from the H. White Manufacturing

moans that you obtain Watches and

Jewellery of the Highest Olam at a

saving of 28% (&â�¢ in Â£)as compared with

usual retail prices. Due in the first pi

to the fa'-t that the Company iÂ»"-wsh tl

gTeatest facilities for economloa

production, and buy In the beat

markets â�� two immensely i]uis>rt*mt

advantages from which their client!

derive the greatest benefit;

whilst the Comiwny'8 great turnover

permits them to sell their Wonderful

Specialities with much leu profit

than the ordinary retail firms, with

their limited sales, are obliged to

make.

COLONIAL my rely upon their

X, ,VfciTQ orders being exe-

CLIENTS Cated with the

utmost fidelity, and that their in-

structions will engatce. the closest

consideration. Postage iWatchesand

Jewellery), British Empire, 1/6.

Elsewhere. G/-.

A VALUABLE BOOK FREE

Upon receipt of a postcard mentioning 'Sthawu

Mao.,' the Company will mail their Oreen-

Book of Watches. Kings. Bracelets. Pins. etc.

It is mailed free anywhere, is full of

interesting information, and you pounds I

The 'COUNTY' 12-ct. Lever.

Upon receipt of A A P.0,0., Draft,

or Cash. *0 â�  U â�  U the H. White

Manufacturing Company will mail to you at their

own risk, anywhere, their Wonderful

"County" Watch. In strong Solid 12ct.Gold

Oane*, English Government Stamped, Halt

or Full Hunting, polished plain for monogram

(richly engraved 6/- extra). Chronometer Balance-

adjusted for varlat ons In temperatures

The Great Watch of a Great F

Value, t plendld 18

Real Diamonds and

Rubies or Sapphires,

18-ct., Â£5 5s.

Five Fine Brilliants,

18-ctâ�� Â£5 5s.

I MM

jauge Me 0/ Jinoer

Tape Mmnurtwmt.

Excellent Diamonds, strong

mount. 18-ot.. Â£4 15s.

Similar Ring, but set with

larger Diamonds, 18-ct.,

Â£7 15s-

Diamonds and two Rubies

or Happhires, 18-ct.,

Splendid All Diamond Real Rubies & Diamonds, â�� **â�¢ ,

Hoop, 18-ct., Â£10 10s, 18-ct., Â£3 10s. larger, Â£7 10s. and Â£10.

The "TROUBADOUR."â��Solid Silver Toilet Herrice.

raised in Repousse Relief. Complete in rich morocco and velvet-lined rase,

Two Brushes, Mirror, and Comb. Â£3

Classical figures

i'oivwu aim â� sivciriined case, Â£3 5s.

One Mirror, Brush, and Comb, Â£1 13s. 6d.

Very Handsome Sterling Silver Manicure

Set, Handsomely Cut Glass Bottles.

Â£1 is 6(1.

Mori for
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0AUTIFUL?

l{ is Beauty of Form thai

Commands Admiration.

I will (rive lou positiveproof thit any lady huking

in pmjwtr development of the figure, ran in a very

ahort time ohtHin it well rounded, fully ilfveloiwd

figure, without the slightest inconvenience or use of

appliance, apiMtratup, or dangero >a druga.

The Temple Nerve anil Fletih Food (â�  vitalising

agent and Heoh huilden not only enlarge* the hust

ami figure by a natural hygienic method, but it

build* up and rejuvenate* the entire ayntem, remove*

wrinkleo. crowsfeet. lines, pimples, blackheads, and

all other hlemivhea of the skin. It tones up the

dige-ttne organs and nerve*, rleam the complexion,

ami gives it a full, rich tone, whh h can only he

iKMflvased by a woman in the pink of i>erfect health.

A Handsome Book Free

together with a free trial treatment will t>e sent to

any lady w ho w ritei to - day enclosing stamp for

poatatre. Don't fail to write to day. hVuuty an I

perfect health are wailing for you. They are yours

for asking. Send no money, write to me la-raoiiHlly

Madame J. B. Temple, The Temple Association

(Dept. 146), 8, Benheim Street, Bond Street,

London, W.

Last for Ever

CORK LINO.

The World's Best

and Most Reliable

Floorcovering. . . .

SUPPLIED DIRECT FROM THE

WORKS TO CUSTOMERS IN ALL

PARTS OF THE GLOBE ....

Manufacturrd by us in many

deiigni at the following prices :

Second Quality - - 1 /9 square yard.

Best Quality - - - 1/11 square yard.

Carriage Paid United Kingdom. Orders for

Colonies and Abroad sent f.o.b. Newcastle.

FREE CATALOCUE (In colour, AND 8AMPLES

As we feel that there is nothing which will better assure

our customers of the >terling value we offer than seeing

actual samples, we will gladly forward same together with

our magnificent Catalogue of coloured designs, free

THE LINOLEUM CO.,

Forth Works, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.

Also at Kirkcaldy.

THE OLD COUNTRY IS THE BEST.

i cannot ,

many, or nnywh. â� 

: KiiDckalxiut Toy

;! (.it them t" uj

ich enormous value with any tnya made in

'-e in tliv world, ah you do with laran'i

Inch are absolutely British. Just

free

V-

3 TEDDY E EARS

Mamma & Hett T*m Cuiluhkk

Either dink or light Brown. Say

which you prefer.

LIFE-SIZE BABY DOLL

free for 1 6. Sift. high. Baby Â» <ait-

olT clothes c

ha used

ilrt-sxing

dolly.

Mamma

Bear, Uin high

Teddv. N,in. high;

SisHjr, S)ln. high.

Dean's Rag Knockabout

Toy Sheets ;Â»rc real work* of

art. and make aoft toys that

cannot lie broken, last a life-

time, and are produced lnarth>

tie colour* no a strong cotton

cloth by the Â»ame proem aÂ«

ivmna (Silent Kaa-Tm- Books;

the colours are fast, wash

able, ami certified hy the institute

of Hygiene aa absolutely hygienieâ��

not printed in the ordinary way ao

that the colour! come off and perftaiw

your ehfld. You rut the figure!

out. new them together, and etuff

with either wadding, wool, or what ia

beat, cheapest, linhteat, and moat

hygienic, fine WOod-WOol, a Id Vworth

of which will stuff the doll ami 3 l>&ira

Dean'a Knockabout Toy Sheet* can I*

obtained from all dealers, hut should

you have Â«ny difficulty, send us atnmp*

or P.O. and we will iMWt them to you w

in colours, free, that contain* iiutte a 1<

you. Write. Right Away. Dean's

27. Paternoster Row,

th a ttcautiful little booklet

>t <>f thing* that will interest

Rag Book Co., Ltd.,

London, EX.
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Fitted with Riley's

Patent Action for raising.

Lowering, and Levelling. A

Handsome Piece of I-urnimre

as a Dining I a bit and a liigh-

clas> 1; . â�  ,- 1 Table. Made

in Mahogany. Oak Walnut,

etc Prices range from/Tij ioÂ»

to J 34 iov. according to size

ol I able. Cash or l-'asy Pay-

ments. Full detail* in List,

MtM on application.

Cash Price* and Sizes for

Si 'â�  I M 1 â� .-.}â� â� '!â�¢â�  -

Billiard Table and Dining

Taote are both "ame size.

Size-

5ft. 4I1L by 2U. toin. Â£13 IO

6(t 4in. by 3R. 4111. Â£15 O

It tin. I>> jfl, 1 hk Â£18 10

ft. 4in. by 4ft. 4ln. Â£24 IO

Or in 13 Monthly Instalments,

plus 5 per cent, on a hove cash

briers. Also in 18 Monthly

Payments

Delightful Evenings at Home

You can place the " Riley " Miniature Table on your dining room table

and lift it off and store against the wall when it is not wanted. In every

respect it is a perfect reproduction of the full-size match table and gives

exactly the same game. There is no game which gives such continued

fascination as Billiards, for fresh possibilities and fresh strokes are always

being discovered. Ladies can play this as well as their husbands and

brothers. It is a game of skill, combining amusement with recreation.

E. J. RILEY, Ltd.,

Billiard Town Works,

ACCRINGTON.

London Showrooms: 147, Aldersgate St., E.C.

FRFF "" r<-"ce'Pt ol" post-card full detailed

rntt Illustrates Catalogue ol Billiard and

Dining Tables and small or 1 11 h-sized Tables

and Sundries.

Record All Round Break is still 831 by JÂ« fin

1 RILLYS 1ABLL8.

RILEY'S

Billiard Tables

(To place on your own Dining

labia).

Instantly Removed. Can le stored against

Wail. Will fit any size of Tab e. Superior liil iard

Table, in Solid Mahogany, French Polished, Best

Slat.- Bed. Adjustable Feel Rubber Shod, LoÂ«

Frost-proof Rubber Cushions, Two Cues, Rest.

Marking Board, Ivory or Crystallate Balls, etc.

CASH OR EASY PAYMENTS.

5ize 4ft. by tft *in.

.. >ft. 4111. by aft, 1 "Hi.

., oft. ain. by 3 L tin.

., jft. tin, by 3ft. ioin.

, 8ft, 4111. by 4ft. 4m.

Or in Monthly Pay roe Ms

as here shown, being only

Â«; per cent, on Cash Price.

isti Pri

Â£3 7 6

Â£4 7 0

Â£S 5 O

fi7 S O

Â£lO 0 0 8 6

8 8

Delivered Carriage Pa'd to any KaKW-

Station at Our Risk. No charge for Packag

LIST FREE.

FOLDING BAGATELLE

TABLES from 30/-
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NEWNES Â»s

^HOVELS

PRIDE OF

JENNICO

ACNES AND EGERTON CASTLE

1

v H â� 

i

" 77ie />es/ value

ever offered

to the public."

THE AUTHORS

"* There ii not one of the

authon who mat] nol

he ranked os first rate '

THE BOOKS

" The print and paper

4 and binding ate those

o/ handsome library

editions."

THE PRICE

"Each book 'J â�¢ rnarvel

at the price."

NEW VOLUMES

DODO. ByE. F.Benson

RED POTTAGE. By Mary Cholmondeley

PRIDE OF JENNICO. By Agnes and Egerton Castle

DAVID BARING. By Joseph Hocking

PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED

When o Man'. SinÂ«le. By J. M Barrie

Capt'n Davy's Honeyfcoon. By Hall Caine

The New Rector. By Stanley Wcyman.

Allan Quatermain. By H. Rider Haitfard

The Trail of the Sword. By Sir Gilbert

Parker. M.P.

The Counteta of Maybury. By W. B MizweH

Phroto. By Anthony Hope

Beatrice of Venice. By Mai Pemberton

Marcia Drayton. By Charlea Garvice

The Cherry Ribband. By S. R. Crockett

John of Gcriaau. By John Oienham

May be obtained of all booksellers. Bound in green cloth I/- net each ; alio bound in

green lambskin 21- net eich : or post Iree, 2d extra, (rom George Newnes. Ltd.,

Dept. S. Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.C.

NEWNES* SHILLING CLOTH NOVELS

<â��



TERRIBLE DANGERS OF FIRE.

Protection for Life and Property can be at once secured by installing

la your house protected 7 If not, why wait for

Fires occur when least expected, and from trifling caises. Permanent

it

Fire

"Kyl-Fyre" Dry Powder Fire Extinguisher

which is not onlv the cheapest but has proved to be the most effective

in dealing with Fires from whatever cause.

NON-EXPLOSIVE. Over 1,000,000 already sold. Price only 5 - each.

Writ* **w full Particulars and Testimonial, of Actual Fires to

KYL-FYRE LIMITED, EASTBOURNE.

Solid Brass for Motors,

io e each.
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airman

Every pipe smoker of experience knows

that the tobacco he wants must have these

three qualitiesâ��coolness, aroma, and

that subtle property one terms flaVour,

for lack of a better description.

Otherwise it will not do.

Of the three, coolness is

least often found. Yet it is

essential, for a man cannot

burn his tongue and please his

palate.
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A fine;

Tobacco

In Chairman the three are found

in combination. It is a fine

mixture that yields a lasting plea-

sure to the votary of the pipe-

always fragrant, always pleasing,

and cool to the last shred.

It is of medium strength and suits

most men's requirements.

BOA RDM A N'S is the same

tobacco milder, and

RECORDER, the same but

fuller flavoured.

Sold by tobacconists at old. per 01. and

in quarter and half-pound tins.

V * *

All export enquiries must be addressed

to the makerâ��

R. J. LEA,

Market Street, Manchester.
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AN

HISTORIC

HOUSE.

J. S. FRY fx SONS

LIMITED.

Cocoa and Chocolate

Manufacturers

by Special Royal

Appointment.

H.M. The King of Spain.

H.M. The Queen of Spain.

H.M. The King of the Hellenes.

H.M. The Queen of the Hellenes.

ALSO TO

H.M. The late Queen Victoria. H.l.M. The late Emperor Napoleon.

H.M. King Edward VII.

H.M. Queen Alexandra.

H.R.H. The Prince of Wales.

H.l.M. The Empress Eugenie.

NO BETTER FOOD."

Dr. ANDREW WILSON, F.R.S.E., 4ic.

PURE

CONCENTRATED

'6

*6oeocu

I have never tasted cocoa that I like so well."

â��Sir C1IAS. CAMF.RON, C.R.. M.D.

Ex-Prcsident of the h'oyal College of Surgeons, Ireland.

300

GOLD MEDALS,

&c.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

23

A CHRISTMAS TOAST

Contractors

to

HIS

MAJESTY'S

FORCES.

HE,ALTH

99

Awarded

Cold Medal

FRANCO-

BRITISH

EXHIBITION

TAKE COLEMAN'S

WINCARNIS

Recommended by over 8,000 Doctors.

PROF. W. H. MOR8E, Fellow of the Society of Science, London,

says :â��" I have for over 18 months studied the tonic and nutritive effect

of ' VVincarnis' both in the physiological laboratory and at the bedside,

and am convinced of its importance in materia medica. Chemical

analyses and chemical tests went to approve it as a scientific preparation

of port wine, extract of meat, and extract of malt, each of the highest

quality. Beautifully clear, perfectly amalgamated, distinguishably

palatable, and representative of the best strength of its constituents,

nothing is wanting to ensure its success as a vigorant and restorative.

" I make a practice of prescribing 'Wincarnis' not only to invalids

and convalescents but also to those who are not on the sick list, but

who, under the exactions of business, require an invigorant, and I

invariably receive reports that the prescription is a success."

Readers who would like to test "Wincarnis" thoroughly

before purchase can obtain a Free Trial Sample Bottle by

simply sending their names and addresses, taking care to

mention this paper, 11 The Strand Alagazlne " ; also to enclose

tnree penny stamps (to pay cost of carriage) to Coleman & Co.,

Ltd., Wincarnis Works, Norwich, who will forward the

wine gratis. It is also sold medicated with Quinine, Iron,

Fepslne, and Celery.

FREE

TRIAL

PROPRIETORBl COLEMAN & CO., LTD., NORWIC]
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XMAS WORRY SAVED.

A

Give a ' SWAN '!

NOTHER year has roiled away, and still the "SWAN" FOUNTPEN is the

world's favourite. As a gift for any occasion, the " SWAN" is more popular than everâ��

so easy to choose, so easy to send, so sure to be appreciated and valued, so lasting a reminder

A:'-.ft.'V'l of the giver. For the boy or girl at school, the relative, or friend in professional work or

*" â�  business, the clergyman, your doctor, lawyer, host or hostess, etc., nothing could be better.

RICH. USEFUL. LASTING.

'^Y^ty/Fountaifl. Pens.,

Engraved vi

Icanite holder. Size 1. 10 6. Size 3, 16 6. Size 5. 25/-.

Mounted with two wide I8ct. rolled gold bands. Size 1.14/6. Size 3. 21/-. Size 5, 30/-.

Size 1. Plain silv

:r,32/-j I8ct. rolled gold. 35/-; Met. gold. 105/-; I8ct. gold, 126/-.

Size 1. Hammered

,silver,42/-; 18ct.rolled gold, 45/-; 14c!. gold, 130/-; I8ct.gold.150/-

The full covered pens are supplied in fine leather cases velvet lined.

Eminently suitable for Presentation.

Chasedâ��same prices as hammered.

Other Prices: 15/-, 21/-, 50/-, up to Â£20. Post Free.

SOLD BY ALL HIGH-CLASS STATIONERS AND JEWELLERS.

^"xVsfMabie.Todd&Co.,

BOOKLET.

Post Free.

93. Cheapslde, B.C.

95a, Regent St., W.

3, Exchange St., Manchester.

10, Rue Neuve, Brussels.

_n _â�� nAnk, Brentano's, 37, Avenue de

79 & 80, HIGH HOLBORN, f Opera, Paris.

, n.innu 1ur AndatBale, NewYork.Chicaro

LONDON, W.C. and Sydney.
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urges every reader of the

Strand Magazine to write

at once for his beautifully

illustrated

FREE GUIDE

CHRISTMAS

which lias annually delighted thousands of recipients

for a generation of years, and put pounds into the

pockets of purchasers of season's gifts and personal

requirements.

Magnificent 18 ot.

Half Hoop RING,

hall marked, set with

5 beautiful diamonds

(worth double).

SPECIAL.

WEDDING RING & SOLID

GOLD KEEPER

Size Card in

FREE BOOK

10/6

THE ACME

SILVER LEVER

SEND POSTCARD TO-DAY

and by return tbis valuable book will

be yoursâ��a rich storehouE e of money* -

saving information brought up to date with beautiful new illus-

trations of the choicest productions for the coming season.

GENTS' GOLD WATCHE8 - - 30/-

REAL GOLD NECKLETS - 6/6

SILVER-PLATED DINNER CRUETS 4/6

Sc., &c.

In all, such a selection of Christmas and New-

Year Gifts as you can have no prospect of equal-

ling elsewhere. Every article subject to a

MONTH'S FREE TRIAL,

and your investment practically doubled in a

rich choice of

CHRISTMAS

FREE PRIZES

Both Book and Bonus Order Forms free for

postcard WRITÂ£ TO-DAY!

CATCH THE NEXT POST!

I-

SOLID SILVER

ALBERT FREE.

Mr. Henry Clarkson. oi

Chorley, I-ancs. alter

praising H. Samuel's Xmas

Window DtspUy, says: â��

â� â�  It Li now 23 years since I

purchased my watch for

"t stitl ticks as true

as ever."

In Gold Cases (without

ADertl. Â£3 10 0

H. SAMUEL,

31, MARKET ST., MANCHESTER,

Height il ins. Mahogany

polished WOOD CASE,

Mounted with Gilt Metal, Art

Design, Loud 3 Bell Alarm,

30 hour Lever movement.

5 6. Usually 10/6.

and 50 Branches In

London and Provinces.
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Prices:

One of the Most Praotioal Novelties in

Silverware, which makes a particu-

larly suitable present for a man, is

MORDANS'

Seamless Non-Choke Match-box

FITTED WITH

WANKLYN'S PATENT

"TURBINE" STRIKER

To Hold 25 White Pine Wax Vestas

ii 3' ii it ii ii â� â�¢â�¢

ii ^e ,, â� â�  â� â�  ,, ...

Â£0-17-6

Â£1- O

Â£1-2

Hail-Marked

Something quite

different from the

ordinary match-box.

If you will look carefully at the diagrams

at the foot, in the right'hand corner

you will see why the Mordan Non-

Choke Match-boxes are different.

All lovers of first-class silverware

know that all metal-work made by

Mordans' has a distinction in style,

finish, and design which puts the

firm's output in a class of its own.

Apart from this characteristic of

rlordans' silver, the match-box varies

from the old models in details which

make it a signal improvement on any

match-box offered before.

To be obtained from all Silver-

smiths and Jewellers. Send

for descriptive literature toâ��

S. MORDAN & CO., Ltd.

(DepL i), 41, City Road, London, E.C.

(PARI8: 8, Rue de Hanovre.)

(SYDNEY : 279, George Street.)

A GREAT

POINT.

Wanklyn's Patent "Turbine" Striker,

fitted to these boxes, rotates automati-

cally and cleans itself. It can be used

equally well in wet or dry weather.

The usual

*t body.

The body being

made from one

piece of silver

only, instead of

with the soldered

gating usual in

common designs,

gives extra match

room and pre-

vents the annoy-

ance of the con-

tents catching

beneath the

gating and some-

times firing.

The Mordan

body.
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1 will Not Fail you!

That I guarantee. My heart is in my workâ��my business

is not run by any money grabbing syndicate simply seeking

to makemoneyout of physical culture. Physical Cul'ure is my

hobby as well as my profession-hence every health-seeker would be

well advised to communicate with me be for j making any outlay in con-

nection with thepursuit of health and strength, or physical development.

I give individual attention to one and allâ��no set forms of treatment are sent

out promiscuously. I am to be found daily at my office mapping out all the

lessons fcr each separate student of my system of Physical Training.

My system holds a decided advantage over all others for the sedentary worker,

the business man strained by stress of over-work, for the ardent devotee to any

particular sport, for the would-be strong man, and for everyone suffering from

any of the following complaints or physical defects :â��Insomnia, Obesity,

Emaciation, Constipation, Indigestion, Rounded Shoulders, Flat Chests, etc., etc.

My system is not a copy of old-fashioned methods, but contains much original

thought and matter, and is susceptible to ready and easy adj ustment to meet the

needs of any and every health seeker. I teach by post, and have enrolled and

given satisfaction to close on 20,000 students, and, remember, the

very term "Physical Culture Expert** originated with myself.

AH interested are earnestly urged to write at once for a free copy of my illus-

trated and interesting brochure "Healthat Home"â��every application,

let alone enrolment for lessons, receives my individual attention

â�¢ lllvll^ The Broadway,

FUJI AM. LONDON, S.W.
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amueb Hosier

Established 32 Years.

OVER 1 00,000 satisfied customers by post deal with us.

8/9 per suit ;

a guinea.

PY IAMA QIIITQ <:is illustration). In newest designs of Ceylon Flannel, the materia]

â�  â�  If fllflfl vVI IO that makes sleeping luxurious. Unshrinkable and fast colours, A/A por

3 for 14/-. Priced at 7/11 in most retail stores. H/JF suit;

Finest quality SILK & WOOL PYJAMAS,

RIICIIIEQC FIDCCG CUIDTC Excellent White Shirts of superior finish, manu-

DUOinCOO Ur LintOO OninlO. factured at the Londonderry Factory, ready

dressed for immediate wear, by our expert laundrymen, 2/9 each ; 3 for 8/-. Usual store charge 4/6 each.

IIAIHWEDPUICCC THE GREATEST BARGAIN EVER OFFERED. Wc will

nnnUnCril/niCrO. forward i dozen of the finest Belfast Handkerchiefs, splendid

specimens of the Handkerchief craft, for 3/6* They are well worth 7/6 per dozen. Use one, ana if you

do not consider it excellent value, keep it and return us the other 11, and your 3/6 will be refunded.

^%^^| I A '^est Qua'ttv Four-fold Irish Collars, any shape or size, or made to any

^^^^ LmLm/AiI^^b pattern sent. 6 for 2/-; worth 6/6 per dozen.

â�¬3

A SPECIAL BARGAIN.

CENT.'S KNITTED FANCY VESTS.

3/6 each ; worth 8/6.

IVhen ordering, state chest and waist measurement.

This is a special offer, and the vests are

really wonderful value, being excellently

tailored and finished. Assorted, in the latest

designs. Knitted backsâ��a sure preventative

of chills.

F GIFT ^Â° every Purcr|aser

of one of these

Vests we will present free a beautiful set of

Fancy Buttons extraâ��which would cost in

many shops 2/6 to 3/6 per set.

SAMUELS'

"Royal Derby" Waterproof Coat.

Made with Prussian or Motor Collar, Fly or Button Through Fronts, Centre Vent

or Plain Back, Square Pockets, Driving or Wind Straps on Cuffs, cut with Wide

Skirt, to ensure Fase when Walking, and fitted with Patent Fast Throat Tab.

This Magnijicent Garment is made from several shades of Real Paramatta Waterproof

Cloths, and is absolutely Sewn throughout.

Our Special Price, 21/-; Honestly Worth Â£2 2s.

When ordering please give Chest Measurement and Length.

Patterns sent If desired.

Our comprehensive Catalogue contains full descriptions of hundreds of

bargains, of which the above are a few. Even if you are not requiring

anything at present, you should send us a postcard for this, as it will show

you the great advantages to be gained by dealing direct.

J. & S. SAMUELS, 94, 96, 98, & 100, London Road, LIVERPOOL.
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Thermos Flasks

GIVEN AWAV!!!

SEE BELOW

THERMOS

is the final word in FlasKs. It keeps drinks of all

sorts either hot or cold, as required. / v.

XHERMETOT ~~Thermos Patentâ��does the same thing for /Jfr

meat and food of all descriptions.

FREE COMPETITION.

Thermos, Ltd., will Give Away /&

25 THERMOS FLASKS

for the best explanation of this picture. Thr Company's decision "in the Com-

petition final. Competitors must attach coupon to their descriptions, or must

mention the name of the magazine in which this advertisement appears, and send X ry"

in answers before the 31st March, 1909. Addressâ��

THERMOS, Ltd., 8, Long: Lane, LONDON, E.C.

Mark outside envelope "Competition." e^ A'
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Everyone likes it

II

5 5

T3Z

Midlothian.

Shortbread]

ARE YOU GIVING AN ENTER-

TAINMENT OR A DANCE?

If so, MIDLOTHIAN 8HORTBREAD is a

delicious dainty to include in the Refreshment

List, or a Fancy Tin of round or square Cakes

makes an excellent oresent for a friend. Several

sizes and shapes, Plain or Sugared, but only

onequalityâ��THE BEST. Wt shall he pleas**

to send you our listof'" Dainty Things to E*tf.r~

A. BRAND ft BON.

210. High St., Portobello, Edinburgh.

I Chi

W - â�¢ Post Free

*w Awarded FIRST PRIZE at the Great Dairy Show, London, 1WT

A DELICIOUS AND NOVEL XMA8 GIFT!

The " Present" Question wjii solved, by procuring one of

these < In r-. Stilton in form, with an excellent

Cheddar flavour, weighing 6ilbi. Made from the finest full

cream milk.

Thin Kinit â�� A'o Waste â�� Frt$h to the latt mortel.

TESTIMONIALS FROM ALL PARTS.

Sent, daintily packed, ou receipt of P.O. 6 6. fromâ��

THE CREAMERY, PARWICH, nr. A8HB0URNE.

XMAS BRINGS ENJOYMENT, AND SO DO

CHEESELLTS6-6

TYPEWRITERS

Why pay Â£21 when

you oan get the

same thing: for

Â£8 88. ?

Operators sent out

with machines from

5 - per day.

M S S. Copied

TAYLO Ft'S LTP

I 74, CHANCERY LANE, LONDON.

^___And at Â»2, Queen Street, E.0 (Cheapside end)i

J

A PERFECT UNDERWEAR.

PYRENO

95

(Rio 11

VESTS, BODICES,

SPENCERS, DRAWERS,

COMBINATIONS, SLEEPING SUITS.

Should any Garment shrink in the Hash,

it WILL "BE REPLAt
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EVANS* PATENT -

( POCKET)

( POCKET )

Ogarettemachine

It matters not

where you ore, you

can always have a

nice fresh made

Cigarette, and know

what Tobacco you

are smoking.

PRICE neatly packed

In a strong box, with

full instructional,

2/- each.

Sold hy aU Tobacconists and

Stores throughout the

Country.

*m* We will send one of above machines, together with

500 speelal'y cut cigarette papers, for 2V6, post free.

For further particulars apply to the Manufacture!â��

EVANS, 85a, Lllllnglon Street, LONDON, S.W.

DORSET LAVENDER WATER

(From ths beautiful Cor/i Hills, facing the sea).

Recalling the exquisite perfume

of a hundred years ago.

Dainty Sample Bottle, Is. Post Free.

Rivers, Hill & Co., Ltd.

LAVENDER

*â�¢ 6* Broadatone, Dorset.

Â£12 -12-0

A thoroughly Reliable Good Shooting 12-Bore Double

Hanunerlesa Ejector Gun.

Price Lists 0/ New and .Secondhand Guns Post Free.

w. J. JEFFERY & CO., Gunmakers,

60, Queen Victoria Street, London, E.C.

35 - EIGHT-DAY

REAL SILVER

CENT'S KEYLESS WATCH

nuine high srr 1 de watch,

thoroughly reliable in every

respect'. Will last a lifetime.

Excellent movement and

perfect timekeeper.

Beautiful in finish and

appearance. Goes for eight

days with one winding, thus

obviat ing all trouble through

forget fulness to wind up

every night The patent winding mechanism is not a

fad, nut a highly appreciated and successful improvement

on the old style.

Five years' written guarantee given to every purchaser.

Price 35'-, tecurely packed and tent po$t free anywhere.

Special attention to Colonial ordert.

STOW. ROBERTS A CO., Wholesale Jewellers.

40. Stockwell Street, GLASGOW.

HALLEYS

COMMERCIAL

MOTORS.

SIMPLY DESIGNED,

EASILY MANAGED.

In the recent Royal Automobile Club's

Reliability Trialsâ��the only official test

ever held for petrol-driven Commercial

Vehiclesâ��the " Halley," in competition

with 55 other cars entered by all the

loading makers, was awarded the only

prize given for "Simplicity, Accessi-

bility, and Freedom from Renewals

and Repairs," the car covering 1,257

miles in five weeks without the

mechanism receiving the slightest

attention whatever. The Club also

highly commended the "Halley" for

low running expenses, and this, com-

bined with the above award, stamps

the "Halley" as being unequalled for

Commercial purposes.

Hundreds in daily use and not a second-hand one to

be obtained. The " Halley " is worth keeping, as it

means a large profit to the user, and is reliable.

A 'Beautiful Art Catalogue with

Illustrations of 28 different types

of vehicles SENT POST FA'EE

anynvhere on APPLICA 7V0N toâ��

Halley's Industrial Motors, Ltd.,

Clydebank, Glasgow, Scotland.

IV.

The Largest Fn

Vehicle Mak

Commercial
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BY APPOINTMENT

TO H.M. THE QUEEN.

The

Gramophone

is a Host in itself.

Every Hostess at this season is considering

the ever important problem " How

shall I best entertain my guests this

year." " Who are they among our

friends that can help us with

some artistic ability."

If every Hostess will remember that the

Gramophone can provide an Entertainment at

which the world's greatest artistes and instru-

mentalists sing and play, or, say, a dance with

the latest dance music played by H.M.

Coldstream Guards or Herr IfFs famous

orchestra, the problem is solved

at once. Get a Gramophoneâ��

do not wait,

but get

to-day.

A
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The

Gramophone

is a LASTING Vogue

(it must not be confuted with the past,

or with other so-called talking machines),

and in bringing to your own home all that is best in

music, can rightly claim to be the instrument that no

Hostess can afford to do without.

Think of what it means to have singing in your home such famous

artistes as PATTI, MELBA, TETRAZZINI, CARUSO, SCOTTI,

EDWARD LLOYD, or JOHN COATES ; MARIE HALL,

MISCHA ELMAN or KUBELIK playing; or HARRY LAUDER

to bring merriment into your home circle.

Remember, a Gramophone for Christmas means that you can

command all that is best in the world of entertainment, not only this

Christmas but at any time you desire.

Genuine Gramophone Needles are sold only in metal boxes

bearing our Trade Mark Picture " His Master's Voice.' /

It is most important that Gramophone Records should

only be played with Genuine Gramophone Needles.

On receipt of Postcard we will send Catalogues and Lists,

together with the Name and Address of the nearest

Dealer in our Goods.

THE GRAMOPHONE CO., Ltd.,

21, City Road,
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Turkish

EGIE

XMAS PRESENTS

THE ONLY

CIGARETTES

GUARANTEED

HAND-MADE IN TURKEY.

Sold by all leading Tobacconists.

PRICES PER 100.

Yenidje

Special

En A'ala

Yaka

Nazir

Selam

12/- and 13/-

9/- 10/- 11/-

7/- 8/6 9/-

5/6 6/- 6/6

4/- and 5/-

3/6 4/6 5/6

Assorted samples of 12 cigarettes post

free on receipt of P.O. for 1/-

WEST END

DEPOT

V RfeGIE, 83, PICCADILLY, W.

PARENTS

with sons and daughters to educate and

place in the world should write for the

New Prospectus

of

Pitman's School

for details of the School's

special training for salaried

Business and Secretarial Appointments.

50,000 STUDENTS HAVE BEEN SUCCESSFULLY TRAINED AT PITMAN'S.

FREE SITUATIONS BUREAU.

WRITE TO-DAY. Address (mentioning No. 32) the Secretary,

PITMAN'S SCHOOL. SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

35

The highest authorities recom-

mend CALOX because it is a

distindt advance in the scientific

development of a dentifrice. Its

wonderful property of giving

up oxygen in the mouth

distinguishes it from all

other dentifrices.

CALOX is the only

dentifrice that has cura-

tive as well as cleansing

properties. In cases

where the gums bleed

and suppurate and the

teeth become loose its

effects are truly won-

derful. It not only

keeps the teeth and

mouth clean, but it

prevents disease.

EN

99

Sold everywhere in dainty metal bottles at I I^-

FREE SAMPLE AND BOOKLET FROM-

A. C. WOOTTON, 14, Trinity Square, London, E.C.
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A Fascinating

Hobby.

WE WANT YOUR ATTENTION

to a few words we have to say about the Ki tig

of Indoor Pastimesâ��Model Engineering.

IffAIVCf FftiriNFFPINT more Part'cularly Model Railway Engineering,

IWU1/LL LnvlnLLMl%V, has a fascination for young and old, and endless

amusement and instruction can be obtained from a Working Model Railway.

As a present to a youth nothing can be more suitable than a model engine in one

or other of its many forms. Who knows but what such a present may awaken

in the recipient a latent engineering genius, which may lead him to become, if not

a Watt, a Stephenson, or a Brunei, at least a distinguished member of one of

the noblest professions?

We manufacture models of all kinds and invite

Sou to SEND FOR OUR CATALOGUE So. 11.

It contains prices and particulars of Model Locomotivesâ��steam, clockwork, and electricâ��Rails, Points, Crossings,

Coaches, Waggons, Signals, Bridges, and all accessories for model railway work. Horizontal and Vertical Steam Engines

and Boilers, Engine and Boiler Fittings, Injectors, Pumps, Sheet Metal, Rods, Tubing, Amateurs' Tools, Pressure Gauces.

and sundries. The mc 1 n ' "

tings, Injectors, Pumps, Sheet Metal, Rods, Tubing, Amateurs Tools, Pressure Gauges,

and largest list of models published. Over 300 pages, printed on art paper, post free 7A

W. J. Baaaett-Lowke *V Co., Northampton.

Varicose Veins,

BAD LEGS, etc.,

uÂ« Completely Cured with inexpensive home treatment. It

absolutelyemoves the Pain, Swelling, Tiredness, and Disease.

Full particulars on receipt of two stamps.

S. M. ROBERTS. 45. Henley Road. Southsea.

YEARS ! See Below I!

Jute Sole* laat much longer than any

othersâ��easier to feet â�� cheapest

by far Healthfulâ�� Noiseless.

Suit WinterorSmumer Wear.

Mr. Evans

(address on re-

quest) write*:â��

" L a â�  I pair

lasted me near-

ly 8 year*."

Mr J..si-. Fein. Rhodesia, write* : "Jute Boot* and Short comfortable

and light for wtking. and excellent for shooting, being noiaele$Â». 40/-

encloned for further â�¢ utmlu."

EocIom Length of Walking Shi â�  . Price* (pout free).

Colourâ��Brown. Black, or White. Children *. Ladies'. Cent'*

A. Plain Shoes (without Strapping) ie lg 1/10

1>. Superior Canvas (as per Illustration) â�� a g 2 9

E. Boot*, suit fishing, climbing, Ac. mo strap*) â�� 3 - 3 3

Do. Thick Strong Grey CanTa* .. â�� 3 3 3 0

I*. Superfine White Shoes (no Straps).. â�� 0,3 4 0

G. Do. White Buck Upper*, Boot* â�� 0 0 10 8

Leather-Soled Shoes (best make, wide or nar. Toes) 3 0 4 0 0 3

White Ruck Uppers iLeather Solos). Shoes. 7/0 ; Boots. 10 0 t Wide Toe*.

14/0). If three imirsatone time, reduction of 2d. per pair. Full List id.

Post fret UnMm Kingdom, abroad extra. Katablished over 'JO years.

PATENT 0ANVA8 SHOE CO., 1, Steps Road, near Glasgow.

Send P.O. direct Shoes posted anywhere ; single pair* or any quantity.

CURE YOUR CORNS

'T'HERE Is no reason why you should

1 hare a Corn or Wart. Wood s Vkok-

tabi-s KrmuT cure* permanently. Com-

pletely remove* the C orn and makes you

easy. With Wood's special appliance <aa

shown in illustration) you ran attend to

your corns in a few seconds. Cure is a*

certain as ft is speedy. A bottle sent by

return for P.O. for 1'- to C. WOOD.

Chemist iby Royal Warrant totheKingi

00, HIGH STREET, WINDSOR.

GRAMOPHONES

Finest Stock of Gramophone and

Zonophone Records In London.

Every Machine and Record Guaranteed to bt

Perfectly A'ew.

Before buying a Giatnophone this season send

for our catalog**" and lists \"ou will find our

Approval TerÂ»-^ and System of Ra*y Payineuts

wonderful for value

Ltd.. 1ST, Finsbury Fmruir-pl, London, E.C.

WM^Z^1 *^ CATARRH SCENT

A few drops of CLAROMA ou

the handkerchief cures the very

worst cold in a few hour*.

Never fails in all cases ofâ��

COLDS. INFLUENZA,

CATARRH, ASTHUA,

BRONCHITIS.

Recommended by Medical

Profession.

Prom chrnuutt, or post

free U stomp* from

J. M. Banner-man

Manufacturing

Chcmut,

Edinburgh.

CURES

THE

VERY

WORST

COLO

HIE

MAGIC

ICREENE'SI

MINERAL PASTE

For GOLD, SILVER, and PLATED WARE. Free from

all injurious acids, grit, etc., so Cannot Tarninh or Scratch.

No Rubbing Required. IHie* Not Soil the Hands. Produce*

a Brilliant Palish which is retained.â��Greene's Mineral

Paste Co. |l>ept, Bt, 258, Euaton Rd., London, N.W.

WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLE
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All Classes of Goods for all Classes of People.

80 BIG SHOPS IN ONE

The best stocked and the best equipped in the whole of London.

Every possible thing in reason and season that anyone can require.

Clocks 8" Bronzes

Costumes &M ill inery

Mantles & Furs

Silks tf Dress Goods

Gloves 8? Hosiery

Laces, Ribbons tf

Needlework

Ladies Underwear &

Children'sOutfitting

Tailoring & Men's

Outfitting.

Furniture

Bedsteads tf Bedding

Carpets, Linoleums

Blankets tf Linens

Furnishing Drapery

&" Lace Curtains

Decorations flf

Electric Lighting

Ironmongery

China tf Glass

Boots 6* Shoes

Umbrellas

Bags e? Trunks

Jewellery, Silver

tf Plated Ware

Fancy tf Leather

Goods

Pictures

Stationery

Games tf Toys

Grocery tf Provisions

Wines tf Spirits

Cigars, Tobacco

Meat, Fruit tf

Vegetables

Cut Flowers

Drugs tf Perfumery

ffc, tfe.

NO INFERIOR GOODS.

Our Prices generally, compare favourably with Store Prices.

Goods on Approval.

â��Customers unable to

visit Shoolbred's may

rely on receiving a good

selection. Carriage paid

on outward journey to

all places outside our

deliveries.

OUR

XM AS

BAZAAR

OPENS NOV. 23rd.

An Immense Variety of all

Classes of Goods suitable

for Xmas and New Year

Presents.

Quick Deliveries by our

own Fleet of Motor Vans,

Free within a 30-mile

radius of London.

Carriage Paid on all

Country purchases

to the value of Â£1.

Special care and attention

given to Colonial and

export orders.

"Shopping at Shoolbred's means Satisfaction."

Our Illustrated General Catalogue 8f Price List of 1,000 pages free on application.

JAS. SHOOLBRED & CO.,

TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD, LONDON, W.

TELEGRAMS-" SHOOLBRED, LONDON." TELEPHONEâ��No. 540 GERHARD (13 lines).
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POST FREE

SELF-ADJUSTING.

The great advantage of tnem? garments is that

tln-y always present the Appearance of Ordi

nary Walking Skirts. Pleated from waist.

Â«nd made with our Self-adjusting " Mai turn uÂ» "

I: hi.i Require no alteration whatever.

TAILOR-MADE to Measure.

Mack. Nary, Brown, Wiue, Green, and Royal

Vicuna Cloth. Light and I>ark Grey Tweed*. Con

also be had in tint-it uuality All-Wool Serges.

Habit Cloths, Tweeds, Ac. Our Latest Catalogue

of other designs in Mat entity and ordinary'Walk-

ing Hkirts, with patterns. ixsjt free. When order-

ing, state length, tack and front, waist and hip

measurementl of jour ordinary skirt, Â«â�  - â� 

phkseht ukasl'bemk.'vts. Send for Illustrated

Catalogueâ�� Everything for Baby. Enquiries

to the Managi-rctts.

WOOD BROS.,

Experts, 14. North Parade,

MANCHESTER.

Have You

a Talking

Machine ?

pleasure a good one brings,

all over the world, packed free and insured.

Prices from Â£3 to Â£30. Ask for Lists.

If you hare a Gramophone, or other disc-

machine, let me supply your recordsâ��any

make, any quantity: best only. Disc

records sent ON APPROVAL to any i*rt

of British Islet. Write me to-day.

Dawson Goodey, 24, Legard Road, London, N.

(ill tue most beautiful Women use

CREME SIMON

TO M" ADEI.INA PATTI says:

L A DIE S â�  * found it aery good Indeed >

For re storing and beautifying the complexion

It la unequalled.

Chaps, Hedness, /toughness, Sunburn,

disappear, as if by magic.

Price: 1/3. i/r. and V- per Pol. 1/3 per Tube.

Use also POUDRE SIMON,

REFINED, DELIGHTFUL, PURE.

Of all Chemists. Hairdressers, Perfumers and Stores

J, SIMON, 59, FanbÂ« St-Martin, Paris if>

MERTEM8.fi*. Hollwri Viarluot. E. r. . LONDON.

A Dainty Fancy IRISH CAMBRIC

LADY'S

HANDKERCHIEF

will be given to every reader of Toe Straud Maoaiinb sending

stamp tor postags of our Illustrated List and Samples.

THE BRITISH LIHEH 00., Hew Oxford Street, London.

FREE

HEARSOM'S

INCUBATORS

Poster Mothers.

THE BEST IN THE

WORLD.

Shour Rooms:

235, Regent St., London, W.

Send at once for IUusI rated List to

Proprietors :â��

SPRATT'S PATENT Ltd.,

34 & 35, FENCHURCH STREET,

LONDON, E.C.

The "ROYAL LINEAGE."

The Pictorial Post-card of the Year.

Three Generations of "Royal Sailors" in

Naval Uniform. This Unique Photograph,

taken by Royal command, shows H.M. " King;

Edward" {.stated), H.R.H. 11 Prince of

Wales," and H.R.H. "Prince Edward

of Wales " on board the Royal Yacht.

A Word of Warning {not without reason).

Do not accept any faked arrangement of

pictures. In the Genuine photograph of this

" Illustrious Group" H.M. The King; is

seated in the centre of the picture, and the

name " Debenham "appears at the bottom of card.

Ordinary Post-cards, 2d. Giant, 6d. each.

Stationers apply wholesale, or toâ��

A. DEBENHAM, "Royal Portrait Studio," Cowes.

THE GAME OF GAMES

POP

inTAW

Rollicking Fun forEvay One

Played with Cones.Steel Balls,

& Small Wooden Shovels

Just the thing

for Evening Gatherings &

Progressive Game Parties

PRICE 2/6

ataH stores, toy dealers & bookstalls or

TnE Parker Games Co ltd.

w Ivy Lane, london.*

FOOTBALLS

Given Away Weekly.

EVERY TUESDAY during DECEMBER and JANUARY

we will give away 6 SPLENDID FOOTBALLS for

the Â«ix most interesting postcards we receive during the

preceding week. Put on the twek of your postcard eit-her

a Goon Joke. Storyettk. Corn:.\drum. Ptjui.1. Sebtcb.

or anything else tliat you think is interesting bklatiso to

Ma.so> n Coma Ess DICE, and if your postcard is anions: the

6 BEST reo-ived in the week in which it is sent, you will

receive a FOOTBALL. To each competitor, be he or she a

Flitsâ�¢ Wntvss or not, will be sent a Sample Bottle of

MASON'S COFFEE ESSENCE

NEWBALL & MASON, NOTTINGHAM.

GOOD ! IT'S MASON'S

â� â� COFFEE ESSENCE!"
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Popular in every home throughout

the United Kingdom and renowned

for its nourishing and strength-giving

properties, Bovril has spread its

fame over the whole civilized world.

The threefold secret of

this universal popularity is

PURITY QUALITY MERIT

Â©

The British Beef Beverage

BOYR.IL
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BEST BATH

per fee

BATH

opens

e "us no form of bathing that occomplishes such

:leanliness as the combined HOT AIR and VAPOUR

It not only cleanses the outer surface but also

the pores, eliminates impure matters, and

stimulates a healthful flow ofâ��life's principleâ��the

blood, clears the skin, recuperates the body, quirts

the nerves, rests the tired, and creates that delightful

feeling of invigorated health and strength. Physician*

recommend it for the prevention and cure ol Cold*.

Influenza, Rheumatism, Kidney and Liver Troubles,

Skin Diseases, &c.

Dr. CORDON STABLES says "FOOT'S" is

The Best Cabinet.

It possesses every desirable feature of efficiency, and has

several exclusive advantages, including Improved Outside

Heat and Vapour Generator, Adjustable Seat, and Heat

Regulator. The Bather is not fastened to the Cat

Exit is Easy and Immediate ; No

It can be used in

compact space.

ed to the Cabinet;

Assistant required,

any room, and folds into a small

Prices from 35s.

Our "Bath Book" No. 8 contains much Interesting iufor-

mation not generally known about Thermal Bathing Sent

free on request.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd.,

Dept. B. 3,

171, New Bond St., London, W.

NOWITE

COLLARS

Cuff*, and Fronts art.- far more comfort-

able, and look smarter than ordinary

linen. The} are well rut do not fray or

crumple, retain their shape, and

their coat over ami over again, for you

are independent of laundry bills

"Snowite Collars, Cutis, and Fronts

are a boon to everyone, anil are the finest

sul*titutefor linen goods ever invented

Collars, Bid. each or 8 for 1 6; Cuffs.

1 - per pur ; Fronts,9;d. and 1 -each

Write for Catalogue to day, post free on

application to PARKER'S, lh*pt 14,

the Makers. LANCASTER.

CAN BE WASHED

WITH A SPONGE

FOOT TROUBLE

Cold, wet feet, corns, bunions, and callosities

prevented and cured )v wearing Dr.

HOGYES' FEET PROTECTORS imade

of impregnated asbestos). The best and

most comfortable boot sock made Made

in 4 qualities, 6d., 9d., 1 -, 2 - jmt pair,

post free over th** world on receipt of

P.O. or stamps. Pamphlet FREE.

DR. F. HOGYES* SOCK CO. if'ept. *,),

ftUTLERT

Manufacturers' catalogue free, A cont-

'd Cutlery and

late, and ^oods for Presentsâ��a valu-

able guide to the Sheffield Cutlery indus-

tries, which connects the buyer with the

Factory. Our Great Speciality: The

' Enterprise' Parcel, 51 pieces genuine

Sheffield Table Cutlery for 25/- Ask for

Catalogue M You save enormously.

J. G. CRAVES. Ltd.. SHEFFIELD

NOSES AND EARS.

NOSEB.-The only patent Nose Machincf ia

the world. Improve ugly noses of all kiwli

t Scientific yet simple. Can be worn during

Send stamped envelope for full particular*.

RED NOSES.-Mj long-establishedmed

approved Treatment absolutely cures red i

3 9 post free. Foreign, 1/8 extra.

UGLY EARS.-My patent Rubber Far CspÂ»

-emedy ugly outstanding ears. Hundreds of Â«uc

:essful cases. 7/8 port free. Foreign. 1/8 extra.

C. LEES RAY. 10 E. Central Chambers. Liverpool.

H

SHORTHAND

GRATIS TO EVERY LADY

HOSEZEJVE

" PERFECT" SANITARY TOWEL.

With Girdle to Fit any Waist

(free by pottl.

ThO "HOSEZENB" Co.. Nottingham

BE YOUR OWN PRINTER!

Print for yourselfâ��Save Money! Print for

)thersâ��Hake Money! Every description of

1'ririting can l>e produced with the Excelsior [

I1 dent Self-Inking Printing Machine

ptive Booklet Pout Free.

Illuxtnit

Writ

thein to-day.

Excelsior Printers' Supply Co.. Ltd..

35 A 36, Farringdon St.. London. E.C.I
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An Important Success. *5

yilVAW years of scientific research

A llj were needed to secure for the

benefit of all that perfection and com-

pactness of herbal medicine which is now-

represented by Chas. Forde's Bile Beans

for Biliousness. This latest achievement

of medical science is a boon to the unfor-

tunate invalids, who in the past have had

;to put up with harsh mineral pills, which,

iwhile they "bucked one up" for a time,

made one worse in the long run.

Only in the pure extracts from certain

carefully-cultivated herbs, gathered under

special conditions and skilfully prepared,

are the most trustworthy and most beneficial medicines to be found.

The valuable roots, barks, and herbs used in compounding Chas. Forde's

Bile Beans are the best bounteous Nature provides, neither expense nor trouble

being considered ; and to complete the careful elaboration of the medicine it is

compressed and manufactured in one of the finest equipped laboratories in the

world. It is only due to the advance of" medical science, and the enormous

scale on which it is prepared, that it becomes possible to produce this remarkable

remedy at a price w ithin the reach of the most modest purse.

Chas. Korde's Bile Beans are easy to take. Their action is constant, always

the same. They reach the root of liver, stomach, and bowel trouble. Conse-

quently, they produce a change in the body, in your spirits, your blood, and in

your nerves and muscles, which is not to be expected from ordinary pills, tonics,

and ( heap substitutes. Chas. Forde's Bile Beans are equally valuable to the

sickly w ife, the anaemic girl, and the victim of chronic liver trouble.

WARNING TO THE PUBLIC.

The public are warned against Imitation bile beans, made to

look like the world-famed "Chas. Korde's" Bile Beans. Make

sure you see the words "Charles Forde's " on the box label no

other is genuine. Of all chemists at 1 11 or 2 9 ; or from The

Bile Bean Mfg. Co., 45. Cow Cross St.,.London, E.C.

n

A Kraf ^ am nip We will send willingly to all who

A hree ^ampie have no| lried CHAi FoRnE.s

_ , genuine Bile Beans a Free Sample

Of the (jenuine Box of this world-famed family

medicine. Mention this, the

Dece liber Number1 of Strtimt, and send your name

and address, with penny stamp (to cover return Q

postage), to The Bile Bean Mfg. Co.. Greek 5*

\CURE. MUDiCxi iHO'CiSTioxcOKsriMirKy.l

, Dtaiiirr femaic weaknesses.piies.

' DIZZ1NESS.SAUOW COMPIEXIOKS '

PIMPLES AMD All UVCH

a STOMACH TPOUBLCS ff.
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WORLD-RENOWNED

"Glycerine & Honey Jelly1

FOR CHAPS, Roughness of Skin, Ac.

Invaluable at all Seasons of the Year. It

Softens and Improves the Hands, Face, and Skin

after Exposure to wind and cold.

OVER 40 YEARS" INCREASING DEMAND.

Sold by all Chemists and Stored In Metallic Tubes. 6d.t la., and

1,0, or Kent pontage free for stamr>, by Proprietors,

OSBORNE, BAUER, & CHEE8EMAN,

Perfumer$ to Her Late Afaje*ty <Jueen Victoria,

19. Golden Square, Regent St., London,

80 Years Success

?onqreve's

^â� aS*1 ** Balsamic

Elixir

.^SUMPT'0*

Of Chemists 9/0

*7fl A 11/-, Mr. Contreve's Rook on

CONSUMPTION, Ac, post free 8d.

Coonibe Lodge, Peckham, London, S.E.

For

LCOLDSj

FINEST 3T0CK IN LONDON

Large Selection of Gramophone and

Zotiophone Records. Before buying

elsewhere write for full particulars

of our machines. Sold for rash or on

Ea*y Torino.

The Harper Eleetrlo Piano Co.,Ltd.,

83, New Oxford Street, W.C.

And at 906-981 Bolloway Road, N.

[3 â�¡ 0,0 0 O.TESTI M 0 NIA LS

kÂ» during 60 Years.World Wide Use.

PR

Melodeons

The World's Favourite Musical Instrument.

No Home should be without one. No Knowledge of Music required-

XMAS GIFTS for Readers of 'The Strand Mag a sura."

Campbell's "Gem" Melodeon iNew Model) .. pries only 76

Campbell s " Miniature " Melodeon iNew Model) â�� 11.0

Campbell's "Paragon " Melodeon (New Model) â�� 15 -

Campbell's "Favourite" Melodeon (New Model) â�� 17 6

Cut this out and send P.0.0. for the amount. Either sent carriafs

Iaiâ�  1 to any .-i.Mn-ss in Great Britain or Ireland.

NO LANCING OR CUTTING

Required if you use the world-renowned

BURGESS' LION OINTMENT.

It has saved many a limb from the knife.

Cured others after being given up by Hospitals

The BEST REMEDY for WOUNDS and all SKIM

Diseases A Certain cure for Ulcers,

Tumours, abscesses. Eczema, \c

Thousands of Testimonials from all Parts,

emi-ts. 7*d., 1/lf, Ac. per bos, or post free for P.O. frosi

BURGkSS. !â� :>, Gray's Inn Road. London. Advice gratik

PRIVATE XMAS

GREETING CARDS

All Readers should write to

M E MoM00kln. fDcpt SJ

6 Red Lion St.. London.

W6 for Specimen Book

sent POST FREE.

12 Refined sod Quaint Cards

with your Name. Address, Mono-

gram, & Xmas Greeting, printed

in gold, post free, from 2/-

IMPROVBD

Knitted Corsets

Suoport without Pramaure.

Good Unshrinkable Sanitary Cotton and pure

Woollen Underclothing. Writ* for Illurtratcl

lirt free: Â»lsoour U N BRIAK ABLE â� ' HER-

CULES" CORSETS IN COUTIL, 3H

Sample steel free. Mention "Strand HaQOMVM.'

KJITTED C6BSET * CLOTHIIC CO., 118, SÂ»mfiÂ«ld St, lottinghim.

PEACH'S LACE CURTAINS

USEFUL XMAS GIFTS.â��PEACH'S Patent " Oontrenet" Curtains, extra strong, from S/-per

l>air. Swiss and French Curtains. Casement Curtains, Cretonnes. Tapestries, Serges. Art Shades. t/BM|

yard Down Quilts from 90. Household Linens. Sat tine Qiiilt*. froro 7 9. Winter blankets, Ml

sue 18 9 per pair, worth a guinea. Send for larSe Prica List and Buyers'Guide 112.

Lot 112, POPULAR PARCEL, 81/-, contains: 3 Pairs Effective, Dintntf-Room Lac

Curtains, 34 vd* long Win. wide : 1 Pair Exquisite Drawing-Room Curtains, 4yds, kÂ»nÂ«

2yds wide; 2 Pairs Choice Bedroom Curtains, 3yds. long, ttlD. wide. White or Ecsc.

The 5 Pairs sent CARRIAGE PAID for SI/-.

Lace Curtains Free. Send for Catalogue 112, and see particulars.

C <fc SOJfg, Dept. 112. The Looms, NOTTINGHAM-

DON'T SNEEZE.

You can at once get rid of your cold by using

DR MACKENZIE'S

CATARRH-CURE

Smelling Bottle

It Instantly RELIEVES and CURES

COLD In the HEAD, NERV0U8 HEAD-

ACHE ; Relieves Neuralgia In the

Head, Hay Fever, Falntnees, &c.

A Specif lo for arresting; INFLUENZA.

Sold by Chemists and Storrs. Price

A/- ; or if unable to obtain,

REFU8E W0RTHLE8S IMITATIONS

and send 12 Stamps, and it will be sent

post free in the U. K. by the Proprietors,

MACKENZIE'S CURE DEPOT, READINC.

Invented bv Ifl

RICHARD FREEMAN*1

Sr in 1844, is admitted by

WMEDICAL MEN to be the m

'valuable remedy ever discovered,

For COUGHS, COLDS, ASTHMA,

BRONCHITIS. DIARRHtEA,

NEURALGIA, BOUT, CHOLERA.

Bold by Chemists,!/]}, 2 Â« & 4/6

Convincing Testimonials

Bk Every bottle of the TRUB

f^L Chlorodyne bears the

Resolute, y

Refuse

Substitute*

*4

Trade Mark.

Has a

World-wide

Reputation.
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In cases where artificial rearing

has to be resorted to. Doctors

agree that milk, usually fresh

cow's milk, is essential. Mothers

should particularly remember that

it is of the highest importance

that this milk should always be

the purest and freshest obtainable.

Bat no matter how pure and fresh the milk is, it does not suit the stomach

and the constitutions of the vast majority of babies. It contains too much curd,

too little sugar, and generally too little fat. The curd, also, so far differs from

that of human milk, that, apart from its quantity, it is difficult for a baby to digest.

When Benger's Food is added to diluted milk, according to directions

on the tin, the natural sugars are increased, and the curd rendered easy

of digestion. Creim is added, or milk specially rich in cream is used, to make up

the deficiency in fat.

For these reasons Benger's Food will be found valuable in cases of weak

digestion in babies and during the weaning period. In cases of malnutrition in

young growing chi]dren. it will be found of great service in supplying a well

balanced diet containing all necessary food elements in suitable proportions.

Mothers are invited to send for Benger's new bookletâ��" A Concise Guide

to the Rearing of Infants." In this little work, an effort has been made to deal

with many of the most common doubts and difficulties which occur in connection

with the rearing of babies. It is written by competent authorities, and contains

important chapters on the choice of milk, modification of milk, hours of feeding,

how to give food, the quantity at each meal, overfeeding, temperature,

constipation, and weaning, etc. Post free on application to i

BENGER'S FOOD, Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester.

Benger's Food is sold by Chemists, etc., everywhere.

(6
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You'll find no better or Jollier Present thle Xmas than one of Harbutt'a Plasticine

HOME MODELLING OUTFITS Â«ks-bJt&sj

'4cine In B C

Complete

Parents writ* in Â«ao â�  / " Your Plasticine kept three little children busy a whole winter."

raiGUia nillC IV oaj . \ â�¢ My little onee are never quiet, unless they here their Plasticine to | lay with "

The Best Box Of all is THE BUILDER. It has :-

in 5 Colours. Tools. Holler, Bri< k Makinp Apparatus. Tile Cutters. Trowel, ami Illustrated Instructions. Price S/-t ]

lodellerâ�� a moat excelleut And popular box. Price 2 8, pott free 3/10. Auk for Particulars of our other t

WM. HARBUTT, A.R.G.A., 3, Bathamplon, BATH.
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Success awaits you if you

make this cross mark

The man who succeeds in the balile of the

commercial or professional world to-day is the

trained man. Just mark a little cross on the

accompanying coupon, alongside the vocation

in which you aspire to sutceed, and post the

coupon to us. You will be advised, by return

of post, exactly what you should do to enable

you to get the necessary training to put you

at the top in your chosen line of work.

The I. C. S. system of training

men for their work while at

their work absolutely supplies

the means you want to make you

succeed. The I. C. S. course

prepared for you has the one

definite aim of increasing your

earning power by making you

master of your chosen line.

Posting this coupon places you under no

obligation whatever. It is merely your request

for expert advice and information. It simply

expresses your willingness to learn how you can

speedily get to the very top in the occupation

of your choiceâ��how you can leave drudgery and

low pay behindâ��how you can win power, position,

and permanent prosperity without a moment's

loss of time from your present employment.

Don't let this winter go by

with another record of hopeless,

profitless evenings. Kesolve to

be far to the front as a trained

man when the winter has

gone by. Post the dated coupon

how, while your ambition prompts

you.

Resident, of the following countries

should address the respective I.C.S.

branchesCanada: 419, Temple Build-

ings. Toronto. India: 11, Harnam Street.

Fort, Bombay. South Africa: 3. Mansion

House Chambers, Adderley Street, Cape

Town. New Zealand: 60, Dixon Street,

Wellington. Australia: Temple Court,

146. King Street, Sydney. China:

Kalee Building, Shanghai. Manila:

76. Escolta. Office 4, P.O. Box 439,

Manila. P.I. Honolulu : 1072. Fort Street,

Honolulu. Panama: Station A, Ancon,

Panama. Bermuda: c/o Bank of Ber-

muda. Hamilton, Bermuda. Porto Rico :

Bank of Porto Rico Building, 8, Tetuan

Street. San Juan, Porto Rico. Jamaica:

SO. Victoria Avenue. Kingston. Jamaica.

Mexico: Puente de San Francisco.

13, Bioi. Mexico. n.F. Argentine Re-

public: Castlla Correo, No. 1621. Buenos

Aires. Italy : M. Corso Garibaldi. Salemo.

Italy. Straits Settlements: 27. Syed

All Road, Singapore.

Manager, International C

jrrespondence Classes,

59N, Chancery Lan

e, London, W.C.

and at MANCHESTER. BIRMINGHAM, and GLASGOW.

I am interested in your system of Technical Training and desirÂ© to

increase my earning power. Please Bend rne, post paid, free of (barge,

the Book covering the Bubject before which I have marked X Â°" the

coupon, and full information showing how I can succeed in name. 60

Electrical Engineering.

Sanitary Engineering.

Textiles.

Mechanical Engineering.

Structural Engineering.

Civil Engineering.

Analytical Chemistry.

Mining Engineering.

Steam Engineering.

Gas Engines.

Machine Shop Practice.

Architecture.

Preparation for 1
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Contractors to His

Majesty's Government.

The Most Beautiful

of all

ENAMEL

For

THEATRES,

HOTELS,

HOSPITALS,

HOUSES,

SHIPS,

Sc., Sc.

Chairs, Tables,

Stools,

Brackets,

Bedsteads,

in fact,

Everything in

the Home.

&c, &c.

Facsimile of Tin sold by all Shops at lOJd.

Colour Oards Post Pree.

SAMPLE TIN, Post Free (any colour), Is.

N.B. Splendid Terms to Colonial

Houses and Foreign Shippers.

MAURICE'S PORCELEINE CO., Ltd.,

H. E. ASPINALL, Managing Director.

ALBERT EMBANKMENT, LONDON.
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THE STRONG MAN WINS

The World has no Place for the Weakling.

Who is the man in City life who rises to the head of the firm and becomes a power in business

circles? THE STRONG MAN. The man with plenty of vitalityâ��nerve powerâ��and reserve

energy. His indomitable energy carries him on to success.

Who is the man in social circles whom people envy and admire? THE STRONG MAN.

The man with the winning personality radiating from every feature. Not the weak, nervous wreck,

the dyspeptic, the anaemic, or the man who has wasted his physical energies.

Who is the man in athletic circles who rises supreme in his class? THE STRONG MAN.

The man with sufficient vim, force, and vigour to carry him through any obstacle.

Are you such a man, or do vou belong to the class of the weakling? If you are not, wouldn't you

like to be? You can if you will heed Nature's warningsâ��try Nature's remedyâ��Electricity.

It is grand to put on an electric battery while lying down resting, and

feel its exhilarating influence in every nerve and muscle. There is no

inconvenience attached to it in any way. One hour's daily application is

sufficient. There is not the slightest shock or irritation, but a gentle,

soothing warmth that goes direct to the nerve centres. That kind of

electricity cures, and the cures it gives are permanent.

PCX nilR [DEC Rnfllf il,is aw-"1 is to rheumatic sufferers,

Ut I UUIl rntt DUUIYi those crippled with Lumbago, Sciatica,

or Gout, the victim of a weakened stomach, kidneys, liver, bowels, or bladder;

the person with the shattered nervous system, or suffering from Paralysis,

Epilepsy, Neurasthenia, Insomnia, Neuralgia, or heart trouble.

To all men and women who are weak and run down, we offer *"*

new life, and our beautifully illustrated book of eighty pages

will tell you all about it. We send it absolutely free. AV rite for

it now while you have it in mind. Don't delay. Our advice is

free also.

THE BRITISH ELECTRIC INSTITUTE (Dept. 17),

25, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.C-

CHISWICK POLISH CO.,

Hoearth Works, London, W.
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PAWNBROKER'S SALE

â�  NOW PROCEEDING.

GENUINE BARGAINS UNREDEEMED.

All Goods in New Condition Suitable for Presents.

FULL LI8T OF 1,500 SPECIAL BARGAINS P08T FREE.

5q Vary Handsome Brooch,

/** with lovely pearls and turuuuiw-.

three swallows in flight; choice design

mounted in lSot. gold Mtampedl filled; ii

velvet case; sacrifice 5s. 9d. Approval

iÂ»e(ore p ijment-

Q O Lady's Diamond Heart Locke

O 0(,,ki- two photos, real diamond in

centre, I Set gold (stamped! filled neeklel

attained, in velvet ease; sacrifice. 8s. 6d.

approval before payment

8/5 Fashionable Curb Chain Pac

/v Jock Bracelet, with safety chain,

Met gold 1 stamped 1 filled, In velvet case, Bs. 6d. Approval wllllnglf

9/0 Handsome Long Neck Chain. Genuine 18ct gold(stamped)

/ ** filled, choice lmttern ; another heavier, extra long, in velvet

cane, sacrifice. 13s. 6d. Approval before pajroent

4A o Wonh tJ ft*. Gent.'s Handsome 18-carat Gold-case

IU/O Keyless Hunter Watch; highly finished |-plate Jewelled

movement.; perfect timekeeper; 10 years' warranty ; sacrifice. 1 Os. 6c

Approval l*efore payment.

1A C Gent.'s Fashionable Double Albert, ISct. gold I stamped]

IU/D Mi,.: curb pattern: solid links, sacrifice. 10a. 8d ; worth

Â£2 2s. Approval before payment.

Ill /ft Sheffield Table Cutlery, Â£:t 3*. service . IS large. P2 small

IU/O knives, carvers, and tit-eel; massive (.'rayford ivory balanced

handles. .Sacrifice. 10s. 6d. Approval before payment,

4Aio {Worth Â£2 2s.I. â��Lady's IB-Carat Gold-Cased Keyless

IU/O Watch, jewelled movement, exact timekeeper. 10 yearn

warranty , also fashionable Ixmg Watch Guard, same quality, elegant

design, guaranteed 15 years' wear. Two together, great sacrifice,

10s. ed. Approval before payment.

in H Gent.'s 18-Carat Gold-Cased Chronograph Stop

1U O Watch, jewelled movement, perfect Umekeeper; 1Q years'

warranty. Also fashionable houMe Curb AlU-rt. same quality, with

Seal attached. Worth C3 2s. Three together, sacrifice. IOS. 6d.

Approval bsfoM payment.

in a Organ Tone Melodeon; magnificent 50*. Instrument:

IU/O it-fold bellows (metal-bound): 3 sets reeds, 4 acting stops,

powerful tone ; In perfect order. Bacrtnce, lOs. Od. Approval,

in C Lady's Handsome Â£3 3a. Real Diamond and

IU/O Emerald Double Half-Hoop Ring ; large lostroui

atones ; solid gold illall-marked): sacrifice. IOs. 6d. ApprovuL

19 'ft Watch-Bracelet; Lady'

I*. v Keyless Watcb selfelosiiiK )

timekeeper.

12s. 6d.; ?

12/6

Sable Brown

Handsome IscV Qokt-Qased

d expanding Bracelet ; reuabh

orth Â£X 3s. Approval \

Real Russian Furs.- "

fllingly

itp*t style. Miumifieent Rich Dink

8ft long. Gran villa Stole, shaped collar

richly satin lined, beautifully trimmed 10 Russian tails and heads and

handsome large Granny Muff to match. .Sacrifice. 13a. Sd.: worth an

Approval before payment,

'y'a Half-Hoop Real Opal Rlng.Â»et w ith five match

12 6 Lady'Â« Half-Hoop Real Opal Ring",set wii

ZT{ â�� Opals ; claw setting; solid gold. haU-marke

tiful and lustrous Â«ton.

orth Â£4 4s.

â�� , â�� 12s. 6d. Approval.

19 6 Â«3i. Fashionable Dark Brown Tweed

'7, Suit, splendid qiuilitv. tailor-mude. latest West end cut and

finish, never worn. Breast ;Win ..waist sain., leg ,?2tin. Ureal sacri

Bee, IBs. 6d. Approval willingly.

Gent.'s Â£4 4s. Chesterfield Overcoat, latest West end

cut and finish, tailor-made, one of Uiiiafonl't v. rv iÂ»Â»â��r super-

fine quality. Â»-|itrk gn-y't weed, 4uin. 'hi east

never worn ; sacrifice, 21a

M / Baby's Long Clothes, superfine quality; magnificent

*Â»I/â�  if a,,, parcel; 72 articles, everything required: beautiful

home-made garments, never worn ; sacrifice, 21a. Approval,

na C Lady's Â£6 6s. Gold (stamped! Keyless Watch, jewelled

** O ]0 rubies, ri.hly engraved; splendid timekeeper; 10 years'

warranty Sacrifice. 22s. 6d. Approval willingly

i)Q C Valuable Â£7 7a. Double-barrelled Breech-loader

*w O Gun, top lever. 12-bore. Government proof Iwrrels, left eh ke,

rebounding locks, central (ire. new condition. Sacrifice. 29s. 6d. Also

another, hammerless, worth Â£12 Sacrifice. 06a. Approval willingly.

r)Q c Al Quality Spoons and Forks: Â£'iu in, sen ice; solid

*f O Hilv.-i |.l;.tcd ; 12 each T.ble. Insert Sjâ��hi- and Forks, and

12 Tcastioons . 60 pieces j half quantity, 10a Approval,

sn e iworth Â£10 pis ! â�� Gent.'s Gold Keyless Lever,

â�¢frU O Centre Second, High-grade Chronograph Stop

Watch, jewelled movement: absolutely perfect reliability in any

climate in the world; (latent decimal dial registering :Â«sÂ»h i>art

of a minute, timed to minute month , 20 years' Warranty ; 7 days'

trial , sacrifice 4BS. 6d. Approval willinglv.

o o O _ Magnificent Diamond and Ruby Marquise

avÂ«v O Ring, Iftrt, gold ball-marked: set with IB lustrous white

diamonds of the finest quality, rarely equalled, surrounding 3 magnl

flcent rubles of ri< h pigeon blood colour; great bargain, Â£3 3s.;

worth Â£10. Anproval willinglv.

ne C Magnificent Butterfly Brooch or Hair Ornament

*** *Â»/ (convertible* j set with 30 real lustrous diamonds. 11

ispplures. N rubies, and 3 emeralds ; fl2 real stones of the finest quality ,

very choice design ; lÂ«*ruitifullv mounted : worth Â£15. Approval.

1>C 1C/ Sealskin Jacket, } length, rich quality, double'

*v mij/m breasted sample shape, latent style, high storm collar,

satin lined; cost Â£20; sacrifice. Â£6 15s. Approval.

MONEY LENT ON JEWELLERY, DIAMONDS,

WATCHES, PLATf, &c

(Business Transacted Privately by Post.)

Old Gold and Sliver Bought or taken In Exchange.

Prompt attention eii'en to Foreign and Colonial Orders.

Y. H. DAVIS & CO.,

PAWNBROKERS. JEWELLERS, SILVERSMITHS, OPTICIANS,

284, BRIXTON ROAD, LONDON.

ANSON AND DEELEY

HAMMERLESS EJECTOR

GUNS

Finest Steel or Damascus Barrels. Tisble Wedge, Fast Actions. Onset

Cross Bolt. Shot up to nwke the finest pattern attainable. Mitroprcre

Without Kjectur, .pT 1AQ â��â�¢ \q SportSCi:

With Bouthgate,

We-tley, or Bitker

Ejector

Mechanism,

Â£10

â��Id for free list containing

every class of fire-arm, fÂ«r

Fhome and abroad.

C IMF li fill Farmers' gmns of most rsliabit

' â�¢Â»u,nnl Â° make from 4.6/-

Crown gun Works, Ct. Charles St.. BIRMINCHAM .

A UNIQUB DlOBSTIfTE

FERNET-BRANCA

BITTERS

of world wide

renown

POND'S TOESMIING

WILl

Pru t 3 9 eacb.

Post free in plain

wrapper.

Strongly

by Doctors and the

Medioal Pr ess.

The Toe Spring

can be irorn at

night without

inconvenience.

Money returned il

not spprored oL

Send outline c,'

foot for dsa

Pond's Patent

Cuie Flat Feet.

Worn and recommended hf

Medical Men.

Children's 4 6 per pair

Indies' *TJ â��

roxDa Gent'a 5 6 ., â��

Boots made to fit all feet. P.-rfeot fittiiiK, easy, and comioruMi

Write to-day to

J. L. POND, ^CT/ST^ NORWICH.

OISJI V 18ct- GOLD

Va# IlLI HALL-MARKED

AND REAL STONES.

Every ring we sell, whether costing

guinea or i.oou shillings, is guanuv

as above. Whatever you wish to

;i ring, >pend the money with u*.

the pleasure of wearing a more_

l; than you would otherwise

ou post free our Catalogue

Jewels Valued and Sketches

sent Free on Application.

MANUFACTURING JEWELLERS CO.

VYSE ST.. BIRMINGHAM

Established 1883.
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THE

Cavendish

Easy Chair

A Deep-Seated Easy Chair of Exceptional Comfort and Durability, made

in the workshops of the famous "Berkeley" Easy Chairs. Best Coppered

Springs used in Seat, Back, and Front Edge. Upholstered in smart serviceable

Tapestries suitable for any scheme of decoration.

Delivered Carriage Paid direct from our â�¢ Factories to nearest Railway

Station in England and Wales on payment of 3/6 only. If not satisfied, the

Chair may be returned at our expense and your deposit will be refunded in full.

Samples of coverings and full particulars will be sent post free if you mention WE STRAND MAGAZINE.

H. J. SEARLE & SON, Ltd., Manufacturing Upholsterers.

70, 72, 74, 76 6 78, Old Kent Road. LONDON, S.E.

Telephone <fl43 CentraL
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the Pass-Word is\

"doctor;

special":

TML WHISK!

TO DRINK

FOR HEALTH'S SAKE

SECOND-HAND

CARRIAGES

Boui

Sold

Bzel

67

Finest Stock

in England.

Bought. Monthly Catalogue*

Sold, or Free from

Exchanged. OFFORD & SONS. Ltd.

67. George St., Portman Sq., London.

MARICH CIGARETTES.

By Special i p\ -â� â� >'â� â�¢' to II R II Print* vf Wale* and Oh

late Ihtkt of Ediitfntrvh.

Their exquisite

qualities satisfy

tbe most critical

tastes.

A Â»olkl leather cigar -

ette case will bÂ« sent

free of charge to any-

one enclosing this

advertisement and

postal order for 1/S for

a sample of this

^avounte Cigarette.

Supplied to many

of the leading

Naval A Military

Messes A Clubs,

fx

T.miOUCO. CiLTA).P<pt. â� !.BHHUrBatldiBgr)t, Londaa.B.C.

WHAT IS YOUR FORTUNE

THE

IESULT

WILL

ASTONISH

YOU mm

C. A. Piahson. Esq w.T. Stiao Esq and many

other prominent public men and women bane

testified to the accuracy ol WILDG.S FORECASTS,

and inouiands of other, have fiven testimonials.

Send i /- together with year, date and time ol birth

for Test Reading. Satisfaction guaranteed or money

returned. Send (or FREE BOOK "Is your Star

in the Ascendant " Address : â��

Oto Wild a. 6. Central Street. Halifax, York*

| TRY

AN

E

X

â�  P

E

R

T

16-119. Exci

EYESIGHT RESTORED

A NO SPECTACLES.

I NO OPERATION.

W Consultation and instruction for sell

treatment at home FREE*

Call or write. Addressâ��Ideal Sight,

The P. High water Laboratory Co

Buildings, Southwark St,, London Bridge, London, ri l

2/. INSURES YOUR COMPLEXION

^ Or. HARLAN'S

â� ^BEAUTY-CUP MASSACt

For the Face, Neck,

Arms, and Body.

" A'o woman who own* one

of the** wonderful littlt

Cup* ntcd have any fear of

trnitWes or blackhiad*,"

The simplicity of this

scientific system of self-

applied ma? mure, and the

speed with which It clears

the complexion, are almost

beyond helief. A single

Boot hing application of the

little Beauty-Cup produces remarkable results. Blackheads in

many case* are banished in sixty seconds. It pumps impurities

out of the blood by atmospheric pressure, rounds out the cheeks,

ii ins. and neck, and plumps the waste places in the body with

wonderful rapidity. Acta directly on the circulation and feeds

fresh, pure blood to the tissues, makinr t he flesh firm and fair,

and the skin soft and satiny. Dr. Marian's Beauty-Cap

sent by mail in plain wrapperâ��with our Beauty Bookâ��to any

address for 9/1 P.O. (abroad 2 6 M.O.j. P. Highwatc*

LaboratortCo.,16-118, Exchange Bldgs., Southwark. London

CORNS.

SPIDER SILK cure* the worst

Corns. No pain. A real comfort.

Have you tried it? 1/- packet, post

free; 3 for J/-.â��The Alcema

Drug Co., Harrogate.

HEADACHE & NEURALGIA

Cured and Prevented by Alcema Powders. 1 - per box, post free

INDIGESTION & DYSPEPSIA

Relieved & Cured by the Alcema Remedy. 2 6 per bottle poet free

SIMPLE

HOME

TREATMENT

Over

20 Ye

Pamphlet contains testimonials from almost every

country in the world, and in face of the over-

whelming testimony thus given it is only common

sense to say that EPILEPTIC FITS can be

CURED BY

TRENCH'S REMEDY

Rev. J. ROBERTS, The Manse, Creawell

Quay, Begelly R.S.O., Pembroke, says :

" It gives me great pleasure to let you know

that the patient continues quite well, and has

for two years been free from any seizures. I

am compelled, of course, to attribute his

recovery to your Remedy, and I do so cheer-

fully; and you are at perfect liberty to make

what use of this testimony you like."

Agencies Abroad: Union Manfg. Co., 209. Elizabeth Street.

Melbourne: Ellison & Duncan, Port Ahuriri, Napier, New

Zealand ; Stranack & Williams, 320, West Street, Durban,

Natal; Grocott & Sherry, Grahamstown, East London,

and Johannesburg; for U.S.A. and Canada, Mr. W. Stinson.

134,Tyndall Ave., Toronto; Allan, Simpson & Co., 67, Ezra

St., Calcutta; Mr. W. H. Ruston, P.O. Box No. 675, Buenos

Aires; Mr. 1. W. Pierce, Ciudad Juarez, Chih., Mexico;

Pharmacie Swann, 12, Rue Castiglione, Paris ; H. van Campen,

Laan van Meerdervoort 387, The Hague, Holland.

Full particulars post free from

TRENCH'S REMEDIES, I TO..

33A, SOUTH FREDERICK ST., DUBLIN.
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For Gifts and for Entertaining.

You cannot find a more welcome Christmas Gift for a friend than one

of the Services described below, though if you desire something different

we shall be glad to send you our latest Price List, which describes

over 100 items of beauty and utility suitable for presentation, including:â��

THE "EMPIRE"

Complete Combination Tea and BreaKfast Service, 12/6.

i. The Complete Service consists of : 6 Teacups and Saucers (the Saucers being

6 Breakfast Cups and Saucers, 6 Tea Plates, 6 Breakfast Plates, 2 Cake

JuS('i pints), i Milk Jug, i Mop Ha'

Dish, 6 Egg Cups. Altogethct 53

In Royal Blue an

new l>rip*preventive pattern),

x Teapot (lock lid, if pints), i Cocoa

r Butter Dish with Cover, i

pieces lor 12/6, packed free.

To every purchaser of this Service we give a Lustre-Copper Ink.

Stand, suitable for the Boudoir or Study.

THE "EMPIRE"

Dinner Service in Royal Blue, to match the

*â�¢ Empire" Combination Set (as illustrated on this page).

Consisting of: la Meat, 12 Pudding, 12 Cheese, and 12 Soup

Plates, 5 Meat Dishes, 2 Vegetable Dishes, 2 Sauce Boats, 1 Soup

Tureen and Stand. Altogether 62 pieces, packed free, 21/*.

For 7/6 extra we linish every piece in best English Cold.

To every purchaser of this Service we present one of our

charming Boudoir Clocks, ot the Boudoir Clock with a pair of

Vases to match, all richly gilt, to every purchaser of both

Ser vices.

Sound delivery guaranteed. If We fait to giVe

you the fullest satisfaction you can return the

goods and haVe your money refunded in full,

CERAMIC ART CO., Ltd.,

" Crown " Pottery,

8TOKE - ON - TRENT.

Bankers : Lloyds Bank. Established 1885.

ol the

Plates,
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Cut this advt. out and send it, together

with P.O.O. or stamps 4s., to t14,

Southampton Row, London, and a FULL-

SIZED LARGE BOTTLE will be sent

CARRIAGE PAID anywhere in the United

Kingdom. R.

A Clever Idea

It's eaiy gloating Linen if you uk " Redford's Gloss."

You don't add it to the starch, but rub it on the Linen just

before ironing. Gives a Brilliant Gloss, and saves all the

trouble. No sticking of irons. Less wear and tear.

Large Box for l/Â« P.O. Sample for post - card.

S. A. Redford's Gloss, Oxford Street, Liverpool.

Redford's Starch Gloss

than an

â�¢ WHAT BETTER

ExcelsiorTable

For a CHRISTMAS PRESENTO

or NEW YEAR"

THE EXCELSIOR

ADJUSTABLE TABLE

Can U- niifed or lowered and top tilted

READING or WRITING purpose*.

An ABSOLUTE NECESSITY In the

SICK ROOM. YOUR DOCTOR will

tell you it', the beat obtainable. Sold by

all loading Furnishers and Ironmongers.

Write for Jllurtruteil Lirt and

Mediral Teitimony.

WINCYCLE TRADING CO..

i ID â�  a 106a. Great Saffron

Hill. London. E C.

1

Price

31/6

car. paid

Trade

Agents

Waiiled.

You lay

Elecracloth'

on and It

STOPS PAIN WITHOUT RUBBING

a soft lambi-wml cloth, chemically treated, and by simply

â�� '.led to affected parts It will greatly

I STOPS PAIN

I It is a soft lambswml ck

I being damped and appl

â�  relieve and gradually

I Bronchitis, Pneumonia,

by the

I SAMPLE SENT

â� â� aM DAVIE8. BONfi *

. cure Sciatica, Asthma, Neuralgia,

aonia, Pleuriiy. etc. Strongly reeommendea

by the Medical Pro/eeeion.

SAMPLE 8ENT two '.fTi, tÂ£?&

DAVIE8. 80NB A CO., TÂ» A 78. Brfdje Bt.. DERBY.

JBBINCg

n J by simply â� 

will greatly fl

.. Neuralgia. I

recommended 8

by Chemists WW

n.

BRBY â� â� â� â� 

A Sick Sew-

ing Machine

3-in-One 1b the best oil

on earth for sick sewing

machines. It goes right

into the contact point-

removes dirt and grease

from the bearings â�� re-

lieves frictionâ��stops the

rattling and makes any

machine work easier and

better.

Mrs. Christine M.

mo, Ba y aide, N.Y., says:

"Whenever my sewing

machine (33 years

old) docs not run

smooth1.y,1 treat It to

a dose of 3-in-One."

3-in-One saves the

operator's strength and

health besides many dol-

lars for machine repairs.

It contains no grease or

acid to soil or injure and will not dry out, cake,

gum or collect dust like inferior oils.

FREE Write at once for liberal free sample

1 and 3-in-One Booklet.

COMPANY (Dept. E , 13, Wilson (
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CONSTIPATION

AND GASTRIC DISORDERS.

WHEN THE STOMACH, liver, and kidneys are inactive

the matter which should have been eliminated is

retained in the system. This inactivity and derange-

ment of the eliminative organs is known under the name 01

Constipation, and is one of the chief causes of gastric troubles.

Every stage of life, every condition of existence, is susceptible

to these disorders, and it is the duty of everyone to assist

Nature to overcome the weakness, and thus to avoid future

complications and untold agony. Kutnow's Powder assists

Nature in a pleasant and agreeable way, and taken before

breakfast in a glass of water is a certain preventive of con-

stipation and all liver troubles. Try it free.

WHAT KUTNOW'S DOES

" 55, Thorngrove Road,

" Upton Park, E., 15th July, 1908.

" Gentlemen, â�� A short time ago I

obtained a sample of your Kutnow's

Powder ; my wife at the time being

seriously ill with Gastric Ulcers; it

acted beneficially as an aperient and

cleanser. I therefore obtained several

bottles in succession, and wish to place

on record my heartfelt thanks for the

good it has done her. For clearing

the waste and effete matter from the

system, I think it unequalled.

"W. OFFER."

Guard Against Fraud.

The genuine Kulnow's Powder can be had of

all conscientious Chemists at 2/9 per bottle,

or direct from Kutnow's London Offices for

3/- post-paid in the United Kingdom. See that

the fac simile signature, "8. KlltnOW & Co.,

Ld.," and also the registered trade mark,

" Mrechenspriing, or Deer Leap," are

on the carton and bottle. This is how to get

GENUINE KUTNOW'S POWDER.

FREE OF CHARGE!

Are you willing to thoroughly test

the beneficial medicinal virtues of

Kutnow's Powder? Do you know that

you can obtain the test package free

of charge ? Would you like to enjoy

the delightful sensation of an internal

invigorating health - bath, to be free

from Constipation, to have a clean

stomach, a healthy liver and active

kidneys ? Then fill in and send the

form below for a free and post-paid

package of Kutnow's Powder. This

will accomplish your heart's desire.

Free Trial Coupon.

Please send me a Free

Sample of Kutnow's Powder.

Write distinctly.

Name

Address

Stramd Magazin., Dec/08.

Send this form toâ��

S. KUTNOW & CO., Ltd.,

41, Farrlng-don Road, London, E.C.
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Maids' and Girls' Paletots a Speciality. Buy Direct from the " klfosco" Factories.

12 11

LADY'S PALETOT.

Alien Footer A Oa'l Exhibition

Cloth. (oloura: Navy, Given.

Biown. or Black. Stock length*. 60,

KJ. M, -mil â� 'â� Oiu. lung. When

ordering, ph-aw-state lenirt hand

bust lllfWI mill ill t Oouhle-

ireasted, cut full with *eWet

collar, 'â� â� I' at liack, ;ind

gauntlet i-uffW, Price only

12 11 Carriage fid extra.

A Groat Bargain.

Thin Paletot may bÂ«

hail in Allen Foster St

Oa'l No 1 Kanyc of

Tweeda lit aaine price,

i n U rt-en a ml G ny

mixture -d mi -

PATTERNS FREE

WnUfor Winter

SheUk HÂ«ok of

Fa ah ion a in

Patriot*. Cob-

(man, Con 11.

BUmma, HkirU,

Film, fie., Â»ent

Pott Fr(r OH

ui'ftttcution.

No. 101

LADY'S LONG COAT. .Made

in the No l Ranee of Tweedt in

Grey ami Green Mixture Miade*.

Double - bnutod. with Wit at

back. Stocked in all lengths

and -it.'- Price only 10 8.

Carriage 6d. extra. Can alito 1*

had in Allen Foster Jc ,Co. â�¢

Exhibition Cloth, earne price,

t'olours: N;ny. Brown, Green, or

Black.

Send for one. Patterns

Poet Free.

[ loigH

No. M)

12 11

NORFOLK SUIT.

all I In-' â� 'louring* of the Spec!

alite Serge or Marvella

Cloth. Well made and

finished. Price only 121

Carriage Â«d. extra. TMt>

Suit, produced in Allen

Foster A. Co.'.- Exhi-

bition Cloth Â«r

No. 1 Range of

Tweeds, will be

18 6. Carriage

frl extra.

Patterns Post Free.

CALL OR WRITE.

ALLEN FOSTER *V GO.,

The London Manufacturers,

47, GOLDEN LANE, BARBICAN, LONDON, E.C.

DON'T READ THIS!

UNLESS YOU

Wonderful Value

for Honey.

LIKE MUSIC.

MANDOLINES

From 7 6 to 5 Cm.

A single article at Â» holssale price, ami sent,

carriage puid. anywhere in the l'nttt-d Kingdom. An

ea*v Self Instructor sent with each Instrument

" Send for our Pries LiM, FrM >.n A.pi*ieaiion,

THE 8TAINER MANUFACTURING CO., Ltd.

A Dept.), 92, St. Martin's Lane. London, W.C.

PARQUETINE.

Apparent Solid Parquet Floor. Removable by Tenant.

250,000 square feet sold.

FROM

6D-

^ PER SQ.

FOOT.

Estimates given for Cleaning & Polishing Floors.

Experienced Hen Sent Out.

Write. Call, or Telephone for particulars.

T<*1. No ><t KMuringtoo.

Westminster Pat. Flooring- Co.,

12, Hcckricld Place, Fulham, S.w.

EAR-CAP

Claxton's

TMrnnvrD P.TWT

For Remedying PROMINENT EARS,

Preventing Disfigurement In after life.

t'p'M or.iers nnu Oheque, "Courrv

In? I tiael s*ml meammnetU rotifi Kent jutt

.Wrai'., mid <>i<er h"ul fretm lotie to lobe of ear.

Price â�¬ - iHj.t frrr Ahraftd, Iwl. rxtrx.

XAAZTflNIA

HUM. OWtUtKR WITMCH T

OI K thai..: M ,

S. M. CLAXTON,

13. Henrietta Street. Strand. W.C.

(Established 1879.)

"Cures While You Sleep." ,

Whooping-Cough, Croup,

Bronchitis, Coughs,

Influenza, Catarrh.

Confidence can be placed in a remedy which

for a quarter of a century has earned unqualified

praise. Restful nights ate assured at once.

Cresolene is a Boon to Asthmatics.

ALL CHEMISTS.

gtmd Poll r.' for !â�¢" â� >,'â�  â�¢".

MMtA

Cresolene Antiseptic

Throat Tablets for

the irritated throat,of

your chemist or from

us. cjd. in stamps.

ALIEN & HANBURYS Ltd.,

LOMBARD STREET,

LONDON.
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A Beauty Gift

â��for

Don't let the Xmas gatherings find your

complexion discoloured or blemished. As

matron, or maid, you know the pleasing

consciousness of possessing a clear, bright

rosy face and soft white hands on such

searching occasions. A few weeks'

Properly directed use of the celebrated

omeroy Skin Food will work wonders in

banishing roughness, rashness, hollows or

wrinkles. Just try the samples which we

offer you below, free, as a dainty Xmas

gift. They will also suggest a happy gift

For your friend and confidante. Send

Coupon to-day.

FREE COUPON

entitling you to Pomeroy t>kts. worth two shillings

Please send me your Xmas gift of specimen

packets of Pomeroy Skin Food. Astringent Tonic

Lotion, Pomeroy Liquid Powder, Face Powder,

Soap, and a Treatise on the Care of the Com-

plexion. I enclose four stamps for postage and

packing.

Name

Street

Town

29, Old Bond Street,

London, W-

And at Liverpool, Birmingham, Glasgow and Dubli

f

Your Favourite Armchair!

In tact, all your furniture, wilt

be smarter, more comfortable,

and last longer If covered la

Rexine

Htod. Trade Mark.

THE PERFECT SUBSTITUTE FOR LEATHER.

The numerous advan-

tages of "REXINE" over

Leather can only be

appreciated by practical

experience; "REXINE"

at once outclasses

Leather, being

(1) One-fourth the cost

of Leather.

(2) More durable than

Leather.

(3) Scratchproof, Water-

proof.

(4) Germproof, Washahlc.

(5) Does not crack or pert.

Made in all colours &* Leather grains.

Used by U.K. Govt, and leading

Railway and Steamship Co.'s.

A tit your uptioleterer for mtnjtlee, or write to

The British Leather Cloth Manufacturing Co., LrJ.

Dept. 0, Rexine Works, Hyde, near Manchester.

Xmas Presents.

WILKINSON

SWORD STEEL

RAZORS

are known the World over as

THE BEST,

THEY KEEP THEIR EDGE.

Wilkinson's joS/lKi., Razor. Full hollow ground,

and ^ made of the lineal g Q

W OOLD MEDAL AWARDED. 9lts

Wilkinson's "Lance" Razor O/O

Wilkinson's "Midget" Razor. A email razor ft ig>

with half hollow blade. A keen little cutler */ w

Wilkinson's Roller Safety Razor with full c lit

hollow ground blade .. D O

Sold by all Cutlers, Hairdressers, Chemists, etc.

WILKINSON'S PATENT DOUBLE ACTION STROPPING

MACHINE MAKES SHAVING A PLEA8URE.

Send for List.

WILKINSON SWORD CO., ltd.

(Sword Cutlers by Royal Warrant to His Majesty

the King),

Mart.

"reviripis"]

/1B1NGI

JAKE55

: strongest

CARPETS HARD WEAR.

(so Site* in Stock.) Being Reversible, they

Outwear two Ordinary Carpets.

The only Carpet* which answer to modem requirements,

beiiiK Hygienic, DecoratiTe, Durable, and Inexpensive.

Kotuto >k.-(. Do not Collect Uutt.

luR P ATT

(S.tÂ»D run PattehNcO Here

the prices of

ABINGDON CORD SQUARES:

Art Shades, Seamless, Reversible.

2X2 2x21 2X3 2t X 21 21 XS 21x31 21 x 4 3x3 3 x 31 3x4

6 9 8 C 10 - 10/6 12/6 15 9 18/6 15/- 17/6 20 - i

3x41 31x31 3jx4 31x41 31 XS 4x4 4x4} 4x64x6 .

23/- 21/6 23/6 27/- 31/6 27/6 30/- 33/6 40/-J

4x7yards, (Carriage Paid.) Also made in all

47/8 each, widths for Stairs, tendings, and

Pafwagex. The ABINGDON

CARPET MANUFACTURING

CO., Ltd., 106, Thames Wharf.

Abingdon-on- .
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Fill your Garden

with Lasting Beauty.

The overwhelming advantage of the Langport Plan of Artistic

Herbaceous Borders is that it provides a magnificent display of beautiful

flowersâ��not for weeks onlyâ��but from early spring to late autumn. Only

first'dass hardy plants are usedâ��sturdy kinds that require practically no

attention, that will grow in almost any soil. And the arrangement provides

ARTISTIC COLOUR EFFECTS, the beauty and permanence of which

are quite unobtainable by the old-fashioned methods.

Send us dimensions and particulars, and we will select the hardy plants suitable for your garden,

arranging them ourselves or giving you our advice freely as to the best way to plant them. Prominent

in the Langport Plan are

KELWAY'S LOVELY PAEONIES.

the improvement in which has gained them the title of " THE FLOWERS OF THE CENTURY."

They should be planted to give colour in any garden, whether included or not in an herbaceous plan.

Here are a few prices of KELWAY'S CHOICEST NAMED VARIETIES:

per dor.

Collection '* C,"

"D,"

"E,"

27/-

36/-

54/.

50 for Â£5.

.. .. S7.

Now is the Time to Plant

Hardy Border and Alpine Plants generally. Hardy Climbers, Deciduous Trees,

Fruit Trees, Bulbs, 6- especially Paeonies, Roses, &- Hedges of Hardy Evergreens.

KELWAY 6 SON,

The Royal

Horticulturiits.

Langport, Somerset.
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You can shave for several months

â�� even a yearâ��with the same

jfoUO-Strop Blade.

There's just one way to get a perfectly smooth and

comfortable shaveâ��use a properly sharpened razor blade

each time. Any barber will certify to that. The

Razok

enables you to get this sharp edge before each shave. It is the only safety

razor which strops itself automatically ; in fact, it is a true mechanical barber.

Buy one for Christmas

â��as a gift to a friend or for your own use. Any man who

receives the AutoStrop Safety Razor as a Christmas

gift will not only have 365 really smooth shaves

during 1909, but he will have a pleasant

reminder of the giver

for the rest of his life.

No other Christmas

present for a man

is so appropriate.

Your CUTLER,

IRONMONGER,

HAIRDRESSER, JEWELLER,

CHEMIST, or the STORES will

gladly show and explain the AutoStrop Safety

Razor to you. Call and see it, and you will

either purchase one for yourself or as a gift.

Highest Award for Safety Razors

at Franco Brilirh Exhibition.

The AutoStrop

Safety Kazor Stand-

ard Outfit consists of

quadruple silver plated,

self-stropping razor;

one dozen specially

tested lancet-steel

blades; one horse-hide

strop, the whole con-

tained in handsome leather case, size 2 in. 2 J /_

NET.

by 3j in. The price complete is

Write TO DAY for interesting booklet.

Send postcard for our Booklet and full particulars of

Special Free Trial Offer, addressing Dept. R,

&UÂ©Â£tTOp Safely Ra2(>f GO-Atd 61, New Oxford St., London, W.

23, Rue Vicq d'Azft, Paris.

1, Dame Court, Dublin.

345, Fifth Avenue, New York. U.S.A.

14, St. Helen Street, Montreal, Canada.



58

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

AFTER Dinnerâ��Rest awhile

BUT

don't forget

to wash up

the

DINNER

THINGS

with

Hudson's Soap

h. IN PACKETS EVERYWHERE '
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When You Buy

Xmas Presents

remember an Onoto Self-filling

Safety Fountain Pen is a gift

every man, woman and child

you know will appreciate and

use.

The Onoto is the British

made fountain pen

â��that fins Itself in a flash from

any ink supply

â��that never leaks

â��that writes smoothly and speed-

ily, and never splutters.

The Onoto can be obtained at

all stationers, jewellers and stores,

price 10/6, and in a variety of

more elaborate styles for presenta-

tion purposes. Ask for the

Onoto

Self-Filling - - Pp ^

Safety Fountain M %Â£WW

Important.â��For those who

require a larger pen with a very

flexible nib, a special model,'

the new G, has this year been

put on the market.

It is exceptional value for i]

the money.

Try the new G at

your stationers.

A booklet

describing the

various models, free

on application to

Thos. De La Rue & Co., Ltd.,

167, Bnnhlll Row, London, e.g.



6o

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

The New No. 10

Smith Premier

Typewriter

Will do Everything that can be done on

other Typewriters and a great deal more

The new model is the most beautiful piece of Typewriter

mechanism ever produced. It retains the features that

have made the SMITH PREMIER famous throughout the

World, and is the only machine having a straight line

complete key-board, with a key for each character and

Absolutely Visible Writing

Its other numerous improvements include:

Steel Interchangeable Carriage, Ball-bearing Type-bars,

Forward and Back Spacers, Even Touch,

Lightning Escapement.

Write for

fuller particulars

Smith premier

Typewriter Co.

Smith Premier House,

6 & 7, Queen Street,

Cheapside, London,

E.C.

CATALOGUE

POST FREE
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BY SPECIAL APPOINTMENT TO H.M.THE KINO C M.R.rl.THE PRINCE OF WALES

Royal

Gift

His Majesty King Edward VII. knows well the art of

making others happy as is shown by his selection on

many occasions for a Christmas Present to some member

of the Royal Family, of the

ROYAL GIFT OF A

RUDGE-WHITWORTH

You can make some relative, friend, or yourself

happy by the Royal Gift of a New 1909

Britain's Best Bicycle

which is

Easy to Ride, Easy to Buy, Easy to Pay For

The New 68-page Illustrated Art Catalogue

is now ready and describes all the 1909 Models.

It is sent post free from

RUDGE-WHITWORTH, Ltd.

Dept. 201, COVENTRY.

LONDON DEPOTS - 230 Tottenham Court Road. W.

23 Holborn Viaduct. EX.

160 Regent Street. W.

Write for a Catalogue now, select and order the

most suitable machine, and

Delivery will be made before Xmas Day of

the Royal Gift of a

Rudge-Whilworih

Britain's Best Bicycle
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THE

u

r

NOVO

BELTS

(Patent 9807)

for general comfort and

sup}K)rt for ladies and

gentlemen.

The patent 'Novo' Belt,

some illustrations of which

are shown, effects a great

reduction in size by a

pleasant compression, and

imparts an added grace

and strength to the figure.

Scientifically made, they

conform to the demands of

fashion, are comfortable to

wear, and quickly have the

desired effect. Many emi-

nent Specialists have ad-

vised their use, and pur-

chasers are loud in their

praise after a short trial.

The Corset Belt is especi-

ally valuable for those fond

of outdoor exercises.

The prices of the Com-

pression Belt, the first

figure shown (for wearing

under the Corset) :â��

White, Drab, or Blue Â£1 1 6

White Silk face - -Â£176

All White Silk - - Â£112 6

Figures 2 and 3 show the

Corset Belt (for wearing

without Corsets) the prices

for which are :â��

White, Drab, or Blue Â£1 5 B

White Silk face - - Â£1 12 6

All White Silk - - Â£2 2 6

In ordering send Money

Order or Postal Order.

Please be careful to fur-

nish us with correct Waist

and Hip measurement.

Postage for Carriage

should be included in

orders from the Colonies

and Abroad.

Special Illustrated Booklet

giving further particulars

will be gladly forwarded

free on receipt of postcard.

COMPRESSION BELT FOR

WEARING UNDER

THE CORSET.

CENTS'CORSET BELT

The NOVO BELT CO.

35, Brown Street,

MANCHESTER,

Ladies' Belts can also I* obtained

fromâ��

Mr-ssrs. EDMONDS-ORR,

3, Lower Seymour St.. W.

Messrs. CAPPER. SON A Co.

63, Gracechurch St.,

London. E.C.

Riding Belts a Speciality.

All communications' strictly private; the wrapper

does not bear the name of the sender.

LADIES' CORSET BFLT

TOR WEARING

WITHOUT CORSET

I

Well-dressed

Women Wear

well-tried material lor their dresses, iraterial that does

Justice to a woman's natural charm and graces.

sjj FUR WINTER

Lewiss

|| WONDERFUL

11 VELVETEEN

21

unrivalled ;

light in

weight,

f'ttt warm

n wear.

It will not

â� pot in the

rain, nei-

ther Will

the pile

wear out.

Every

fiiece, whether In the

Itfhtest tints or deep-

est shades. Is fast

dyed. There Is a rich

variety of beautiful

and fashionable col-

ours to choose from,

and ladies are Invited

to write for Patterns

isent Post Free).

Lewis's are the

Makers, and Guaran-

tee every yard sold.

LEWIS'S WONDER-

FUL VELVETEEN

CAN ONLY BE OBTAINED DIRECT FROM LEWIS'S

ADDRESS BELOW. Lewis's will also send patterns

of the most up-to-date novelties In Dress Materials on

application. Please mention " The Strand Maganne*

LEWIS'S Market Street

MANCHESTER

TO THE DEAF.

A gentleman who cured himself of Deafness and

Noises in the Head after fourteen years' suffering,

will gladly send full particulars of the remedy post

free. Addressâ��

H. CLIFTON, 45, Klngsway House, 163. Strand, London, W.C.

These are reduced

specimens of the

Infinite

Variety

of geometrical designs produced by the

MYSTERION

Poet Kree IS

A scientific novelty, enthralling in its interest

to young and old. Vou turn the handleâ��

Mystbrion does the rest Order to-day.

A. C. HARRIS,

Dept. N,

LEICESTER.

Send B/-

for the

â�¢EMPIRA'

Lockstitch towing Machine. After

rou have trIM it for a uiontli Â»cna

the balance. 33 . or if you wiÂ«h imy-

rueutbv instalment*of 3 - monthly

urn be amused. Worki band or

treadle. Seven new models. Walnut

cÂ«>ver. 10 â� extra. 90 sasTs' ounran-

tee. Write for Uhie. Price List and

iwnii le of Stit. hinir. Pout Free.

IMPERIAL Manufacturing
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RTClPINS

3"dBADCES.

BHS

-J SOCIETY--- LODGE.

Factory to you. Made to order in any style or material,

this offer: Either of the two styles here illustrated, enameled in

one or two colours, and showing any letters or numerals, but not

more than shown in illustration (order by Dumber)

Silver Plate, 4/2 per doz., sample, 5(1.

Sterling Silver, 10/â�¢ per doz., sample, 1/-

"We also ma Ice the highest grade solid gold and silver Pins, Badges,

Seals, Rings, Fobs, etc., at moderate prices. Special designs ana

tales free. Catalog free, showing hundreds of new styles in

and silver. BASTIAN BROS. CO.

197 South Ave., Rochester, N. Y., U. S. A.

Money Order or Stamps*

II

"Out o' Work."

BURGLAR PROOF

HOMES are en-

sured by the

CO BANC

BURGLAR

Well may the burg-

lar deem his living to

be gone, for his field of

operation is now re-

stricted to houses where

'GO-BANC

BURGLAR ALARM

is not in use.

A handy little device,

easily adjusted, but cer-

tain in action; the moment

door or window is tam-

pered with the neigh-

bourhood is aroused.

The best burglar insur-

ance is prevention.

Price 2/6,

Ask your Ironmonger for

it, or write

COIHTKHESHULC.U.

BUDIIKIUH.

RHEUMATISM

CURED

WITHOUT MEDICINE

BY NEW SCIENTIFIC REMEDY.

SEND NAME AND ADDRESS TO DAY AND GET

TO

TRY

4/6â�¢ hFREE

Magic Foot Drafts are worn right on the great Bweat

pores of the soles of the feet, and cure Rheumatism in

all parts of the body by drawing uric acid, which causes

the pain, right out of the sys-

tem. These Drafts have cured

thousands, even sufferers over

80 years of age. Many have

been able to throw away their

crutches, being cured after years

of Buffering. WE GUARANTEE

TO CURE.

We are daily receiving testi-

monials from patients in all parts

of the world. Here is one :â��

HN CAIRNS. " Coppice Side, Swadlincote,

(P*om rhoio). Burton-on-Trent.

" Dkab Sirs,â��Use my name in full wherever you

like. Your Foot Drafts have cured me, and I shall

proclaim it to everyone suffering from Rheumatism. I

shall be H2 in April, if spared. Truly your servant,

"JOHN CAIRNS."

Considering the age of Mr. Cairns, this is a very

remarkable cure.

The enormous success of Magic Foot Drafts lias so

encouraged us that we

will send every Rheuma-

tic sufferer 4/0 worth

absolutely FREE to try.

When we say FREE we

mean it. Just send name

and addressâ��no monev.

Send now.-MAGIC FOOT DRAFT CO., 1253, Vic-

toria Chambers, Holl>oni Viaduct, London, E.C.

HEWETT'ScelebratedBANJOES

The name la the Cuarantec.^j

Ebony FiiiRerUxmlâ��Non Â«lipi>inK

Pegf-Hleel Pulia-Hulid (itin-MrUl II

Pegf

1st Grade, Â£10-10-0. 3rd Grade, Â£6-6-0. t Post '

2nd Grade, Â£8-8-0. 4th Grade, Â£4-4-0./ Phke.

PRICE LIST FREE. MANY TESTIMONIALS.

THOMAS HEWETT & CO.

'A Dept. i. 92. St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C.

BENSON'S

11 Selected 1

GEM

RINGS.

ONTHLY

PAYMENTS

18 AVAILABLE

Brilliants * Rubies,

or Sapphires,

Â£18.18s.

1, of Watches. Chains and

Jewellery.

-Vo 2, i>f Clocks, " Empire"

Plate, Cutler)' * Silver Articles.

Mention tlii* Magazine.

Brilliant. Rubies or

Kappliires,Â£2 15s.

Amethyst, Diamond

Point*, Â£5.

62 & 64, LUDGATE HILL, E.C.
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Remarkable Desk Offer

"Derby" Roll-top Desks are invaluable for

system and tidiness, safety of papers, and saving

of time. Closing the desk locks everything up.

Well constructed of thoroughly-seasoned wood,

they are of great value in office, library, or home.

Sent on payment of Â£1, Balance by arrangement.

Prices from Â£5-5-0.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

DUWn Ti |||GLESj,NT & S0||S) LMii H.rsofa.r8trt,

THE BONNET BOX

of Hand-made PARISIAN

CHOCOLATES is a welcome

Gift at Hm.is and all times

of the year. Fresh Daily.

â�� eSSST* *"

BONNET. ChectllH Specialist. Triangle, BRISTOL

LIVING PICTURES

With our great combination Bioscoiw and

Magic Lantern fortunes are easily made At

home anil abroad. Tin- King of Cinemato-

graph*, right up to date, new movements, new

Colours ami Reverses

Patentees and Inventor*.

the subjects while in motion. Par-

lour Bioscopes, Â£3-5s I in

niensc stock of films at a third usual

pri- cs : all inn ken ; list 3d. Portable

Electric Outfit*) for Tent or Hall.

Outdoor Peep - Bhow Bio-

scopes coin money, Â£12-128.

CHEAPEST AND BEST IN

THE WORLD

for Magic Lanterns, Cine-

matographs, Films.

ll^'siides'ed!" As supplied to Madame Patti, Kojral Polytechnic

Palace Theatres, Maharajah of Mysore. I>r. Grattan Guinness.

HUCHES & CO., Brewster House, 82, Mortimer Rd.

KINGSLAND, LONDON, N.

AreYoti Deaf?

I

If so, you can be relieved by using

WILSON'S COMMON-SENSE EAR-DRUMS

A new scientific invention, entirely different in construction

from all other devices. Assist ihe deaf when all other devices

fail, and where medical skill has given no relief. They are soft,

comfortable and invisible ; have no wire or string attachment.

Write for Pamphlet. Mention this Magazine.

Wilson Ear-Drum Co. D Bridge. EDINBURGH

FOR

GREY HAIR try

8HADEINE. guaranteed permanent,

washable, and absolutely nannies*.

Will not burn the hair or produce un-

natural tint Detection impossible.

Contains no lead, lilTer, sulphur, etc

Trial Bottle. Â«d.:New Hire, 1/2; Larw

Bottle. S/fl, post free (secretly parked).

Stat a colour required.

B. T. ALEXANDRE (EsL 1861),

58, West bourns Grove. London. W.

Your Infant will Thrive

NEAVE'S FOOD is a Perfectly Safe Food for tb*

youngest and most delicate child if used according to

instructions. It assists Teething, is a valuable Bone-

former, relieves Constipation, and is

A COMPLETE DIET FOR INFANTS

r

NEAVE'S

also Â»<1. pktx. M, ^sF ^M MM

Write for Hints about Baby, by a Trained Nurse f

postcard to Josiah R. Neare At Co.,

Fordingbndgv, via Salisbury.

Established Over 80 Years

^KNITTER

Provides Profitable Home Employment

It makes all sizes Stockings. Vests

and Underclothing.

Writt for Cash. Hirt, or Work Term*.

Wools "

Â£aul. 1961.

| sn?Â°r Mi-da'lÂ«. JAMES FOSTKR (Dtpt. B), 41, FriargaU,

Dyment

Vests

rnu.

Fresteii.

Almost everybody wants a typewriter, but often the keyboard

in Â»o hard to learn, you become discouraged iu advance. It's

different with the

99

Wick

A very simple keyboard makes it easy to learn. Stays in rejiair

a long time. No dirty ribbon, type always clean. You can

carry the machine with you anywhere. Use it on any desk or

table, or put it on your knees. Unites in itself all the good

points of the highest-priced machines, and has many unique

features all its own. "Write for our special booklet No. 28.

The BLICKENSDERFER Co., Ltd.,

0â��10, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.

From Nine to Thirteen Guineas.

Liberal Cash Discounts or Easy Terms.
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Every YearIo,oooPeople

Die in this Country from

RE you troul

with a nasty irrita-

ting cough every time the

cold weather comes onâ��a

tickling in the throat, or "tied-up",

feeling across the chest? On rising in

the morning is your voice hard and the

breathing laboured ? Do you instinctively

fear the cold, fog, and damp days? If

bronchitis has claimed you.

There is no reason why you should develop chronic bronchitis, ^

for in Peps modern science has provided the means where!

all the above distressing symptoms can be cured and further

trouble entirely averted.

Relieve that tight and "tied-up " feeling about the chest at once

by taking Peps. Dissolve on the tongue a Peps tabletâ��the unique

store of rich and pure medicinal essencesâ��and breathe deeply into

the farthest recesses of the throat, chest, and lungs the healing*

fumes which fill the mouth and nasal cavity.

Ordinary cough-mixtures are swallowed into the stomach, but

the rare medicinal fumes emitted by Peps are inhaled with the air

we breathe, and thus every part of the irritated, weakened mem-

branes stretching from the throat to the lungs, every inflamed and

sore tissue is reached by the pure balsamic fumes of Peps.

Tickling phlegm is loosened and comes up without effort, the

racking cough is cured and the chest tightness ended.

Peps enable you to resist the chest and lung evils always

present in bad weather. No household should be without Peps.

Send id. stamp to

the Peps Pastille Co.,

Carlton Hill, Leeds,

and mention this

magaxine to obtain a

dainty free sample of

PEPS.



66

Franco-British

Exhibition

The Highest Honour

The GRAND

The Highest Possible Award in the ToIkicco

Section, has been given to one English Firm only

â��namely, Godfrey Phillips & Sons, Makers o'f

B.D.V- Oigarettes

B.D.V. Tobacco

Grand Otat Tobacco

Marigold Flake

Bella de Otaba

etc., etc.

When buying Cigarettes or Tobacco, insist

on these brands, which have secured such

signal distinction by reason of their quality

and the care exercised in their manufacture.

N B. Write for Samples of B.D.V. Cigarettes, 2/2 post free, In

Tins of 100 ; Grand Cut, Virginia. Marigold FlaKe, and B.D.V.

SmoKing Tobaccos, 1/6 per ilb in air-tight Tins, post free;

and Bella de Cuba Cigars, 9/6 per Box of 50, post free, from

GODFREY PHILLIPS Â«5 SONS, 112. Commercial St., E-

ON'T ROAD THIS!

UNLESS YOU LIKE MUSIC.

VIOLINS.

Complete Outfits from 10/6.

ngle Hilda at wholesale price, and went, car-

' riiige |mid. miywhere in the Unit**) Kingdom. An

etuy Self instructor twnt with each instrument.

Send for our Price Ltit. Free on Application.

STAINER MANUFACTURING CO.. LTD.

<A Dept., 92. St. Marti n'l Lane, London, W.C.

LUX

la the Pipe with

'THAT WIDE BORE."

A plain, sensible pipe, smoking cool and clean all the

time. Perfect in constructor but has NO intricacies.

"That Wide Bore" and superior quality distinguish

the " LUX " from all others. Mnde of genuine old

Briar and hand-cut Vulcanite. Excellent in appear-

ance and finish. The price, like the Pipe, is honestâ��

2/- each, post paid.

Interi tting and hw/mI BookUt. ttunrinQ S3 dittinet

Bhapet, tent free <m receipt of pott-card.

MVIE8 A CO., 271, Union Street. ABERDEEN, N.B.

99

FREE.

ABSOLUTELY

LADIES' SIZES.

GENTS' SIZES. kUbb

CHILDREN'S SIZES. I HBsIbB

These beautiful hand-engraved o-ct. Gold

filled Signet Kings. Nearly 50,000 were

sent out from our factory last month.

Shall we send you one NOW? We are

making this extraordinary offer to intro-

duce into your home our new catalogue,

and our beautiful Signet Kings which we

manufacture. All we ask is that you send

us P.O. or stamps for 10 pence, which

small charge is made to cover the cost of

hatid-engra* ing your initial on the seal

and postage. There is nothing more for

you to pay. We want you.to have one of

our dainty Signet Ring-*, which, no doubt,

will make you a good customer for us in

the future. Everything we manufacture

is sold under our Ironclad guarantee.

(CwUomcrt in the Colonies i â�  I

P.O. Jar t*J

SEND FOR ONE NOW.

SIMS & MAYER,

Walter House, 418 to 422, Strand,

LONDON, W.C.
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CHI VERS JE LLIES

CHIVERS' GOLD MEDAL JELLIES

Flavoured With Ripe Fruit Juices.

A child tan m?dce Â£h.esr\ /

' Prepared with scrupulous care and exquisite cleanliness."â��Home Notes.

CHIVERS & SONS, Ltd.,

Fruit Growers and Preservers,

HI8T0N, CAMBRIDGE.

This is an oblique point (Relief

style) and can be supplied with

NEPTUNE PENS

A turned â�¢ up point can be

supplied with any Neptune

Pen at 5/- each upwards.

(Any steel pen matched.) The high reputation of these peas has

been maint*inÂ»d since their introduction in 1890. They are t

t value for money ever given. Engineer Commander Q. A.

ggeity. B.N.. 14, South Parade. Soutusea. writesou March 17.

1908 : " The ' Neptune Pen (a 10/6 onei has scarcely had a day's

rest during the 1Â« years I hare had it." (Hundreds of test!

monials can be seen at our office). Every i*?n sent out lias been tented with ink and fount! perfect. (Write for new Catalogue.)

Prices: 2/6, 5/-, 7/6, 10/6, 16/6. Obtain of your Stationer, or send P.O. direct to the Manufacturers

^^^^^^f^vV^R^^^^^^^L^^L^^^^A^^^^^t^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

UPERFLUOUS

HAIR

"DEPILLOS"

(Registered \

Marvellous Sue

ermanent Â«'ure, entirely free

urtfnl or injurious to the mix

never failing to entirely emdiea

lying tn

absolute and

nun anything

delicate skin,

e t he stronge

â� letely

Ibat the annoyance WILL NEVER REAPPEAR;

frowth. destroying

bat the annoyance _

prove the correctness of the above stAtement. we will

" and free from obssil la

AND TESTIMONIAL

absolutely FREB, securely packed and free from olwervati<

i MEDICAL CERTIFICATE 1

. sample to all wr,

Hi

(Dept. 5). 140, Fleet Street, Lend

nclose two i>enny â�¢tamp*.

geress, TAYLOR A CO.

Add

E.C.

YOUR MOUSTACHE DESERVES

HILL'S HONGROISE

la collapsible tubes, of all Hairdressers, SIXPENCE.

Or post free from

Thi Cccsm Cbbmical Co.. Ld.. Excelsior Works. Birwi*oh *Â«.

p|Q0//5A7/fi

In wet weather you need to be pro-

tected from head to foot. Why run

needless rinks and endure discomfort

when " DRIO " Oilskins will keep

you perfectly dry? There are no

ttetter oilskins than the "DRIO

They will last for years, and will

always defy the elements Tliey

never get sticky or crockâ�� are always

soft and pliableâ��for they are made

by a special process, yet they are

wonderfully chemp "DRIO* Oil-

skin Leggings can be sent, post free,

from 23; *' DRIO" iMkkin CoaU

from 9 -. Send fÂ»r Catalogue to-day

to Dept. 30. Parker *, the Manu

facturers. Lancaster, It is sent

post free.

KEEP YOU DRY

HYLANDS, Ltd.

RING MANUFACTURERS,

Special Value from 10/6 to Â£50.1 a urge

Customers ozvn dtsigns >â�¢:,!.â�¢', it/. \ â� tock of

Watches.

Jewellery

Plate. 4c.

Any

Goods

Diamond A Amethyst, Diamond 4 Ruby, or Dla

Â£3-3-0. mund & Sapphire. Â£5-5-0.

Specialities: ((old Brooches. Gold Bracelets, Gold

Pendants, Gold Lockets, Gold Watches (Job I Chains,

Silver Plate and Silver Fancy Goods, Ac, Ac,

llhtatTtttcd Cataloyuet $ent Pott Free.

Approval

for

10 days on

Cash

Deposit.

32, CHEAPSIDE, E.C.

cleans the skin thoroughly

explained in the inset that

magazine. If you did not

A FREB SAMPLE of online Ci

tiorx or for 3d. in stx

nd produces skin health, as

appeared last month in this

lee it, send for a copy, and

am, which will be aenc on applies,

containing eight of the Oatine

preparations, and Book on Face J

The Oatln* Co.. lflOn. Penman Street. London.
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FREE TO THE RUPTURED

A Weil-Known Authority Sends a Sample

of a Famous Method Free to All.

We will send free to anyone who is ruptured, or

knows of any person ruptured, a free trial of our

famous home cure. It is a marvellous method,

curing cases that defied hospitals, doctors, trusses,

electricity, and all else. lately send your name

and address, and the free trial will l>e sent without

any cost to you whatever.

|i I Mr. R. Wharton, 52, Domestic

I Street, Holbeck, Leeds, was

ruptured seven years, tried all

kinds of trusses, partly made

up his mind to undergo the

danger of an operation, when,

by the greatest of good luck,

he tried the Rice method. He

is cured, and has worn no

truss for over six years.

Mr. Wharton says : " I tried

the Rice method, and it cured

me. I had been ruptured seven

years and tried all kinds of

trusses with no benefit. I am doing all I can to

persuade every ruptured person to try this method,

which I think is worth its weight in gold."

Every ruptured person ought to send at once and

make a trial of this method. It has cured thousands

of people without pain, danger, operation, or an

hour's loss of time. Begin now, and in a short time

you will forget you have been ruptured. Do not fail

to send in this Coupon to-day.

COUPON (B 1105)

Cut out and post to WM. S. RICE, R.S., Ltd., 8 & 9,

Stonecutter Street, London, E.C.

Time Ruptured7..., Age?

Right) if/if or I'pth sides, ay navel!

Name '.

Address

MR. J*. WHARTON.

MOUSTACHE

A nice, manly moustache positively grows

In a few days by using "MOUSTA," tha

only Guaranteed Moustache Forcer. Acta

like magic. Age no object. Remember,

money returned if not entirely suc-

cessful. Box sent (in plain cover* for 6d.

(Foreign Orders, M.i.-S. T. DIXON A CO.,

exjunction Road, LONDON,N. SendSd.,

LINEN AND HOSIERY

AT WONDERFUL BARCAIN PRICES.

PYIAMAC â�¢ 0,ir nHff "Anglo-Saxon" Pvjamaa of

â�  â�  apeeta.1 soft *lev.)viudueingmaterial. Neat

nattcriid ; wears well for year* ; trimmiiteed uii(thrilikable ;

butt colour*. 3 6 per suit (worth 7 â�¢Ji. 3 auita 10 -.

PA1 I ADC * A retailv high-grade Collar. LbndÂ«nderry

UULLnno i make. 'Anv size or style. Ill halM-zen;

3 9 iWn. Well worth double.

HANDKERCHIEFS: M"Stf^.K

Handkerchief*. i^iinuiU tvl all Pure Linen, plain <>r hem-

stitched. 3/- half.burn; 5 11 per dozen.

Handy Bargain Sales List, post free.

All Good* tent Carriage Paid. Colonial Onler* extra.

IRISH LINEN SUPPLY CO.,

Warehouse: 54. Gordon St., GLASGOW.

Our only Portal Addrent.

: COST ON LY COST

365 PERFECT 8HAYE8

EACH YEAR.

How many wafer

blades must be used

for 365 shaves ?

A Carbo Magnetic

Razor will shave

indefinitely without

honing or grinding.

Consider the saving

and convenience.

NO NEW BLADES-NO ANNUAL TAX

ONE RAZOR LASTS A LIFETIME

Hollow Ground as

illustrated 6/6

Double Concave

for heavy beard* 7 6

Set of two In

leather cue ... 16 6

Carbo Magnetic

8trop 3/6

Our instructive little booklet,

" Hints on Shaving'' will

be sent free on application.

Firm of A. L. 5ILBERSTEIN (Dept. A),

46, Aldersgate St., London, E.C.

- TMI:rb2

NOHONING^-fe^

NO GRINDING

LEARNj^^^RITE

The best brains in business are required for the

advertising departments of important firms, and

employers are looking out for bright men, with

ability and initiative and the rttfht training.

The Page-Davis is the original advertising school

of the world and will qualify you in a few months

as "a Page-Davis man," able to

EARN Â£5 PER WEEK

and upwards. If you are dissatisfied with your

present line of work and prospects and are

engaged in some monotonous employment which

affords no promise of better things, we want

to help you out of the rut.

The Pi-' hoi- courseU

by â�  â�  i 1 i--;-.n,]. n< IdtoItL-.

work weekly which can be done in

evenings. The ntu<ly is a fascinating one

â�  1 i is lllunu^tod throughout byindmdual

criticisms and suggestion*. We invite yon

to write to-day, and you will receive oar

Catalogue and l'rtanwM'tua, giving full

particulars

^PAGE-DAVIS C9 DEPTL

195, OXFORD ST. LONDON.W.
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A

Hand-

some

Present

The Seabrook Grand No. 201 Safety Shaver, with an Automatic Heif-

er (which a novice can usef and 7 Hollow - Ground inot wafer steel)

1 and (Jail Strop. Complete In Presentation Oaae. 13/6, post 3d.

THE SEABROOK

SAFETY SHAVER

THE LATEST AND BEST.

British made and British guaranteed. The blades

are one of the great features tn the beahrook â�� they

;ir- hollow-ground. The thin wafer steel blades

-â�  'M't - â� ofd with tafety razors are useless in our

opinion for heavy work, and, further, yon run out

of them at the moat inconvenient time, while the

Seabrook Blades will last a lifetime.

THE SEABROOK AUTOMATIC STROPPER.

By using this Stropper a sharp edge can always be

1. and will sharpen any htade. Price S/6 each

; 3 6 silver plated ; post 3d.

BEND FOR BOOKLIT.

f all Cutler; IrvKnumgm. Hairdrtuert, ett.

32, 33, 34,

i Dept. 1,

St, London, I

PAY ONE PROFITâ��NOT THREE

STARTLING OFFER I

12 GUINEA SUITEÂ«- % Guineas

Thin Hutte ts one of the most wonderful bargain*. It Is soundly con-

structed. The frame* are of SoHd Oak or Wamut. Richly upholstered

in Saddlebag* Velvet or Crockett's Best leather. Comprising Coin-

fortahle Couch. Two Luxurious IH vans (alone worth the money) and

Four Mactive Htnndard Chairs. We guarantee thla Suite to lÂ»e better

value than sold by Credit firms for double the amount. Compare for

yourselves. Extra Standard Chairs. 18Â« each. Remember only

9t Guinea*. Carriage Paid to any part- of the United Kingdom, and

we undertake to return the money in full if goods do not give entire

satisfaction. Send for List of Ml Bargain* In Furniture, Bedsteads,

Bedding, fee, post free anywhere Shows how to furnish your house

comfortably on rnodeet mniri*. Address -

BIRMINGHAM, EnK.

Dept. 53,

RICHARDS & OOOPINQS, Manufacturers, Bull Street

"THE QUEEN" RECOMMENDS

JOHN BOND S CRYSTAL PALACE

MARKING INK

WITH OR WITHOUT HEATING, WHICHEVER

KIND 13 PREFERRED. Appoiiitnwiitft tor Superior Kicelfcnce.

I-DCC Â»"h â�¢targed Iv ilK. Â» LINEN 3TKETCHER.

rKtt SOLD by STATIONEItS. CHUMISTSiS]

, port ffe* Â« or H from tl. 80UTHOATE ROAD, LONDON, N
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GRAPELAX

(By Special Appointment to the Qreek Royal Family.)

Are you taking GRAPELAX ? What iÂ» it? Why. an unrivalled

and anfajliftf ramadj torCooKtpaUot] and all disorders of the Stomach,

both for Children and Adults. QRAPELAX fa what it professes t..h,;

Pure Umiic Syrup, 1/U per Imttle ; of allCheiufats, and sn. Strand. W.C

D? NIBLETT'S VITAL RENEWER

Cures Fits

VITAL RENEWER

Is ihe result of the most exhaustive research bjr a Loiulon

physician who for upwards of 15 yean made Lpilepsy htfl

especial study. Confidence can be placed in this remedy,

which for years has been used with tlx- Greatest Success

in all parts of the world.

THE ONE REMEDY THAT CURES.

A Practical Treatise on Epilepsy,

Its Treatment and Cure, by

8. B. Niblett. M.D., L.R.C.P. Ed.

GRATIS AND POST FREE.

C P MR I FTT 20- Burwood House. Bur wood

V. r. 1UULC I I, Place. LONDON. W.

"Onfjf the Best."

GARAWAY & CO.

APPLE TRIES for small or lariie Hardens. I>u.h or pyramids

from 18/- per dozen. Beat named varieties.

R03E8, DWARF H.P 35 - per loo ( carriage

HYBRID TEA, AND TEA .. 60- .. .. I paid.

All Jan. O <t Co.'t election. CVrfoloywe on applteatiam.

CARAWAY A Rfl Durdham Down Nurseries.

liHBHnHI <X Wltf CLIfTON. BRISTOL.

BabyCarriaces

Post Free, large Catalogue of Baby

Carriages, &c. Don't buy before-

^seeing this. Over 200 always

in stock to choose from.-

TROTMAN & CO., Makers.

I Estd. 1821. 196, Hollo way

Road, London, N.

LITTLE CLOTH WEAVER

Prica 21 - each.

This practical working model of a m

Wmnni Ijoom Bcndaew an end-

less variety of patterns in cheeks

and Strii-n Supplied ready for

work with material And full

instruction* for use. This It one

of the ''"â� -( in our .anions series of

TESSTED TOYS THAT TEACH.

SIMPLEX TYPEWRITERS

Teach children to write snd

spell correctly. 8â�� each. For

business use. 88'- each,

dock-making made easy. \- \

of parts and directions. 8

Metallo Rlllevo. a new repousse process for metal.

ILLl'STRATSD BOOKLET FREE

J. BEDINCTON A 80N, 44,

EYES AND EARS

New Treatment Without Operation.

For all TH*Â«ases of the Eye; Deaf

ness in all its forms: Noises in Hnail

and Kars | ftischanres fnwn Kan

heufness from Influent* and Catarrh

Special remedies forwarded. Hundreds

of letters tn testimony. No painful

instruments. Wntftjf

Printed Questions to answer, set

And Ear f>isi>ensar?. Ltd . Great i

i icners in lesmuony. no painiui

islniments. Write for testimonials and

sent free. Mr. T. ISON. Ison's Kys

â�¢at (ieorÂ»e street. Leeds iRstah, l-m
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MEN

STRONG

Nervousness, Weak Sack, Lumbago,

Rheumatism, Indigestion, Insomnia,

Stomach, Liver and Kidney Troubles

cured by Electricity, even after every-

B thing else -has failed. Electricity is

Life. Just study yourself for a tew

moments. Are you discontented with your-

self? Do you realise that you are not what

you ought to be? Are your hands and feet

and other u^rts of your body cold? Do you

have pains in the head or in the back ? Do

you suffer from in-

somnia, and as tired in

the morning as when

you went to bed? Are

you losing flesh ? Is

your memory defective?

Does your breath get

short on slight exertion? These are a few of the symptoms

of the nervous wreck. IV warned in time. Electricity

will cure them.

Just think of the PREMIER BATTERY pouring glowing,

exhilarating vitality into you, rejuvenating, animating

sluggish circulation, stimu-

lating the brain to action,

filling the body with life,

ambition, and endurance.

You apply the electric

current in the evening while

resting. It will positively

strengthen and cure you.

We want specially to near

from all who have tried

other electric treatments.

We allow a guinea on old

batteries in exchange.

A FREE BOOK,

fully describing our treatment

and all weaknesses cured by

it, sent upon request. It is interesting and instructive,

and will help all men and women who are weak. Sent in

plain, sealed envelope. It is free. Write for it to-day.

PREMIER ELECTRIC INSTITUTE

(Dept. 21), 133-135, Regent Street, London.W.

the Â«i RAVEN8C0URT" seamless â��

REVERSIBLE CARPET SQUARE.

Exceptionally Artistic Designs A Choicest Colourings.

Very Durable, Hygienic, Host Inexpensive.

SE.\D FOR PATTERNS.

2 ! I'J !| S by 3 2( by 3 3 by 3 3 hy 3) 3 by 1 3) by 4 4 by 4

S3 68 79 96 119 139 IBS 18 6 20 8

â�¢ â�¢â�¢J Â»i 4 by B yards, Alto made fa Rugt In nil Width, for

22 9 25/9 ,t'arr. Paid) Stairs Landings and Passages.

Mote.-The " RAVENSCOURT ' being reversible. Is

therefore equal to two ordinary carpets. <'lieijiics& P.O a

payable toGARDNER BROS..Carpet Specialists Dept. Ci.

264. 264a. King St., Ravenscourt Park. W.

LADIES' FOOTWEAR

DIRECT FROM FACTORY.

Post Free, at Wholesale Prices,

saving SI- In the Â£.

DAINTY DESIGNS.

BEST MATERIALS.

FIT GUARANTEED.

UNEQUALLED VALUE.

High Grade Glace Kid or Box Calf

* Boots or Shoes, 7/6 to 17/6 per pair.

Trial Solicited.

Writ* IMse for Illustrated Catalog**.

BRITISH BOOT CO.,

Dept. 2, 91, Humberston Gate.

Leicester.

'Bankersâ�� The United Coanfiw Rank. Ltd., Leicester.

Cool, dry smoking, no fouling:, no nicotine _y

entering mouth or bowlâ��these are among; â�¢

the merits of the

MASTA PIPE

The Ideal Christmas Present and the most perfectly con-

structed of all PliÂ«?s. Note the double chambers-one

cooling, the other condensing. The wood is flawless briar

and every Pii* is guaranteed. The " MASTA " Is woith Its

WfiKht in jtr.ld. but may he obtained from your toliseM-'-*

*t from us. if unobtainable locally, at 9/6,

If you are looking out for the

Best Boot Polish ever produced

JUST TRY

Wood-Milne

â�¢BssssiasBSsBsssllalSslBsssssBBaSBsllliasslllBBBaaiBas.

Shoe shine

You get a Big Tin for 3d.

There is nothing else as good.

u?So" BLACK AUTOCOPYIST"

For reproducing

Circulars, Plans,

Specifications,

Music, etc.,

in black.

BÂ«nd for Price List ami

SlKH-imem, or c*ll und

â� ee it.

THB COPYING APPARATUS CO., Ltd., A Dept..

123, Cannon Street, London, E.G.

NEW HARRISON

KNITTER

* PrÂ»fltaÂ»lt tad CltaiunMc (

HARRISON KNITTER WORKS,

92 U,m DfH* Â»i . MANCHlSTtft.

at, T.imi.> C
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Skin Troubles Disappear

Under the sure but gentle influence of " Antexema "

The number of skin

affections is so great that

it is impossible to deal

with them in detail, but

we are anxious you should

realise that " Antexema "

cures every form of skin

illness you can mention.

If it is only a slight

trouble like pimples or

roughness of the skin,

" Antexema" will cure

you very quickly, but if

it is a really bad skin

illness, such as sevete

eczema, that has lasted

for five or ten years,

"Antexema" is just as

certain to make your skin

healthy again. Barber's

rash, nettlerash, and ring-

worm are all unpleasant "AnUxema" *Â»

skin complaints, but they are as surely cured

by " Antexema" as pimples, burns, scalds,

chilblains, and chapped hands. Every skin

sufferer nowadays may have instant relief

and quick cure. Doctors know the value of

" Antexema," and prescribe it; nurses every-

where are enthusiastic in their praise of

"Antexema" ; mothers are delighted, as they

find the skin illnesses of the little ones vanish

under its magic influence; and sufferers from

bad legs and eczema, whose lives have been

rendered wretched for years, are gladdened

as they find their troubles disappear.

Why People Suffer

How is it so many people are so terribly

worried, tormented, and disfigured by skin

illness ? The reason is simple. The first

warning signs of skin trouble were neglected,

the result being that the complaint was able

to fasten itself firmly upon the system, and

nothing but " Antexema," which conquers

every skin illness, will drive it out. There is

no remedy but "Antexema" that can be pre-

scribed with such certainty that it will remove

and cure every sign of skin trouble.

We are anxious that you should notice that

"Antexema" is not a greasy ointment. It is

a creamy-looking liquid that is absorbed as

â�¢1 all ra*Jie*. A bottle, of

or. m tvcry komÂ£

soon as it is applied to the

bad place, and is conse-

quently invisible in use.

It forms an invisible arti-

ficial skin which protects

the spot from dust, grit,

and germs whilst at the

same time its healing

influence effects a cure.

Begin with " Ant-

exema " now. There is

no time like the present.

Why be uncomfortable

or disfigured for a

moment longer ? We

all know that if anything

" can't be cured it must

be endured," but skin ill-

ness can be cured, and it

is, therefore, foolish to

gotm enduring unneces-

sary suffering. Begin with

"Antexema." You will be delighted with the

relief obtained Perhaps, like hundreds of

people who write to us, you have not been

able to sleep for months owing to maddening

itching and incessant burning pain. The first

night you use " Antexema " you will get a

good night's rest, and by continuing its use

You Can Cure Yourself

of the skin illness that has distressed you and

that you previously thought incurable.

" Antexema " is the standard British skin

remedy and it cures where so-called remedies,

doctors, hospitals, and specialists have all

alike failed. It does not matter what part

of the body is affected, or how long the

trouble has lasted, " Antexema" will cure

you if you will give it a chance. You only

need to use " Antexema " once to be con-

vinced of its value. Get a bottle to-day and

prove its marvellous virtues for yourself.

"Antexema" is supplied by all Chemists

and Stores in is. 1 %&. and 2s. 9d. bottles, or

direct, post free, in plain wrapper, at is. jd.

and 2S. 9d., from the Antexema Company,

83, Castle Road, London, N.W. "Antexema"

is obtainable of Chemists and Stores in

Australia, New Zealand, Canada, South

Africa, India, and all British I >ominions.
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Of G/rexr mt/Â£ m SK/rmss.

A unique and light diet for Invalids and Dyspeptics.

It is very sustaining and nourishing, is readily taken by those who

cannot digest cow's milk, and is especially useful for the aged. It can

be made in a minute, the addition of boiling water only being necessary.

In Tins at 1/6 and 3/- of Chemists, &c. A large sample sent for 3 penny stamps.

ALLEN & HANBURYS Ltd.,37, Lombard St., LONDON.

(Â»J-The "Allenburys" DIET is a food for Adults and is quite distinct

from the well-known "Allenburys" Foods for Infants.

DON'T LOOK OLD

DARKEN YOUR GREY HAIRS.

Whatever you do, rectify the First Crey Streaks with

LOCKYER'S Hair Restorer

Which darkens to the former colour in a tew days. There is a keen demand for

young men, ihe middle-aged are cruelly pushed on one side. The first streaks of

grey hair are a sign of premature decay, and may mean that you look 11 too old "

for your position. Large Bottles, 1/6. Sold everywhere.

Lockyer'e Hair Restorer for over 40 years has saved many from dismissal.

J. PEPPER & CO.. Ltd., Bedford Laboratory, LONDON, 5.E.

CURED

BY

SULPHOLINE LOTION

Acts directly, suppressing the intense

irritation ; quenches burning symptoms,

imparting comforting coolness while

expelling the Eruptions. Pimples,

Rashes, and all Disfigurements at once

fade under its influence. Kept every-

where, or send i/- P.O. to Box 15,

Bedford Laboratory. London, S.E., for

a bottle by post

SULPHOLINE

Is a

Shin Cure.

TOOTH-ACHE

and

NEURALGIA

CURED

INSTANTLY

BY

Banter's

Nervine.

Of all Chemists

and Stores at i/ij,

and Depot, 13, St.

George's Street,

Norwich.
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r-SHEFFIELD CUTLERY AND PLATE, FRESH FROM THE FINISHERS' HANDS, AT GREAT SAVING IN COST.'

I Every description of Cutlery and Plate. Reputing and Repairs. Hotels, etc, supplied. Special attention to Foreign and Colon!*! Orders.

Iâ��Bâ��MsstssgSAMPLES ^odsL^ovi-il

"Special No. 1" Quality

Silver Plated

~ I

SOLID IMPROVED NICKELSILVER

,>N^ TABLE SPOQNSor FORKS

6yfepER00Z-

DE5SE.RT Ditto

\mB\ 5/6PER DOZ

TEA SPOONS

^E/3PER DOZ

warranted

to WearWhite^^

THROUGHOUT ^^Bv

on Best Solid Improved Nickel Silver.

Table Spoons or Forks, 10 8 dot., 5 3 J-dot.

I>eseeri 9 6 4 9

Tea 4 6 .. 2 4 â��

Egg .. 4 6 .. 2,4 .,

"AT

Quality Electro

Plate (E.P.N.8.)

Table Spoons or Forka. 16/- dot.,

Dessert ,, 10'- .,

Tea â� >! r'ctf S| ns. 0 -

7 6 Hoz,

S/- M

3> ..

CaUloprje In* from ffm. Cheptltam, Manarir.

The Christian Commonwealth, 15th March. 1888 says I We can honestly say we ore surprised that such article* can be supplied at so small a cosC

The table knives (6 - Â«tott are both stronuand handsome and would be cheap at double the price. The same remark applies lo the nickel Mirer "

ESTABLISH ED OVER 35 YEARS Money returned or Go-hIb exchanged if not approval, ("hc-iues ,-m.ssed " London City A Midlaml Bfeattk *

SHEFFIELD GOODS MANUFACTURING SUPPLY COMPANY. Havfflock Works. Young St.. SHEFFIELD.

^hinksmans

Asthma Reliever

Never fails to jive ease and comfort.

1 / per t in from all Chemist*, or 1/ per tin post free

from the maker, HINKSMAN, Chemist. Carluke.

GENUINE PANAMAS

Dp]

are' Prices.

at 1 On.I. 10 6 ; Sui<eriordo..

heavy silk hand. Itu&nia lea-

ther lined. 21 - : a few hun-

dred I cj i Samples (most

flexible made'. 30 6 Bpccialitt !

Despatch to all |Â«rt* of world C.U.I).

List Free. Colonial I'vttagt, I7-.

SOflKTft PAlUls, Dept. k. 14*i, Old Street. M l.ukr'y London

WREN'S BOOT

POLISH

pensable to every

Insist on it at once,

and boot cleaning will

be no longer a tedious

task, but merely a plea-

sant incident in the day's

work. It saves labour

and improves theleather.

Just a Smear and a

Rub of Wren's produces

an instant and brilliant

shine Order it

to-day at your

Grocer's or Boot-

maker's or send

7fd. in stamps for

samples i Black A

Brown), and put

them to the test.

WREN 6 CO., NORTHAMPTON.

TIT-BITS

Â£1.000 Insurance against Railway Accidents.

PIANOâ��Wonderful Bargain.

D'ALMAINE'8 00-CUINEA MODEL FOR 20 GUINEAS

SO Years' Warranty. 3 Days* Free Approval and Car-

riage. Nearly New 60-GuInea Model, Full Upright

Steel Frame. OVERSTRUNG. Under-damper PIANO.

Rich Burr Walnut Case. Accept 20 Guineas cash.

Easy terra* arranged. Full price paid will be allowed within three

years If exchanged for a higher class instrument. Several Second

hand Pianos from Â£10' ash. Colonial orders hare special attention.

n'AI MAIMF ,K,t- 123 years). 01, Flnsbury Pavement,

u nLmnint London. B.C. mpen till g p m. s>u.Â«p.m.)

'Capsicum

Vaseline'

"W ill not blister themnstdeliaiteskin. 'CAPSICUM

VASELINE' is the scientific and modern external

counter irritant.

Its application is the safest, simplest, and beet

home remedy for all |>ains and colds in the

chest, throat, and lungs: stomach cramps,

chilblains, and all rheumatic, neuralgic, and

gouty complaints : aiso particularly effective for

headache and toothache.

'CAPSICUM VASELINE' has all the healing

(pialities of the old fashioned mustard plaster

without its disagreeable features. In the tube

it is absolutely sanitary, and may be applied

easily, safely, and at a moment's notice.

Put up only in collapsible tul>es, 1/-,

If not obtainable locally, a sample tube will be

sent post free to any address upon receipt of

P.O. or stamps.

The word 'VASELINE â�¢ Is the Registered

Trade Mark of the

Chesebrouch Manufacturing

(CONSOLIDATED), NEW YORK, CO.

42, Holborn Viaduct, LONDON, E.C.

Highland Malt

Whisky

12 YEARS OLD

AT 38 PER DOZ.

BUY BY POST from THE BUYERS' ASSOCIATION.

Save all retail shop expenses and get this extraordinary value in Whisky,

H.M. Bonded Stores in Scotland, and supplied direct from wholesale

consumers by

THE BUYERS' ASSOCIATION LTD.,

70 to 74, Wlgmore Street, London W.

Cases of 17 bots., 38/*; cases of 6 bots., 19/0 ; cases of 3 bots., 10/-

Sent Carriage free to any adJress on. receipt of order and remittance
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The

best of all

XmasGifts

The " VIGIL" Watch

Gun Metal

Nickel

Silver, English Hall-marked ..

Gold-Filled (10 years guarantee)

Gold, English Hall-marked from

Unparalleled Warranty by the Greatest British Waterworks.

Entirely unaffected by Electricity. 3. Will not vary a

MINUTE A MONTH.

("This is more than four limes the guaranteed accu-

racy of the great clock at Westminster,"Bin Ben*")

is a Jewelled,Compensated, Non- MagneMc, Stem-

;et. Keyless English Lever, elegantly cased in

(ieuttcmcti * size*. Ladies' sizes.

21 - .. 25/-

21/- .. â��

37 6 .. 39/6-

42/- .. 42/-

75/- .. 55,6

Th? "VIGIL isthe best bargain ever offered, particularly in Gold, and is the mo:t perfect gift obtainable.

Order at once, of any Jeweller. In case of difficulty wiiie Watch Factory, \. S. L'ep~( Pkescot, England.

Sire tzin. by

2ft. ojn. long.

HALLS

Patent

GONG

Â« It rings in

Â§ a draught!

o

Â§ Most novel

and beautiful

XMAS PRESENT.

The tubes are

made of

SILVER & BRASS.

One gentle touch and it peals

forth a glorious chime like

CATHEDRAL BELLS.

Pries 21 - Can*. Paid U.K.

HEMRY'8, grs^wS."; Edinburgh.

Wholesale Onlr, Sole f 8. Hall k Soxs. Wrottealey Bt,

Manufactrt. â�  i"*teittÂ«<Â»i Birmingham, and Branchea.

POST

Have

you ever

thought that

smokers are bound

to pay for the extrava-

gant prize schemes by

which many cigarettes are

sold ? And if you never win a prize

or trouble about pictures you pay un-

necessary overcharges for what you smoke.

Now go In for cigarette value pure

and simple by buying

"WHITE PINE" CICARETTES

They arc made from high-class blended

Virginia Tobaccos, and from beginning to

end every expense unnecessary to the smoker

(' is rigidly excluded. Then, allow ing a narrow

profit on the cost of the cigarettes alone,

we arc able to sell themat the unprrc<-dentedly

low price of 1/4* per lOO. So confident are we

that you will enjoy them, if after smoking

five you are not satisfied return the

balance of 95 to us and we will return

your money In full.

Send P O. for 1.4 to the Manufacturerâ��

T. E. YEOMANS, Market Place, DERBY.
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Order your Newsagent to supply

WEEKLY EDITION

(Published eVery Friday, price 2d.)

You will find it a most interesting epitome of the Week's News, carefully

condensed from the most important Leading Articles, Special Articles, and Letters

to the Editor appearing in " The Times " during the week; a full summary of the

proceedings of Imperial Parliament; Ecclesiastical, Naval and Military Intelligence;

Law Rej&rts, Court and Personal News, Biographies from the Obituary columns of

"The Times"; Musical and Dramatic Notes; Sporting Intelligence, including the

full scores of all County and other first-class Cricket Matches ; a special Chess

Column; a weekly report of the Money Market; the latest prices of Stocks and

Shares with a record of their variations during the week and the Railway

Traffic Receipts.

ITbC UtmeB Weekly Edition is a publication particularly well adapted

for all who have not time or opportunity to read " The Times" daily, and

especially those residing in the Colonies and abroad. No gift from home would

be more highly appreciated by friends and relatives in exile than a copy of

XEbC tttmeS Weekly Edition regularly posted after being read at home.

In addition to the Home Edition, Three Special Supplements of tTbC tUniCS

Weekly Edition are published every weekâ��for Australasia and India, South

Africa, and Canada and the United States.

A SERIAL STORY

by a well=known and Popular Writer

is a permanent feature.

Printed and Published by " Tie Times" Publishing Co., Printing House Square, London, E.C.

A SPECIAL NOTE TO ADVERTISERS.

Unique is the only word to describe CbC {TttrlCB Weekly Edition as an advertising medium.

Its circulation is of the most valuable character. Each reader belongs to that intelligent and

thinking class to whom the astute advertiser makes his cheapest appeal. It is not strange, therefore,

that XLvC {TirrtCS Weekly Edition has continually carried a large volume of the Iwtler-class

advertising, a large portion of which has been keyed, so that results have been actually tested.

That these results are satisfactory is amply proved by the fact that the same firms continue to

advertise their goods.

An interesting feature of the paper is its immense foreign circulation. There is scarcely a corner

of the globe into which it does not penetrate.

During the 52 weeks of 1907 nearly 2,000,000 copies of the Weekly Edition were printed and

circulated, averaging a circulation of 36,000 per week.

Apply to the Advertisement Manager, " The Times," Printing House Square, E.C.
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Post Free.

A Perfect

Toothbrush at Last!

The 'Wessler' Toothbrush cleans both siles of

your teethâ��it cleans between thanâ��it cleans

the back teeth as perfectly as the Jrontâ��it's

the most efficient toothbrush ever manufactured.

The ' Wessler' Toothbrush never sheds its

bristlesâ��but wears perfectly.

the 'WESSLER'

TOOTHBRUSH

Every 'Wessler'

Toothbrush is packed

perfectly clean and aseptic

IN A SEALED BOX. Ask

your Chemist or Stores for a

'Wessler' Toothbrush to-day and use it.

Every genuine Brush is stamped 'John

Wessler s Model: Pamphlet FREE.

Sole Manufacturers:â��

G. B. KENT Â£r SONS, Ltd., 75. Farringdon Road,

London, EX

(Derigntd Inj Mr. John Wrmdrr, Director

Stockholm Dental Clinic.)

The easiest to useâ��most dur-

able and most cleanly

toothbrush ever

. made.

Make Your Own Marmalade

An excellent Recipe tn

Patent

'CROWN TONGUE

AND MEAT PRESS.

For economically

I preparing Tongues,

Pressed Brisket, and

Corned Beef at Home.

Pricesâ��

No 1 Hlb. 8 6

No 2 |7lb aite) 10 6

The Steel Hopier in cÂ«mtÂ«Nl

with While ulass Enamel

nth each machint.

WRITE FOR ADDRESS OF NEAREST AGENT

Follows4 Batk'i Patent Marmalade

M i !i:ii- renders the m iking ut this

Uelinicy at hoin<* a pleasure.

Saves Time and Labour.

No More Cut Fingers. ^

A GREAT SUCCESS!

THOUSANDS IN USB!

Cuts Three Oranges a Minute.

s.

Price 16/-

Db9* Home-made Marmalade

of the Finest Quality coats

under 2d, per lb.

if

FOLLOWS & BATE, Ltd., ^VHSStSZJtS^T,. Gorton, MANCHESTER. fL,,^^^

Send your friend a

CALENDAR

for 1909, especially if you

hive one abroad. There's

kindness in remembrance," and

nothing is a more constant or

pleasing leiniiidcrthanan attrac-

tive calendar. Chojse the one

shown here.

SOLID SILVER COVER,

Engraved with any -i /

Initial, price, post free, I /

I n itself it is a charming present.

For hosts of other similar novel-

ties send postcard for The

Bright Gift Hook ; it will be sent

you free. â��Bhight's Stokes,

13, Bright Bdgs., Bournemouth.

BRAGGS

CHARCOAL BISCUITS

Speedily Cure ArfdltT. Flatulence, Heart burn. Impure

breath, Indigestion, iHarrlxua. 4c

Pre von/ many an ittneas.

niffhW recommended by the Medical Profession. Sold

hy all rin-inisf* an.l Store* J',i..-nit" N . > . and 4; pet

tin ; Powder 2v and 4h. tÂ«rr little; Ixxengea, Is. lid. tin.

FREE TRIAL COUPON.

Anyone sending this Coupon U> J. L BRAGG, Ltd.,

14. Wiinnore Street. London. W.. with :i stamps fo_

I>oÂ«tagr. will re'eive a la. tin of hiiruitt r'KKF
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PRESENTS for

the CHILDREN.

NEW BUILDING TOYS, 2s. 9d. to 8s. 6d. per Set.

They never tire of these. Designs included. _

Packed In strong tiox. post free.

changes.

Our Special 2; in. gauge " Experiment," Â£3 18s. 6d.

Send ad. for 10f) page Catalogue of all the latest and In Toy*

and Games for this s, uson. Wni king Models of all kinds.

W. H. HULL Ct SON,

4. North.Western Arcade, BIRMINGHAM.

DO YOUR EYI

ES

Trouble You

Arc your eyes or eyelids sore or inflamed ? If a

a cold in your eyes, or styes? Are your eyes

tile result of scarlet fever or measles? If so, yoa

should at once send a post-card to Stephen CJreen,

210, Lambeth Road, London, for a copy of liis

interesting handbook, " How to Preserve the Eye-

sight," which will be sent FREE, It is packed full of

information, and tells you about that wonderful remedy,

SINGLETON'S EYE OINTMENT

which has been curing all illnessesof the eyes, eyelashes,

and eyelids for upwards of 300 years. Neglect yoor

eyes now, and you may soon have bitter cause to regret

it. Singleton's Eye Ointment is supplied by Chemists

and Stores everywhere in the ancient pedestal pots for

2s., and it keeps its wonderful healing virtues for years.

BARGAINS IN FOREIGN STAMPS.

The "WONDER" Packet contains 60 different Foreign and Colonial

Stamps, including Hong Kong 1 dol. on 96c, obsolete cat. 16 :

Orange Free State, 1/- yellow, 1st issue; Rare Mozambique Co.. 1st

Issue. 200 rets (cat. 2/6); Dutch, Do Ruyter issue ; Chunking br

i'- candarins, unused; Nicaragua, old issue, view (cat. 4/-}; Persia.

12 rb_ on 1 kr. icat 2 6.'. obsolete, and the 9 kr. iShahi of the 1903 fcawc ,

the rare U.S.A. 30 cents black, ItfTt issue (cat IK), Be Mae. UK

and the scarce 4c. (motor car! of the Bu"alo Exposition set. as well as

many other good stami* This packet Is usually sold at 16 - or

more, but we offer it for a short time to St h and readers meniioaing

I'acket No. 611 at the bargain price of 1.'- post free (abroad 1.6J. UnTj

one packet to each applicant. " A. B.O." Catalogue of all wtsmpa, TSOpp-,

noÂ«t fret- ] BRIGHT A SON. 164, Strand. London. W.C

r rr^ fbys mm

contains an amazing article by Dick Donovan entitled A GREAT TURF FRAUD,

in which this well'known writer of detective tales describes the most sensational

fraud of modern timesâ��the Goncourt Turf Fraudsâ��wherein, assisted by several of

the most trusted detectives at Scotland Yard, a gang of criminals fleeced the Countess

de Goncourt of over Â£10,000.

There are also about Eighty Pages of

specially-written Sporting Stories, including:

A Big Game

Episode.

ALBERT DORRINCT0N.

An Arctic

Reformer.

BERTRAM ATKEY.

Providence A Lost Elixir,

in the Saddle. C. A. RIDDELL &

R. RAMSAY. BERNARD DARWIN

Concerning Catchpole.

By HAROLD BEGBIE.

The Count's The Twelfth The Ensnaring

New Cue. Rat. of Doreen.

C. E. HUCHES. JUDS0N BOLT. REEVES SHAW.

Among the numerous articles are:

A Good Retriever; Canoeing and Sport on the Ottawa; The Earliest Fox; Hare

Tracing in the Snow; Shore Shooting; and Auction Bridge.

Xmas Number FRY'S MAGAZINE. 6d. Net.

NOW ON SALE.

Thieves

Hollow.

J. M. DODINCTON.
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Seven Millions

sold and in use throughout

_ie world. Star Blames are

absolutely the Best. Ask your M

Cutler. He will tell yju \.

THE REASON WHY

191 Years. Over 7,000 Shaves with

one STAR BLADE.

Copy of Testimonial just received:

" IJournemouth. â��My Star Blade is a

very old friend, as I have had it since

February, '89. â�� Lt.-Col. ."

Single Razor, IaÂ£?;]

Do., in Calf Wallet, 7/6.

Kxtra Blades, fully guaranteed, 4/-,

Cases, Two Blades, 13 0; Four, 21 -

Seven, 35/-. Other Cases, 10 - to 100'-,

Write at ouce far lllai

MARKT & CO. (LONDON)

6, CITY ROAD,

Of all Cutlen. SiWenniithrf, .

rated Catalog**.

Ltd., Razor Dept.,

LONOON.

r Ilifth class Chemists.

You get lasting wear s a,'

as well as style i/yI

Footwear

SPECIALTIES:

Avardtd Gold Medal

for !-..â� â� â� >.-.

"F.asiephit" Footwear is made in so many

different grades that even the most fastidious can be per-

fectly suited. There are half-measures in the sizes, but

no half-measures in the quality ; from the first cut of the

leather to the last polish of the brush it is perfect.

Write to-day for our Jubilee Catalogue, which we

will send free to any address.

GREENLEES & SONS,

341a. Argyle Street, GLASGOW.

I

lii

THE

LAW OF

FINANCIAL SUCCESS

Fifth popular edition. 66,01)0 copied sold.

104 pp., 10 chapters, paper hound. Plainly

written, easily understood, and tells you

How to accumulate money.

How to make \ our sjiare money earn

more than savings hank interest.

How to distinguish between good and

bad investments.

How to retrieve losses and secure the

best profits.

How to realise cherished plans.

How to analyse and develop the dormant

or lacking quality essential to success.

How to improve your financial and

general well are.

How to make money safely and

judiciously.

GUARANTEE.

The Publishers guarantee, In the event

of any dissatisfaction, to refund imme-

diately upon return of the book, not only

its price, but postage both ways In

addition.

Orders at one shilling per copy, stamps

or P.O., will be tilled in rotation as re-

ceived until the edition is exhausted. At

no time has any publication met with Buch

popular approval, the book being as

necessary as daily bread to every intelli-

gent man and woman ambitious to improve

their circumstances.

SEND FOR IT TO-DAY.

THE FIDUCIARY CO., H 359, Tacoma Bldg.,

Pubil her*. CHICAGO, U.S.A.

YOUR SIGHT

Through Spansa Lenses

BECOMES SCIENTIFICALLY TRUE.

For Ion* or short sighted people Spans* Lenae*

correct the defective vision without interfering with

that sight that needs no correction.

Spansa Lenses are so shaped that there is no glass

before the eyes where none is needed; therefore

the eyes are not strained under any cinumatancet.

Spansa (ilavies give lonier life to your eyesight

by relieving all strain upon the optic nerve.

RcmemW ! upon the Quality of the Lens depends

the correctness of your night.

Smart in npiiearame light in weight, the effect

upon the face is Itoth attractive and pleasing.

We test your eyes hy the latest and tÂ»est methods,

or will arrange for them to >w tested by your local

optician on receipt of his name and addren.

If .Hi., to call, write for booklet No. 3.

W. WATSON & SONS. Ltd.,

313, High Holborn. London, W.C.
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RED GIANT

IS

18

the Best.

Always Ready.

Can be carried in

any position. Will

not leak or blot. Made

i Best Red Vulcanite.

Spiral Spring Needle.

Post Paid, 316.

JEWEL PEN CO. Dept. A.

103, Fenchurch Street, London, B.C.

To be had of High-Clou Stationer!.

FOOT'S SELF-PROPELLING & SELF-ADJUSTABLE

Wheel Chairs.

ted on new and improred principles

table the occupant to change the in-

clination of the buck or

leg-rest either together or

separately to any desired

,x>sitiun. meeting every

demand for comfort and

necetwity; also supplied

with Dingle or divided and

extensible leg-rests. Have

specially Urge rahber-

tyrcd wheels, and are most

eaxily propelled. \"o other

Wheel Chairs are capable

of so many adjustments.

WHEEL CHAIRS

of Various Designs

from 40s.

Write for Catalogue F3

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd., Patentees & Manufacturers,

171, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON. W.

A NEW JAM SPOON

AVOID STICKY

FINCERS

by using a Spoon that will not

fall into the jar. Plated 1/3,

Silver 7/3, postage id.

From all large Shops and

Stores, or wholesale from

ABBOTT BROS.,

SOUTHALL.

BOOT DEALERS, STOREKEEPERS

Buy direct and save 30 per cent.

Write for Illustrated Wholesale Lists- 1,000 varieties.

EVERY PAIR GUARANTEED FAIR WEAR

HOLMES. BOOT WAREHOUSE,

LEICESTER, England.

SIGHT-READING FOR PIANISTS

This desirable accomplishment can now be acquit ere/

in a short time by personal or postal lessons

by the NEW SYSIEM.

"I am delighted with the progress my

had made under your system."

"I feel that the consideration for tht

was valuable In every sense of the word."

For PROSPECTUS,

REPORTS by well-known Musicians,

NOTICES in the Musical Press,

RECORDS of Remarkable Rtsults,

OPINIONS of PUPILS,

Apply, personally or by letter, toâ��

THE PIANOFORTE SICHT-READINC SCHOOL,

"ew Bond ~

(yearly oppo

1S7,

Street, London, W.

SHORTHAND

IN TWELVE

LESS0N8.

HOW TO

TURN YOUR

LEISURE

Â£ -1

Â£ s. d.

The System of BUYING BV POST aselaborated by the BUYKRS' ASSOCIATION

offers extraordinary opportunities to Ladies and Gentlemen to increase their incomes

in a pleasant and most interesting manner. If you desire to Increase your

Income and largely benefit the circle of your friends, please write

for the Income Scheme Pamphlet (sent free on application) of the

BUYERS' ASSOCIATION, LTD.,

70 to 74, Wltfmore Street, London,
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CHINA, CHINA, CHINA.

ARTISTIC & DURABLE.

Non-cracking quality from the

Premier and Only Manufacturer

Advertising in this Magazine.

KO MIDDLEMAN'S PROFIT.

PRICE

LISTS

FREE

COMPLETE SETS

OF DINNER,

TOILET,

OR TEA WARE,

from

3/-

BADGED WARE,

for Hotels, Churches, and Schools.

WEDDINQ PRESENTS AND PROFITABLE

BAZAAR PARCELS A SPECIALITY.

Daily TestimjHuils prove no ruihish kept.

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE.

Advertising Presents with Most Packages.

ROYAL CROWN POTTERY (Dept. 53),

TUNSTALL, POTTERIE8.

For complete information see " British Medical Journal."

KONDS

EUONYMISED

COCOA

"Compared with ordinary cocoa this is a little more

expensive, but it is a remedy as well as a strengthening

beverage. It U invaluaole in occasional or chronic cases of

Biliousness, Dyspepsia, Liver or Stomach Troubles,

and a preventative against all such disorders. rur 25 Years

it has been manufactured and supplied privately on the

recommendation of some of our most eminent physicians.

It can now be obtained through any Chemist or Stores."

IN TINS, 16 ft 26;

Ob rsou tri Distkirutikq Agextsâ��

MAY ROBERTS & CO.,

9, CLERK EN WELL ROAD, LOW DON, E.C.

SPIELER WATCHES. Xmas Offer.

For a Few Weeks Only. The Manufacturer* "of the we]

| known Swi*Â» made patent Non-.Ma*fiietic I^ever Watch

' Jive made arnuiRements to supply the reader* of Tur.

rt Key lei

M â� 

netal

with their smart key lew waUhe*. gun

ickel fininh. Ladies or QcDL'I siÂ«e, at the

ted price of 1 - only. These splendid

w.ilehesare perfect timekeepers and an* Kiiaraiiteed

hy the makers for twelve months from (Into of pur

chase. We have supplied as con tractors hundre 's of

thousands of these watches to the English Presa.

Send hi. at once to the Spieler VWatch Co., 4,

Broad St. Building*. Liverpool St., London,

EX.. to oiiMire curly o-liv.ry Al'ci.i- \\

r

Warm Your

House for

A Book for

Everybody.

From Village Creen to Downing- Street.

The Life of the Rt Hon.

D. LLOYD GEORGE, *.r.,

By J. HUGH EDWARDS and

SPENCER LEIGH HUGHES

(" Sub Roia " of " The Morning Lender ").

On Snle at nil BookÂ»tÂ»llÂ». or pout free Is. Id. from GEORGR

NEWNES. Ltd.. Dept. S. Southampton Street. Strand. W.C.

RALC STOVES

Require no coal, no gas, no fixing.

They range from 8/6 upwards.

"RALC"heat is the cheapest,cleanest,

and healthiest heat obtainable. Every

genuine stove bears the word " RALC

Let us send you our little free booklet,

telling you all about these useful

stoves. Write to day to

RIPPINGILLE'S ALBION LAMP CO., Ltd.,

ASTON ROAD. BIRMINGHAM.
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17ro23*Southampton Row, Holborn,

LONDON.W.C.

A LARGE SELECTION of XMAS GIFTS

CATALOGUE POST FREE.

We have in stock a large selection of Antiques and reproductions.

All our goods are marked in plain figures, and can be supplied on

our Gradual Payment System without extra charge for credit.

We extend your payments over I, 2, 3, or more years and

ADD NO INTEREST whatever. Our general Terms are: â��

Worth Per Month.

Â£10 6 O

Â£20 HO

Â£50 :. Â£18 0

Â£100 Â£2 6 0

Â£20O Â£4 10 O

Â£500 Â£11 5 O

Handsome Inlaid Cabinet, with

double glass door.

Height. 5ft. Width. 3ft.

An Ideal Xmas Qift.

Price Â£3:15:0.

Any amount pro lata, or by other periodical payments if requited.

gap- NO DEP08IT REQUIRED. ~m

Carpets and Linos planned and laid

free. Country Orders packed free

and Carriage Paid.

Goods delivered free.

Country Customers* fares to town

paid on all orders of Â£30 worth and

upwards.

5 per cent. Discount for Cash.

SOCIETY NOTES

PLAYS

PICTURES MUSIC

LITERATURE

NEEDLE-WORK

CUISINE

THE FOREMOST LADIES'

PAPER FOR FASHION

AND SPORT.

THE MOST

UP-TO-DATE

LADIES' JOURNAL.

CHILDREN'S PAGE

HUNTING

FISHING

GOLF MOTORING

Â» * # HOCKEY

Published Every Wednesday ^"V^ KENNELS

PRICE 6d.. FARMS

# â�¢Â» *

A Series of Articles on

Auction Bridge," by

Mr. W. Dalton, is

now appearing

fortnightly.

â�¢ * *

THE SMARTEST

LADIES- WEEKLY.

or Post Free, old., from

CEO. NEWNES, LTD. (Dept. S). Southampton Street. Strand. W.C

ETC., ETC., ETC.
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Half

Cases of

3 "Bottles

This original case contains six large bottles of the celebrated

blue and gold label "4711 " Eau de Cologne, and will be sent

post free by any chemist or dealer in high - class perfumes

on receipt of 12/6. Single Bottles can be obtained (also in

fancy shapes and sizes) of all dealers from Is. to 15s.

Wholesale :

R. J. REUTER, 5, 6, & 7, Denman St, Piccadilly Circus, w.
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"Yes ! just tHe very tKii\g."

SEND AT ONCE FOR JOHN THRIDGOULD'S

1

s- CHRISTMAS CARDS Is-

AND SEASONABLE NOVELTIES.

Don't miss this. Never before has such a Shillingsworth been

offered. Nothing Prettier or Better could be wished for.

CHRISTMAS & NEW YEAR PRESENTS.

You get the whole of the following Splendid New Assortment:

A most charming selection of

TWENTY-FOUR CHRISTMAS AND

NEW YEAR CARDS, POSTCARDS,

CALENDARS, Etc.

All most beautiful folding and embossed

designs. Published value, Id., 2d., 3d., and

4d. each. Among the Novelties will be found:

A charming Leaflet Card, Silver Horse Shoe,

Jewelled, an emblem of

GOOD LUCK.

Leafletted and neatly bound with Bow of

Silk Ribbon.

Something very novel is a card selected from our

HOLLY SERIES,

Sprays, entwining pretty viewB. A very

seasonable Card.

Also a very fine Card is a

SPRAY OF PINK CARNATIONS,

by Raphael Tuck & SonB, with words by a

celebrated author.

FLORAL STAND CARD.

Also published by Messrs. Raphael Tuck k Sons.

A very prettil}' designed trifold,

THE GEM SHAPED CARD.

Likely to be a great favourite amongst the

youngsters at this festive season.

A most artistic card iB

THE FLORAL HORSE SHOE.

Threefold jewelled design, very exquisite.

A very prettv

CHILDREN'S XMAS CARD

which is sure to be admired.

The Artistic Series of six

PICTORIAL POSTCARDS,

comprising Christmas and New Year, Birth-

day and Loving Wishes. So fashionable at

this season of the year.

A very Comical Calendar is

MRS. PUSSEY & HER FAMILY

out motoring, a model of Ingenuity, con-

structed to stand, with Calendar, and wishing

a year of happiness.

WHAT1 MORE?

Yes ! Last, but not least, is our ANNUAL

FREE GIFT, comprising a very superior

Card entitled

GLISTENING DEW.

Selected from the works of Messrs. Raphael

Tuck & Sons, leafletted, ribboned, and finished

in the very best style.

INDEED, A CHARMING GIFT.

la all, Twenty-lour Presents a fascinating assortment that. It bought la the ordinary way,

would iost at least HVB SHILLWOS.

The whole of the almve will he sent, securely packed, on receipt of P.O. for Is., and Two Stamps to defray postage, or ,

two different assorted Parcels, P.O. 2s. and 3d. for Parcel Post. A picket of Large Envelopes to fit cards, 3d. extra.

Shopkeepers and Agents should send for Wholesale Catalogue and Samples of Christmas

Cards, Novelties, &c, post tree, 3 stamps. CHEAPEST HOUSE IN LONDON.

JOHN THRIDGOULD & CO. (Dept. X.S.),

18 & 20, Sidney Street, Commercial Road, London, Â£.

Established 1851.
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LEARN BY MAIL. BE A

PUBLIC OR COST ACCOUNTANT

Â£500 â��Â£5,000. ACCORDING TO ABILITY.

THE ONLY PROFESSIONS IN WHICH

THE DEMAND EXCEEDS THE SUPPLY

COST ACCOUNTING 's now for 1 h" first time crvsÂ«

â��m^^mtallized by us into teachable

form by mail, affording a new and highly-paid calling

for Book-keepers and Accountants of every grade.

Our Course represents the practical experience of

40 years of one of the ablest Cost Accountants and

Systematizers in the world. You can take it in spare

hours without interfering with present occupation or

loss of income.

PUBLIC ACCOUNTANCY is recognised now every-

â��where as a profession

same as Medicine and I aw. We teach you in your

spare hours to pass C.P.A. Examination, fitting you

for prac'ice anywhere. Our Course of Mail Instruc-

tion was prepared and is taught practically by Certified

Public Accountants and Lawyers of highest Manning

in New York.

Cost Accounting, Theory of Accounts,

Practical Accounting, Auditing:, Com-

mercial Law, also Book-keeping: and

Business Practice.

You cannot fail in either Course, being aided by

instructive individual suggestion and criticism. We

GUARANTEE their practicability.

Write for particulars to Department 4,

UNIVERSAL BUSINE8S INSTITUTE, INC.,

27-29, East 22nd Streat,

NEW YORK, U.S.A.

I

I

I

â�¢

i

Artificial

HANDS, ARMS,

LEGS, & EYES.

Oldest Established la

the World.

j Comfort, I

Ligkin

ess.

Durability I

World-wide reputation for

excellence of construction.

PRIZE MEDALS:

LONDON, PARIS, DUBLIN, ft.

Jlluttrated Catalogue pott free of

W. R. GROSSMITH,

110, 3TRAND, LONDON.

Tt'lfphonfr : No. 1-197H Oxtku.

Situations Worth Money

i

You want a situation worth money. The situations in the

Electrical and Mechanical Engineering World are worth

good money. There is also a big demand for trained youths

and men, and we can train you by post, direct to your

home, in your spare time, for one of these positions.

Remember, we have done this for thousands of people and can

do the samf for you. It costs you nothing to And out for

yourself. You simply fill in tne free coupon. It places

you under no obligation whatever to receive our Free Hook.

It gives you the fullest particulars of the situations you can

obtain in Electrical Engineering, Electric Light and

Power, Electric Tramways, Motor Car Management,

Mechanical Engineering, Mechanical Drawing,

Engineering Mathematics, Locomotive Engineering,

Marine Engineering, Coal Mining, &c, &c.

Fill in the Free Coupon

Now,

FILL IN THE COUPON.

And Receive Free Particulars of

Good Positions Waiting for You.

FREE COUPON.

To the Electrical Engineer Institute of Correspondence Instruc-

tion, 437, Norwich House, Southampton St., Holbom, London.

Pleate tend mt your free book. " How to Become an Electrical or

Mechanical Engineer."

Name â� 

Address

J
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Colou

Silver 5/- & 7/Â«

*Tbe Rutomatio

goeii> pointed

- <X5X PENCIL.

Sold by

ALL

Stationer*.

Bookie! I rs.

and Railway

Bookstalls.

Wholesale:

KARA STATIONERY CO ,

2, Oresham Buildings,

Bagloghall Street, LONDON, EC

Jt is the ivorks that are

all-important in a watch,

and the works in my 50 -

Silvci Knglish I .ever arc

et|ual to those in 18-cL

Lever Watches at /Jjo.

Watch exchanged, or

cash returned, if not approved.

BEFORE BUYING A XMAS

PRESENT, send for my Price

List of Watches, Clocks. Jewel-

lery, Silver and i laird Articles,

etc., with 1,000 Illustration*,

post free to any part of the

world. Single Articles' at

Wholesale Prices.

SAMUEL EDCCUMBE,

MaM \ACTL'lltk AM> IliroltTEIt.

11, Cornwall St., PLYMOUTH.

=8 SILVER

Real English

Lever

For

50/

WINTER RAINS!

WET STREETS!

DIRTY ROADS!

YOU NEED A FAIR OF

SOUND STRONG BOOTS

OF TIP-TOP STYLE.

For name of

nearest Agent,

writeâ��

'K' Boot Manufacturers, KENDAL.

PURE HEAT

WITHOUT SMOKE OR SMELL

CLARK'S PATENT HYGIENIC

I

"SYPHON" STOVES

The heat generated by the "Syphon" a

Mov.! is Abso uu'ly Puie. No Fumes or I

Smell i an pass into tih- apartment All I

produt ti of combustion are rendered In- I

nocuous by automatic action within the |

stov . Pure Heated Air only being emitted.

Supplied to His Majesty the King.

Of all Ironmongers. Stores, Gas Cos, or B

of s t LA K & CO, Make s, Compton â� 

Woiks Canonbury K< ad, Hlghuury, â� 

i ondon. N. |

Send postc rd for descriptive booklet m

No 91 Ire-',

Â§ mmm â�¢ mmm m mmm e J

PIANO IN 12 LESSONS.

No

dr

..fry or tediom practice 1

Thix t ml'.- wonderful new method teaches

3 Â«><i In a few weeks to jiluy hundred*

of Sacred and Secular piece-*. Accompaad-

menu. & lÂ«i ."ii- from Comic u | Â«â�¢ ras, etc..

from ordinary music, without the fi

of it teacher. The ret-ultÂ« are Mm *"

marvellous WE POSITIVE!

GUARANTEE SUCCESS

EVERY CASE. Suitable for eitiie

Piano. Harmonium, or Organ, end for

either adults or children. No previous

knowledge required. The 12 Lessens

complete, 3 1, pÂ»-r Foj-tul Order. No

further expense We also Publish:

â�  if a The Musical Indicator, or Vamping nti

fcfi ' *C Glance, 31; The Biiou Musical Bus.

^^-J Â» representing a. musical lx>x. playing ax

â�¢ nirs. 1 1; Topsyturteydom. a marvellous

musical curiosity, 1/1; Violin in IS Lessons, 1/1: Palmistry Mads

Eiisy. 11; How to Get Rich quick. 1.1; French in la Leasoo*. 11;

The Si-* Shorthand, learnt in a few hours. 1/1 ; Language* Made

Easy, 7d- ; Scientific Bridge Simplified, or Uow to Win with

Absolute Certainty. 11. Catalogue Id.

THE IMPERIAL PUBLISHING COMPANY B Dept., 9 to IS. Oxford Street. London, W.

30

0

0

o

)OOC

0

0

oc

Insanitary Telephones

See Page 112.

â��Â» inniâ��itâ��
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EIFFEL TOWER

Nothing Like

Delicious Light Buns and

Cakes are made with certain

success by using Eiffel Tower

Bun Flour.

BUN MAKING MADE EASY.

Lemon,Almond, and Vanilla, Id.

&3Jsd. pkts. Of all Grocers.

BUN FLOUR

TRELOAR

FOR

CARPETS

AND

LINOLEUMS

Send for Catalogue and

Coloured Plates of Designs.

I TRELOAR & SON,

Ludgatc Hill,

LONDON, E.C. M

AXMAS ^|

PRESENT

Jusl the DeÂ«k for a Present at

this timeâ��it is light, lasting, and

practical â�� also inexpensive.

Made of Solid Oak, fumed

and waxed, and truly a master-

piece of the cabinet-maker's art.

Height 48ins.. width 24ins.,

deplh 9ins.

Only 19/6.

T. JUSTICE 4 SONS, Ltd.,

DUNDEE.

THE CLOCK THAT MAKES TEA,"

A HANDSOME CHRISTMAS & NEW YEAR GIFT

Wakes You, ^

YOU set the

CLOCK,

and the rest

f Is done for

you auto-

matically,

without

human" aid.

Lights Lamp,

Bolls One Pint

of Water,

Pours Out

Puts Out

Lamp,

and

Bounds

Gong

when

TÂ«a Is

Ready.

Price 42

Postagb Extra to Cover n lbs. Weight.

Illustrated Booklet Post Free.

AUTO. TEA MAKER CO (1>jpt- s>-28- corporation

^w^^ur^unfVun 8tr8Â«t. BIRMINGHAM

BE ALWAYS PREPARED1

FOR RAIN

by buying a re:il Waterproof such as the " Nosredna" i

â�� absolutely impervious to rain. Light, strongs'

durable, and odourless.

"Nosredna is the Hail-Mark of

Waterproofing Perfection. "

SEND TO-DAY FOR OUR CATALOGUE, which

gives full particulars of nil kinds of Water proofs and

Rubber Goods. We challenge the world to produce a

Waterproof superior to the " NOSREONA" at the same

moderate prices.

Write or Call for OUR HANDSOME

BOOK of Patterns and Price List,

which will be sent post free.

Anderson's Bristol Rubber Co., Ltd.

(E$taUiÂ»hed tsso/

15, Queen St., Cheapside,

London, E.C.

3, Green St., Leicester

Square, London, W.C

9, 10, 13, High Street, UristoL

FACTORY-

â�¢â�¢walk Rubber Works, Bristol

Font ordert a,ul eitqutrut to

Dept. 8, Bristol:

or through your Tailm

"utfitier. or

DO YOU SUFFER WITH

Neuralgia, and find most remedies

practically useless ? You may cure

it quickly and certainly with

NEXA. Once used always recom-

mended. Thousands of unsolicited

testimonials. Post free 2/9 from

The NEXA Medicine Depot,

52, Delancey Street, Regent's Park, N.W.

.NEURALGIA I

FACTORY

T0 WEARER

DIRECT.

Send for Catalogue post free.

Cuntaioiflf hundred, of dr*ie/n, at one

hVl/ utiu I retail priew.

MV 3PBCIAL GUINEA RINO

onl> fi'ee you a Â»ery Wight idea of tbe

cuormoua uvin| you make uipurcfcauu

direct frotn me. and taring all kntermed,â� 

â�  te aad middleman* profit*,

guarantee absolute satisfaction, and 1

turn money in full if not approved

RINGS, 10/6 to Â£26.

XSrNENCER,

J.walUr Â« W.tck Muotocm

76, HIGH ST.,

BIRMINGHAM.
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dS^ MASTER TtfE^

MM ' SCIENCE

\ ft

of Salesmanship and

Treble your Salary.

Whether you nre selling your services or

goods, or engiwed in any mpo-- ty with a bui

firm. we show ynu how tOqntdn* Increase

earning power to an eitr.iordinary degree,

teach ynu how to develop and use your abil

to the best advantage, and to

MAKE RAPID HEADWAY.

Write for our handsome 1

Science of Salesmanship," wh

be sent free. Address :

Dept. 2, DIXON INSTITUTE,

103 ft 105, Oxford Street, London, 1

IHng

mess

AN â��

Appeal to Your Charity

For years the Editor of The Sumiay Strand has

assisted a few of the most worthy philanthropic societies

that seek to aid the helpless and succour the needy. By

the jjetisros'ty of the readers of his own magazine sub-

stantial assistance has been given, and thousands of

readers have m ide him their almoner. Now he appeals

to the readers of THE STRAND MAGAZINE on

behalf of

"The Sunday Strand" Dinner Fund (8th year),

Dr. Barnardo's Homes,

The Church of England Society for Waifs & Strays.

Many who read this appeal may l>e disposed to aid

such good work, but may be doubtful how to distinguish

the most worthy and deserving Society amid the multi-

tude of supplicants. Having unique facilities for

estimating tne value of charitable organizations, the

Editor of The Sunday Strand is prepared to act as

your almoner, and will distribute your charity with

jealous care. Every contribution will be separately

acknowledged, and a list of amounts received will

appear in The Sunday Strand each month.

Donations should be addressed to the Editor of THE

SUNDAY 8TRAND, 3-12, Southampton Street, Strnnd,

London, W.O.

"ATLAS" LOCKSTITCH MACHINE

39s

E'pial in size and

quality to anr machine. Workis by

hand ortrwtdle. 4 years'guarantee.

To ensure satisfaction, machine

Â«ent on receipt of ft*. P.O. for ONK

" NTHS TRIAL. Balance can

he paid fis. MONTHLY. Write

kir designs and samples of work.

Atlas Sewing Machine Co.,

1*1*. High Street. Camdcu Town,

Londnn.

"SIESTA" Automatic HAMMOCK

Specially nrnde for both sgsÂ» The very acme

NDOOR & OUTDOOR USB. _>^lV^Â£"l of comfort. By

the simple

movement of

the body, and

without an j ad

iusttnent, the

hammotk can

t* extended fiom the

Lounge or reading

iKisition to the Kevum

Wnt position as illus-

trated, or vice versa.

It is the simplest and

. The rery thing lor thore

1 of choice American

i Hani-

most wonderful Chair-Hammock made,

who lor* ease and lmurv. Constructed

wood, with Rust-proof Fittings.

In superior Famy (\uiva*. only 17/6,or with Canopy, 21 -.

In Rot-proof Canvas, 21-: or wltn Canopy, 25 6.

Write for Free Illustrated Booklet, describing i he Siesta

Hammock The Siesta Chair The Siesta Tent, Ac. Ac

THE 8IE8TA CO., Harrogate, ENG.

Londonâ��Ccscl ft It oris?, fl, Kdmund Ptare, Aldersgate St., E.C.

Johannesburgâ��Mr. \V. I a-mux, P.O. Box 1814. C.ilrntt.-i-KitoOM A Co.. USM. Dharmiitala St.

MIXTURE

LIGHT S-' COOZ.

Smokers unable to obtain " Luntin" from their

Tobacconist may have a sample posted by sending

six penny stamps to the Manufacturers,

THOMSON Â«S PORTEOUS, ,

EDINBURGH.

WE HAVE NO CONNECTION WITH ANY HOUSE IN LONDON.

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS.

GENUINE CAMBRIC HANDKERCHIEFS at FACTORY PRICES

We shall be happy to send a selection of any goods on approval, CARRIAGE

PAID, to customers who will kindly favour us with an indication of their

requirements, also books of samples covering a much larger range.

SPECIAL ILLUSTRATED LIST OF CHRISTMAS NOVELTIES NOW READY.

PLEASE WRITE FOR A 00PY.

U Alinif EDPIIICEQ Plain and fanrv herastitrhed. embroidered, embroidered and lace trimmed I

nnnuitcniinicrsi allo Lad),,' and Genu' Initial! from 7/Â» to 167-. Every initial In itock.

IT PAYS TO BUY DIRECT FROM OUR FA0T0RY. Please write for Illustrated Price List and Samples.

\ JOHN WILSON & SON (Belfast) Ltd., ^MffiA'Bffir" Downshlre House, Belfast

EDINBURGH 1131, Princes Strut; GLASGOW t ISO, Buchanan Street; BIRMINGHAM 183,1 Factory: HARRYV1LLE, BALLYMENA.
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How to Grow Slender.

OF INTERE8T TO ALL WHO ARE TOO STOUT.

THESE REMARKABLE RESULTS CAH BE ACCOM-

PLISHED AT HOME.

FULL EXPLAHATIOH IH THE FREE BOOKâ��READ IT.

MR. F. MEREDITH CLEASE,

The Ibtevtor or thb Oumu System.

1. Student of Anatomy for three years at Dundee

University.

3. Possesssr of the highest qualification obtainable

the first-class diploma of Ills Majesty's Service.

3. Director of Exercise of Haileybury College, Hertford.

4. Five years Physical Director of the Birmingham Ath-

letic Institute (the largest of Its kind In Great Britain).

5. Author of various standard works dealing with

Physical improvement.

Mr. F. Meredith Clease, the inventor of the celebrated Cte;i>>e

Method for Reducing Obesitv, has, after many years of study

and research, effected a method which surely thins and makes

symmetrical the body, without the aid of drugs or dieting.

This method has l>een proved to be successful in the most

obstinate cases. It is now offered to you.

Mr. Clease, late Director of Exercises to Haileybury College,

has devoted twenty years to the study of the body, and his

efforts for the radical reduction of flesh excess bv natural

methods only hive at last been crowned with success. It is

now possible to reduce the abdomen or hips from two to six

inches in a period of less than six weeks, and by the method

perfected by Mr. Clease a stout and ungainly man or womin

can quickly possess a symmetrical body with improved health

and increase of strength.

Thousands of people living in all par s of the world are

using this method with complete success. Absolute proofs of

the alx>ve statement can be supplied.

A beautifu 11 y-illustrated book, entitled " The Art of Physical

Beauty," has recently been published, which contains the fullest

information of the new methods. There are eighty pages fully

illustrated, and the ordinary price is is. Arrangements have

been made for 10,000 copies of this book to be given away whilst

the edition la'ts, in order to get this system quickly known. If

you wish to improve your figure send for this interesting work

at once before the copies are exhausted. Applications will l>e

treated in rotation. Address F. Meredith Clease, Ltd. (Dept.

joi), 74, New Bond Street, London, W,

That Awful Itch

With Constant Torture, Days and Days

of Agony, and Sleepless Nights. Then

Instant Relief, Restful Sleep, the Skin

made Pureâ��the Cure is Complete.

" I suffered for over three years with Weeping Ecieina " says Mrs E

Barker, of Audlt-y Range. Blackburn. "It Btarted with a little spot

on my knees, but quickly spread o?er my whole body. 1 spent pounds

and pounds, and went to every pod doctor I heard of. but kÂ«pt getting

worse. Nothing would atop the awful itch and burning. It.-r I

began to use U.D.D. people wete afraid of me. I looked so terrible My

hus'iand waÂ« the "r.ly one who wimU approach me. and it was only he

who would take care of me. I had to stay in bed from the middle of

May to the middle of J uly. Then I heard of I>. D. D., and sent to my

eh mist for a bottle. The effect waa simply marvellous; it stopped the

Itch at once so that I oould sleep peacefully, which 1 had not done for

many, many months betore. Then I began to get better fast, and now

my skin is clear and white, not a spot anywhere. It ia now the 9th of

October, and I am still entirely free from the terrible disease. U D D

haa certainly saved my life."

Many hundreds of other people have been quickly

and permanently cured of their Eczema or other skin

trouble by D. D. D., the Guaranteed Cure for

ECZEMA

and

All Skin

Di

lseases,

after having used ointments and internal drugs without

success. If you want to be cured i

1 go to you 1

chemist

at once and let him tell you what he knows about this

real Eczema Remedy. If after consulting him you aie

of opinion that D.D.D. will cure you, by all means buy

a bottle, but if you are sceptical, read the following

offer and take advantage of it immediately.

THIS BOTTLE OF

D.D.D.

The Guaranteed Cure

for ECZEMA and

All Skin Diseases

IS FREE TO YOU TO-DAY.

D.D.D. is obtainable at

all Chemists' and Drug

Stores, but if you wish

to try D.D.D. before

buying a bottle, just send

name and address, one

penny stamp, and the

name of your chemist.

If you do this at once,

this bottle of D.D.D. will

be sent, together with

Book entitled "Cause and

Cure of Skin Disease,"

Absolutely Free of Charge

by return of post.

Colonial and Foreign

enquirers must send six

penny stamps or P.O.

The D. D. D. Company, 28, Bangor

house, Shoe Lane, London, EX.
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The Christmas "CAPTAIN

19

P
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Q
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This is an illustration from The Middy Of the

" Blunderbore," a rattling serial of modern life on

a battleship, by Charles Gleig. " Nobby " Han-

way, the hero, geis gun deafness. He doesn't like

to report it to the Klect-Surgeon for fear of being

invalided out of the service. In consequence, he is

always making ludicrous mistakes. One day, when

Han way has been on shore, he hires i native sam-

pan back to the ship, and this is run down by a

junk, the captain of which callously refuses to pick

up the crew of the sampan. Hanway is depicted

in the act of remonstrating with the cold-blooded

scoundrel.

c

Â©

JS

"3

s

c

o
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The Champion'e Conqueror.â��A picture from a

fine wrestling serial by Percy Longhurst, himself an

ex-champion. Wat Crosthwatte, champion of Gras-

mere, has a row with his master, a blacksmith, and

(ells the latter to the ground. Wat thinks he has

killed him and disappears. He is at length run to

earth by a chum of his, who finds him employed as

n shepherd in the mountains. Their meeting is

depicted above.

A picture from P. G. Wodchouse's fine new serial,

The New Fold, which is a sequel to The L06t

Lambs. Mike Jackson, a meml>er of a great

cricketing family, instead of going to the 'Varsity,

has to enter a bank, and his triend Psmiih, an

Etonian, familiar to readers of The Lost Lambs, ii

placed there at the suggestion of the manager to

study commerce. Psmith, who has plenty of money

and doesn't mind getting the sack, starts taking tt

out of the manager in every possible way, ana in

ibis picture we sec him just returned from a political

meeting where the bank manager has been making

a tpercfl which be, Psmith, has ventured tocriticiset

much tothe annoyance of the manager'sconstitucnts.

The Train Pirates is a series of tales, by Francis

Marlowe, about the thieves who rob the freight

trains on the Sunset Railway in Canada. The thieves

are led by a notorious ruffian called Black Michaels,

and here we see an encounter between Black

Michaels and a member of the Freight Patrol named

Sullivan. In this tale Black Michaels receives the

deserts of his wrongdoings.

N â�� R.hJ.. p_' n CIYPlTllIf^ir Pott free 8Jd- from GEORGE NEWNES. Lid.

HOW Ready. Trice dlAlXnisE.. (Dept S) Souih.mpton Street. Strand. London. W.C.
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FOR XMAS GIFTS

AS THE PNEUMATIC

TYRE IS TO THE

OLD-FASHIONED

SOLID, SO IS THE

WAVERLEY FOUN-

TAIN PEN TO ALL

OTHERS.

ITS DISTINCTION

LIES IN THE FREE

RESILIENT ACTION

OF THE NIB AND

FAULTLESS FLOW.

WAVERLEY

FOUNTAINr

PENS

FINE, MEDIUM,

BROAD & OBLIQUE

. . POINTS . .

Every Hand Suited.

EVERY PEN GUARANTEED.

a a

Price IO/6

and upwards.

a M

ILLUSTRATED

CATALOGUE

. . FREE . .

ARE YOU AWAKE? READ THIS!

Buy Your Bedsteads in Brand New Condition

from Factory at Makers' Price.

For 19 Years I have supplied the Public Direct

(without making use of Shops or Stores) with Bedsteads,

Wire Mattresses, Bedding, Cots, Curbs of every

description, and also general Household Furniture.

Prompt Despatch. Packed Free. Carriage Paid.

CASH OR INSTALMENTS.

Fully Illustrated Catalogues Post Free.

CHAS. RILEY, Desk 12, Moor St., BIRMINGHAM.

THE FAMOUS

"Jfab"

Razor

Thi description given of the

Hiile "Mali" as the finest

â� having implement in the

world is confirmed in thou-

sands of testimonuilv

Black Handle .. 2s. 6d.

Ivory Handle .. .. 39. 6d.

The "MAB"

SAFETY RAZOR

WITH EXTRA BLADE.

Fricc 3s. 6d.

Safety rnxon with a number

of inferior bl ides are of little

value, but perfection is at-

tained when fitted with the

famous " Mab " M ides.

"jvraB" eÂ©..

Newhall St., Birmingham.
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NATURE'S DRINK,

The Ideal Drink for "Balls and

Christmas "Parties.

You will FEEL WELL, EAT WELL,

and SLEEP WELL, and always have

a BRIGHT EYE and CLEAR COM-

PLEXION if you drink

PROSET

Prominent Ears

are quickly remedied by the use of Nurse

Golion s i ar Cap. A hygienic appliance,

comfort aMe to wear.and musing no injurious

prcesure. Uaed by Royalty. Gold Medal

190ri. Price f <6. post free 2/7.

Measure from centre of right ear in direct

line over lop Â»f head to centre of left ear.

from centre of right ear in direct line round

ba<-k of head to centra of left ear.

From Nnrac Golton. ft. /South Street, Park Lane, London, W., and

all leading Bnby Linen lioum, M h >Â« i/< Aoentn: 8. Jfav. Son

and Son*. 7â��12, Ald<r*0ate street, Lowlon, B.C.

S ] K A I

be refunded.

â��EstÂ£

HIGH-CLASS

ETCHINGS AND ENGRAVINGS

published hy the famous firm of FROST & REED,

47, DUKE ST., London. S.W. ; 8, Clare St.,

Bristol; and 47, QUEEN'S RD., Clifton, are

obtainable from the chief Piintsellers' everywhere,

or direct. A CATALOGUE containing 190

ILLUSTRATIONS will be sent for Is. (which

will be refunded if a purchase be made).

â� Established 1808.

4n-o/ef

jfasfihned

an

oldfashioned

Mellor's Since is

charm

prepared from the same recipe, and it

bottled and labelled in the tame style as

it was when it was first introduced.

Mellorfs

Sauce

i â�  saucy,

The most commonplace dish is made

piquant and appetising by its use. It

gives zest to the palate and helps you to

enjoy your food as you should.

Mellor s Sauce is for Chops, Steaks, Soups)

and Gravies, and Is sola by all stores.
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BARGAIN SALE

TWO COATS

for Iho

PRICE OF ONE.

Direct from the

Manufacturers

to the Wearer.

106

1316

Note the

Wonderful

Prices.

HEWn "t,. CHESTER

BREASTED Cattlw Paid ou Two. FIELD

FRONT. FRONT.

Made by the most skilled cutters ami

workers in the country. These coats

are really marvellous value. Samples

of cloths sent by return ; you will then

see what you are buying. We guar-

antee to return all monies if not highly

satistietl. Made in Urey, Royal, Green,

Brown, Navy 1 weeds; also

in the new Blanket t'ioths

and Her.1, y Serge.

Lengths, 48, 50, 52, 54in.

All One Price.

When ordering state chest vieasurement and length required. A

most elaborate catalogue sent frtt on application.

SELLERS, Ltd.,

Manufacturers, Wholesale Warehousemen, and Shippers,

GLOSSOP. MANCHESTER.

Established 1789.

Model Makers to the Admiralty, the

Principal Railway Coys., etc.

Working Models

(British Made)

SCALE MODEL LOCOMOTIVES, as supplied by us

to the Railway Coys.

STEAM, ELECTRIC, HOT AIR, AND CLOCKWORK

ENCINES and Trains of all kinds.

NEW ELECTRO DISTANT CONTROL SYSTEM,

which can be added 10 any Railway.

STEAM, TURBINE, ELECTRIC, CLOCKWORK,

AND 8AILINC BOATS, Launch Motors, etc.

RAILS, POINTS, SICNALS, STATIONS, and all

Rolling Stock.

Full Particulars and Illustrations of above ami Electric

Lighting Plants and our latest Designs will he

found in our New Catalogue (just published), 3d.

post free lo Strand readers.

CLYDE MODEL DOCKYARD & ENOINE DEPOT,

Model Engineer*, Yacht Builder*, d- Electrician*,

ARGYLL ARCADE, OLASdOW, N.B.

LADIES OWE IT

TO THEMSELVES

to wear the well-known

â�¢FIFE' BOOTS.

Because they are Honestly Built to

Meet every Winter Requirement.

The â� ' Firr" lÂ« the perfect boot for Outdoor

btrvlce, Hockey, Golf, Motoring, etc.

Carnage pant to all i>artÂ»of th4

Fuitetl Kimntotn. Foreign t>v*t-

ute extra. Stm$ lor amir

tmtiim of /out) ami P.O.

Tun Waterproof Leathers AH Mies,

narrow, medium. auU broad fittings.

Order a pair now, and let them

prove their merit In the wearing

Write for Free Catalogue covering the Family Footutar needs.

A. T. HOGO (No. 641. BTRATHHIGLO, F1FB.

1'ioucer and Leader of the " Boots by Post " Trade.

18/6

.1 Group of IIEA RXE dt CO.'S Staff, photographed recently.

XMAS GIFT8. XMAS GIFTS.

THE WHITEST LINENS IN THE WORLD DIRECT

FROM THE GREAT IRISH LINEN HOUSE.

Indies' Hand -Embroidered Handkerchief*. 5 6 utd 8 6 n doz. Chil-

dren's Fancy Border Hand ken hiefs. 1 - a dot. Indies' and Gentlemen's

Linen Caninric Hnndken hiefs. embroidered with any initial, 3 0 and

S 3 tlie lislf-dox Handsome Empty Boxen fret- with any artlelssj re

quired fÂ«r Presents Hand-Embroidered Frilled Pillow Cnse*. 1 6each.

Hand â�¢ Embroidered I:, .i-i inl- 9 0 ettch. Send for <â� â� ' il vie of

Linen*. Indies' t ndercbithing. A |Tons. Gentlemen's Shirts. Collars, etc.

HEARNE & CO., Ltd., WATERFORD, IRELAND.
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The Warm and Noiseless Floor Covering

Combining the softness, warmth,

and nclisclessncss of l>est pile carpel

with the cleanliness and economy of

linoleum, Allen's Cori]iiet solves

many a knotty problem in tl<><>r

covering.

Corquet is real cork car|3etâ��not

cork linoâ��of the finest qualityâ��soft,

yet firm, pleasant in form and colour,

easily cleaned, perfectly hygienic.

It has stood the severest tests for

durability, both as regards pattern

and material, and is specially suitable

for offices, libraries, corridors, bed-

rooms, and nurseries because of its

natural warmth and noiselessncss.

The Laities' Field says : ** MfÂ«a J. J.

Allen's Corquet, a cork carpel of excep-

tional quality, U . . . obviously the

ideal flijor-covering. The self colours are

particularly artistic and attractive."

Corquet is obtainable from Messrs.

Allen's Bournemouth Works and

Warehouses, carriage paid, from

1/9J per square yard, and upwards,

according to thickness.

Patterns and full particulars post

free on application

Send for free list cf

Useful Xmas Gilts,

or " Draping and

Screening Deco-

rations."

JJALLE

2, The Quadrant,

Bournemouth.

ALSTONA PAINTING

fAlatont CRYSTOLKCil fninUnpl,

YOU van PAINT Itttttitiful picture* *ud minimum,

without any knuwlolgv of

SK ETC'HINU "r lrKAH ING.

Beginncr'n nut til. 7 6; Complete outfit. Â£1 Is,

lt<>oW <>f tint ructions, 1/-.

THE AL8TON GALLERY,

Dept. C, 310, Regent St., W

Mate of 5--', V-w Ikmii Stn et >

If you cant geton w itK olhc r pens, t ry \ Ke

^TELEPHONE PEN,

Bcw.cy24 assorted. per\5 post/rector*

i 7^iamo3 â�¢ .IQH^fiEAlH. BiRNIHGHAM.

-5

â�¡

TafÂ»* HrÂ»ri*m]ic of rhÂ»rÂ»ct*T. ItuMnes* ami Money Prospect*,

Murriiufe Partner described, with date of Future Kvent* and

< It mir< - Hrcupitrlj Kir en. Sent) birth date, l P<>.. â� tfttzii>ed

envelopeâ��

MADAME VERNON 5.E. . 32, Savtle Drive. Leeds.

Immfmati:'A*r> Satisfactory Kr.rucs.

I

Your Own Address

printed on dainty notepaper- piper whirh

will make letter-writing a pleasure. Send

postcard fur specimens which we will send

you post free. You will lÂ»e delighted with

the variety of style- offered for your choice,

and our prices will certainly please you.

ATKINSON, 6, King; Street, ULVERSTON.

DEAFNESS

A new invention of greatest importance

to the Deaf, which is unsurpassed in its

curative effect upon Deafness, Catarrh,

and Headnoises, and the only Treat-

ment that can he easily self-applied with

safety and success, isâ��

KROEGER'S

Patent Electro-Chemical

EAR BATH.

No Shocks ! Only a gentle heating

effect due to electrisation of the seat of

disease. Immediate and progressive

improvement. Highly recommended

and endorsed by eminent authorities.

Welcome Present to the Deaf.

Send particulars of case or call and

MARTIN KROEGER,

13a, Wig-more St., London, W.

Specialist in Advanced Electrn-TI
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JOSEPH

GILLOTT'S

FIRST

WHEREVER

A FRANCO-BRITISH

EXHIBITION AWARD.

Joseph Gillott & Som were awarded ihe Grand

Prix for Quality in penmaking at the Franco-

British Exhibition -one more proof of the con-

sistent merit of every pen turned out by the First

of the Penmate n.

QAMDIE PADn "f niirhcst Quality Assorted

onmnc v/inu pen9 Wllt ,-iat on receiptor

S'l. stamps. Sixpenny Assorted Sainnle Box for 8d. stamps.

If difficulty iu obtaining, pens Â«ill be forwarded post free from

JOSEPH GILLOTT & SONS

(Dept. 40), 37, Cracechurch Street, London, E.C.

China 5

Inc'udea Dinner. Tea, Breakfast, each Set for 8

parsons; fall sized Toilet, dainty Trinket Set.

3 Jugs and a Teapot. The Lot 21 -â�  Packed Free.

Money Returned if not delighted.

Cv the most economical method* of production.

Huge Sale* anil Cash Payments, we cat!

Save You 5 - in every 20 - T^r

May we prove this by sending you a Complete IUos-

trated Catalogue (in Colours) shornng the most

BEAUTIFUL PRODUCTIONS

For tbe Home, or HoteR Schools, ete., or for making

sensible Charming Presents.

You can then easily Compare

Prices and Quality with values elsewhere,

and convinc 8 yourself that we

still maintain our supremacy, and really

do give the very Best Value.

Send a Post-card NOW. even if you do not intend to

Buy just at present.

Have it ready for when you do.

Vincent Fine Art Pottery Co.

iDept. F), Buralem. Staffs.

Solid 9-ct. Gold

| Signet, with Initial:

engraved,

Â£1 1 O

j8-ct- Gold,

Â£3 7 6

18-ct. Gold.

Rubies and Diamonds

Â£2 15 O

Solid o-ct. Gold Plaii

Links, engraved

3 Initials on two

18 6

18-cl. Gold,

all Diamonds,

Â£4 4 0

or Sapphiie and

Diamonds,

Â£2 10 O

WHAT SHALL I

GIVE AT XMAS?

The old problem is

before us, and we

are wondering what

choice we shall make

in order that our

gifts may be appro-

priate and accept-

able. It ought not

to perplex us, for in

every case we should

determine lhat the

present shall be of ac-

tual worth and utility.

JEWELLERY IS

ALWAYS

ACCEPTABLE

for both ladies and

gentlemen appre-

ciate gifts of this

natureâ��whether it be

for use or ornament

â�� or both. It both

charms and delights

1 the recipient, and

proves a lasting sou-

venir and a perpetual

reminderof thegiver.

WE SAVE YOU

MONEY.

This season we have

an unusually wide, varied,

and choice stock, espe-

cially suitable for Pre-

sents. All our gems are

guaranteed genuine,

metals are Hall-marked,

and in many cases of

exclusive design. We

want you to realise this,

and we therefore ask

you to send a postcard

for our new splendid

illustrated 150-page Cata-

logue. You could not

have a wider choice or

spend your money more

economically.

We will forward

CATALOGUE

POST FREE

by return to all applicants.

Address postcard toâ��

CRENFELL, FRAZIER & CO.

(Dept. 4), 12, Edgware Rd., LONDON.

Dainty Gold Pendant,

set Pearls and

Turquoise,

11/6
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00 DIXON'S <X>

DOUBLE

DIAMOND

SS/-PORT

per

dozen.

" David," said brother Ned.

" Sir," replied the butler.

" A magnum of Double Diamond, David, to drink

the health of Mr. Linkinwater."

V Ha!" said brother Ned, 6rst examining the cork

and afterwards filling his glass, .... "this looks

Wei', David."

" It ought to, sir," replied David. " You'd be troubled

to find such a glass of wine as is our DOUBLE

DIAMOND, and that Mr. Linkinwater knows very

well."â��Vide charles dickens.

" A'ieholat XickUby," Chap. mvfi.

This Brand has been shipped without Inter-

mission for the last 100 years, and Is the

property of Morgan Brothers, London and

Oporto.

To be obtained ofâ��

The Combined Wine Growers and Distillers Syndicate,

37, Mincing Lane, London, E.G.

Sample on receipt of 3d. to cover postage.

I YE YOU

COLLARS**

'FREE O

I want to prove to every reader of The Stkand

Magazine that I can give value for value about 10/- in

the pound more than any ordinary retail shop

HERE IS A PROOF.-I will forward on receipt of

P.O., value 7/6. a Suit of NATURAL CASHMERE

Underwear (all wool), comprising Pants and Vest; or,

if preferred, a Suit of Natural Lamb's Wool. The

extraordinary value I am offering in these goods is

undoubted, and I am only looking for a profitable

return from the repeat orders I am

convinced I shall receive.

NOTE.â��To every reader of Thk

Strand Magazine ordering either

of the above bargains, I will give free

with each Suitâ��3 Fine Linen Collars.

If desired Two Vests or Two Pairs of

Hants may be had in place of complete

Suit. The Vests are made either long

or short sleeves.

â�  my u

Shirt Talk," sent post frte.

W. COATES

Underwear Specialists

J.

[Shirt and

267. ParK Road

LIVERPOOL.

TO AUTHORS & JOURNALISTS.

â�¢J The writer, whether he aspires to write novel*, short stories, or

article*, often si**nds yenrs in 11 congenial work, rebuffs and

drudgery being the only return for the time and lalmur spent

Â«I THE COURSE OF LITERARY TRAINING jirumoud by the

Literary Correspondence College, teai-hes the aspirant 'o serve hi8

apprenticeship to Literature in the briefest time possible.

*J The College also undertakes Literary Agency ItLgineM of all kinds.

For full particulars write at "nee for Pamphlet S to the Literary

OoaanroHKacc College, y, Arundel Street. Strand. W.C.

First Lessons in Story Writing

2s.6d.net. By BARRY PAIN. 3s. ML post free,

â�¢fl Of this work the We*tmtn*ter Gazette write* : " The beginner who

takes these lessons to heart may be quite assured of an adrant ge

orer bin competitors."

How to Become an Author.

By ARNOLD BENNETT.

A Practical Quid. ; full of useful hint*. Si. net, 5.. *J. port free

THE LITERARY CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE.

9. Arundel Street. Strand. W.C.

25

True Tales

of Adventure

is Uie title piven to a collection of some of the

most remarkable true stories which have ever

appeared in print. No fiction writer ever

thrilling as these true tales.

Some of the Titles are:

A Fight with a Sting Rayâ��In Quest of n

Treasure Caveâ��A K..II of Three Thousand |

Feetâ��The Diver and ihe Devil Fish-

Entombed in a Capsized Shipâ��Held by ar

Octopus-Walked Off by a Tiger, Etc., Etc.

Of all Newsagents and Booksellers, or post free,

i/j, from the Publishers, GEORGE NEWNES,

Limited (Dept. S), Southampton St., Strand, W.C,

1/=

NET.

RED NOSES

are what we guarantee to absolutely cure at a nominal

nle*s h rae ' â�  'â�  â� ' â�¢ 'â� ' which is specially pre

Elone;

â�  ii 1111 uit'iit

wo sLunii* for

HARVEY BROWNLOW. 76, Cecil St., Manchester

The "Zyaper'N.

is ihe only towel which

Stretches

when the wearer stoops, like the old-fashioned diaper.

They are the softest and most absorhent. Ladies who

golf, ride, etc., will appreciate their immense advan-

tages, A trial will prove their superior comfort, utility, I

and protection. *

Obtainable at all chemists, draper*, and stores in -%

'-. t'6. and Â»/â�  per do/. If any difficulty is

enced, a sample towel of either size will be for*

" ?d securely packed and post free, with name

nearest agent, on application to The Lady

Manager, CUXSON, CERRARD & CO.. Ltd.,

Corporation Street, BIRMINGHAM.

OWNER WANTED

for a very valuable green-rovered book, entitled OUR

COSY HOME, edited bv the Managing Director, and

published by the HIGHBURY FURNISHING COMPANY, Ltd..

Exact Corner Park Street, Upper Street, Islington, London.

Contents : A complete treatise on how to furnish from

a cottage to a mansion with elegance and durability

absolutely without the aid of capital. Everyone may

become the owner of this valuable little work, which will

be sent post free to all applicants.
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It has taken years of costly experiment to perfect the

'' Ludcord"â��the strongest and most durable Carpet on the

market. The "Ludcord" is seamless. It is reversibleâ��

note that. It is low in price, because woven on a special

loom. There are numerous imitationsâ��Why ? See that you

get the real thingâ��Treloar's "Ludcord."

Many Exquisito Colours & Arlistio Designs.

3 yds. by 2 yds 10/6

3* yds. by 3 yds 18/6

4 yds. by 3 yds. 21/-

4 yds. by 3iyds 24/6

CAN BE 8UPPLIED IN STAIR CARPETS AND RUCS.

PARTICULARS SENT ON APPLICATION.

SEND FOR PATTERNS AND PRICE LISTS.

TRELOAR & SON (Dept. 25), LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C.

AN IDEAL PRESENT.

There Is nothing which will give bo much pleasure as the

~ THUMB STYLO PEN.

possession of a TOM

Write* a* smoothly as a lead pencil, hut with inkâ��m.ooo words nt one fil

of your Stationer (bt sure and get " TOM THUMB' i. or iu-ii "

91 & 92. Great SafTr

!hn \<c carried in any position without leakage. Obtain

direct to Manufacturer* BURGE. WARREN A R1DGLLY, 1 "

' k in full if n"t sittiwfm't-TY. Writ*- for new t'ntalogue.

It is a VERY COM-

MON cause by

Reason of the

CKUDK TANNIN it

contains, the same

harsh fluid used

for tanning lea-

ther. This crude

tannin in tea

HARDENS the STO-

HACH, retards the

flow of GASTRIC

JUICE, hence FLAT-

ULENCE, weakened

NERVES, and LOST

COMPLEXION.

BUT THERE 18 ONE TEA

FREE FROM CRUDE TANNIN.

A Natural Tea, bat Specially Prepared.

OVER 1,000 DOCTORS NOW PRESCRIBE

THIS " TYPHOO- T IPPS PURE TEA.

One Doctor writing *ays : " / ha-.-e tried ' Typlum-

Tipps' Tea on a dyspeptic with marked success.'

Over 600,000 Said. A REMARKABLE OFFER !

CORNISH ORGANS.

MARKABLE OFFER!

FREE

In order to i each all our

nadsts who are Inter-

ested Id the powlbillty

01 buy innâ��now. or In

the futureâ��one of their

f a m o u â�  organ*, the

Cornish Co are offering

a -mi > of their twauilful

orgau book, free. It

gl v ct you many facta

and hinti, which will

mi( you in am p >un.ii.

You will find it in vein

able when the time to

purchase comes. Send

for a copy now. It's free

It you name this paper.

Every intending pur-

chaser should -ee this

I3< ok, aa by following

the Cornish Plan you

a*T* o*t-'h>rrt. Th'-v alao offer to soma fide rnqulrera

the Catalogue e >d a copy of Overbeck a wonderful pic-

ture. " The Great Rriuaal,' 'published at JS/-. If sit stamps

are sent. A postcard will save* you many sovereigns.

norlal Hall,

mdon, B.C.

CORNISH ORGAN GO.,
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LADIES I LADIES I LADIES Â¥

Never before has such value been offered. Money returned if not fully satisfied.

BARGAIN PARCEL OF LACE CURTAINS FOR 12 6

i Pair superior quality I^ice Curtains, nrtUiic fl iral design, 3yds. long, 54m. wide.

I Pair handsome new design and good quality Drawing-Room Curtains, ?Â£yds. long, 6oin. wide.

1 I>ace Cover for Sidrboard or Table Centre, very fine quality, KenaUsance design.

1 Pair pretty Bedroom Cuit.iins, produced in a very strong net, s^yds. long, 43m. wide.

Sui'plikd in Whitk, Ivory, or Ecru Cjlour; Carriage Paid Throughout the Umtkd Kingdom.

Our Catalogues sent free on request. Every page full of money-savers. Bargains

galore. The largest and most comprehensive stocK in the Kingdom.

John Cordeux & Sons, Ltd., Clifton, Bristol.

(ESTABLISHED MORE THAN HALF-A-CENTURY.)

FOR XMAS GIFTS AND

FIRESIDE COMFORT.

DRYAD FCRNITPRE .Um1Â« iinrnmlM. nmvidinjt â�¢

light, really Â«. rvi. Â«.!.].â�  HOUSEHOLD FURNITURE

to harmonize with modern (le.t>mlioTl.

NO OTrlBR CANE FURNITURE .'.iiiali it in

workmarmh'p and deign. Write for fullv IlliiM rat.-.l

i.l'ill f DIRECT FROM THE MAKER.

H. H. PEAl'H. H I>rpt., IS. Ore.! Central St.. LelmMr

VARICOCELE

Its Ouises, Symptoms, Results, and the various

debilitating troubles, with ensuing loss of Nerve Power,

clearly descril>ed, together with the most modern

scientific and painless method of treatment. Sent seateti,

post free, two stamps.

J. S. MURRAY, 7, Southampton Row, London, w c.

This

NOT A MOTOR CAR

thousands

full is. ad

But it Is

nevertheless

A NEW AND

CLEVER IN-

VENTION. a

useful and

Â»in u * i n s

lain ion, .

mid out.

flat for ;-â� .(... ,

extends to 4

inrhtl by 4

iuchem. Field.

and Maffnifjioc

<i lasses; also

Mirror. TÂ«l*

*"â�¢â�¢,â� Â«â� , and Com

l-ass all roan

hined. Offrred

at 1 -, and ad for

l-arkinrand jÂ»Â»t

<v-f to introduce

1 I.-.";: r of

of ether "Bargains by Post." "Full satirfacttaa or

rvfuuded."â��PAIN BROS. (Dept. llaCf, PRESENTS

HASTINGS lEWO.I.

recommended by Medical Men. No Steel in

'flective Jind Lifdit- Equally comfort .ble in â� 

^ erect or roclinitip position. Consult it

â�¢ Btezu V Price Lists Free. Insist on having

â�¢ Truss. J'hov baring 'h* Co. 1 n /m/ a

' genurxf. All kinds of Elastic Goods. Be]

s'fmrsf 'rmy k S'tru, * White's

iss Co.. Ltd.. *W, Shaft sburv \ \.

L-*d.T Consult nm- Kt<

Every Lady should know

that Southalls' Sanitary Towels are a comfort, con-

venience, and saving of the cost of washing, and an

absolute necessity to healthâ��

Southalls' Towels

the greatest invention of the age for women's comfort, are sold by Drapers, 1-adies*

Outfitters, and Chemists, in silver packets containing one dozen at 6d.. also manu-

factured under their improved Patents, 1/-, 1/6, and ?/â�¢. A trial will immediately

convince that there is no substitute for these goods.

â� 1- in the four standard size* post free in plain

r. IT, Bun* Street, Ilinniiijtham.
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STRONG AND HAPPY

This is ihe way they feel nowâ��the men who were

once ill and weak, who were always nervous and trembling,

and who never knew what it was to enjoy peaceful sleep.

They are now free from pain and awake refreshed and

full of energyâ��are light-hearted and self-confident.

HERE IS THE SECRET:

Electricityâ��that's all. This grand force is the only

natural restorative ; the only certain means of curing

ailments of a nervous and debilitating character. All

who suffer in this way should lose no time in investiga-

ting the claims of the Pulvermacher hlectric Belt, which

fills the body with nerve-life, warms the blood, and

restores both physical and mental energy.

FREE BOOK.

In order to prove our claims, and that the general

public may know more about electricity as a curative

agent, we have prepared a 90-page book (illustrated),

dealing with the subject in an interesting manner, and

this we will send free for the asking to those interested

in the development of vigorous health in men and women.

DO not delay t Call for a personal test if you

can. If you can't call, cut out this advertisement

and send it to us to-day, and we will mail you the

book by return.

THE PULVERMACHER INSTITUTE, Ltd.,

36, Vulcan House, 5C, Ludgate Hill, LONDON, E.C.

Be IVArTAI) of Mechano-

A 1/VvlUK Therapy.

Â£600 to Â£t,000 a Year

WE TEACH YOU BY MAIL.

In six months ynu can Wrin pnu-tining Hechaim

The-mpyâ��an devoting ami MgnljjMfa prolâ��loB

fnr men ami Â«unwii. Mon- i/..m|Â»rehÂ«iurive than

Oatoouathy. E<nlurs-<1 h> phyÂ»iriaÂ»n. A fawi

Dating Ktuily. e.uy to learn uml equal to college

count*â��we guarantee wrrow an ordinary exlura

Uon ami our ooarw of Itutnactioa flu you fnr

a pro.'uaaional life Authorized diplomat to

graduate*!, Work , .1 ingly interesting

Va*t opimrtunitiox for mm lal and financial

betterment. 8|**rial terms now. Write today

for prÂ»Â»t>rioctud-fn:c.

American College of Mechano-Therapy,

Dept. 611 130 Randolph St. Chicago, III. USA.

Something NeW in

MANICURE PASTES

Recommended by all the leading

SOCIETY LADIES, ACTRESSES, Ac.

MISS MARIE STUDHOLME writes:

" Your Majestic Nail Polish is excellent."

This unique preparation imparts a marvellous and

lasting lustre to the nails which cannot !>e equalled by

using any other means.

Prices 1/-, 1, 6, and 3 - per Jar.

Can of obtained from all first-class Chemists or dtrtet. po$t

free, /rum the sole manufacturer*:

The MAJESTIC TOILET PREPARATIONS CO.,

20, Great Winchester St., London, E.C.

THE .
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'IDEAL

Reed Organ

With one, two, and three

Manuals and Pedals,

\ 3-Maniial " IDEAL

H now on view M the

Works rontaining 5.000

keed-. not any of its Q?

Hill compass speaking

stops sounding alike in

1 one

I'tease $ewt /or desenptim

liookletand i^articidarsfrom

J. W. SAWYtR,

Beesten Organ Works,

LEEDS.

AWL-U-WANT

Useful

alike in

the

Home or

Work-

shop.

Save Money by Repairing- your

Boots, Harness. &c.

Price, complete with thread ...

Larger Size, for Heavy Work

Of all Leather Dealers. Ironmongers,

post free from

"AWL-U-WANT.'

0. GATE STREET.

LONDON. W.C.
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DRINK & DRUG

HABITS CURED

By the recognised Teetolia

Home Treatment.

We prescrilw special treatment to meet each par-

ticular case and send it in plain sealed package, also

highly qualified medical advice, free, upon receipt of

particulars. The Teetolia treatment acts so rapidly

and so efficiently that within four days from the com-

mencement of administration the insistent craving for

drink is absolutely destroyedâ��so much so, that even

the thought of alcohol becomes nauseating. So safe is

this treatment that it can be administered to the most

sensitive of either sex with the utmost confidence.

Teetolia has a most powerful tonic and stimulating

action on both the nervous and muscular systems.

That fearful condition of depression isatsospeedily over-

come and a feeling of buoyancy and well-being super-

venes, which must be experienced to be fully realised.

OUR OFFER.

Thousand* have been cured t<r tht* treatment, ami wa

guarantee to cure you. The tn-atmeut -value 21 -

it bent you absolutely free

u|ion jouc MttUoiliag tlllB

magazine, and no payment is

expected jf you are not attii

tied with the licnetH rereived

We take your word. If you

write today, addreaÂ»inÂ« the

T'-et<.lia Treatiiiriit Awnn

5Tr*g.â��

21/=

TREATMENT

FREE

aSS l j-

nvf, in the first pi

eturn of post a privi

â�  illation sheet, toftetl

t 1 ,4

TO TRY.

, Â°r

ate con

L together wfih

a valuable hook on thla tuh-

ject, po t free in plain enve-

lope, to be followed by treat-

ment upon receipt of ataU-

maat of cam.

' * {in. by lln. Ilicn Speed.

Your Sons

want to

make a

STEAM

ENGINE

They

Have

No

Lathe ?

We have pot over this difficulty for you, and are

now supplying a magnificent set of accurately-

machined castings, with all bolts, nuts, and

screws, with illustrated instructions, by means

of which you can construct the splendid model

illustrated above without the use of a lathe or

other machine tools, for the low price of

Carriage

IO/6

Paid.

8TUART-TURNER, Ltd., Henley-on-Thames.

*

I

Keeps

Contents

RED HOT

OR

ICE COLD

TO

â� 

V

USEFUL ALIKE

THB

SPORTSMAN,

TRAVELLER, SOLDIER,

AUTOMOBILIST,

PHYSICIAN, NURSERY,

etc., etc.,

OR ANYONE DESIRING

A HOT OR COLD

DRINK INSTANTLY.

Guaranteed Satisfactory

or Money Returned.

If your Dealer hasn't them we

send on receipt of Price.

* * * 4

SEND FOR BOOKLET.

British Caloris Co.,

233, Regent St., London, W. j

INvaiuablc run

RHEUMAriSMiGOU

il./

Si

CERTAIN CURE FOR ^

CHILBLAINS

STEELE

MARSH

Jtl

A BOON FOR THE COLD WEATHER.

THE MIKADO POCKET

HAND-WARMER

will k- â�  â�  you copy And comfortable in the coldest

weather. Handy to carry' 111 lady't muff. Alar*

linhta cigHPi ami duairtte*. Safe and reliable

>o flume, no coiil. A (hild om work it. Always

rrmlv for uÂ«e. A nipâ��and there you are. Price

aei--t fie. -ACME SUPPLY CO., 134,

South Portland

XMAS DANCES.

A 8URFACE

LIKE

TURNER'S

Tlif ORIGINAL. Died for 21

jmcn V<M Frw. 1 S. 1 1". Â« W.

Ar.i y nml Navy ami nil lcndiiifc

Store., or II Tl'RNKK. Kl.lou

(irotf. MASL'HF.STKR

ICE

Simply

Requires

Sprinhling.

POLISH

A WINTER COMFORT!

"VEE" Perfect Safety Kettle.

This Kettle, genuinely supplies

a long-felt want. It d'jes not

boil over, nor does the lid fall

off. Saves its cost in cleanliness,

rusty fenders or gas-stoves. Send

Sample Kettle: qt. size, 2/-; vpt. M7e,

2/6, post free.-VARLEY & COMPANY,

DURRINGTON, WORTHING.
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ROBAND"

(Redd.)

AUTOMATIC

SELF-FILLING FOUNTAIN PEN.

THE XMAS PRESENT.

All Users Satisfied.

On receipt of P.O. 2/6 we send direct to any address given.

The following varieties kept in stock :â��

No. 1. (iilt Nibs that will not corrode.

Price 2 6 Post Free.

Stale Nib requiredâ��Fine, Medium, or Broad.

The " Dainty ROBAND" ... price 4/3.

The " Business ROBAND," price 6/6.

Both the above are fitted with M-ct. Gold Nibs and Iridium

Pointi. made specially in Britain for the "ROBAND**

Pent; guaranteed as slated and ousht to lafi a lifetime.

We Guarantee Satisfaction.

if not approved

Money willingly

In Seven Days.

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT.

We are GIVING AWAY (or a short period with each Pen

a "KOBAND" PATENT PNEUMATIC CLIP.

Ask your Stationer for It. or send P.O. now toâ��

ROBT. A. THOMPSON & CO.,

5, TUDOR STREET, LONDON, E.C.

% POULTON

& NOEL'S

WXHAS HAMPERS

Contents of Guinea Hamper:

I Glass " Belgravian

Rolled Ox-Tongue

1 Large Smoked Ox

Tongue

I Glass Oxford Brawn

I Glass Pressed Brisket of

Beef

I Glass Potted Salmon and

Shrimp

Glass Potted Chicken and

Ham

I Glass Ox-Tail Soup

I Glass Chicken, Ham and

Tongue Galantine

I Glass Potted Wild Duck

I Jar Strawberry Jam

I Jar Seville Orange

Marmalade

I Bottle Greengages

I Bottle 'â�¢ P. 4 0." Sauce

I 2-lb. Basin Christmas

Pudding

Contents of Half-Guinea Hamper:

I Glass "Belgravian"

(tolled Ox-Tongue

I Glass Lunch Tongues

I Glass Galantine Chicken

and Ham

I Glass Oxford Brawn

I Glass Salmon and Shrimp

I Glass Ox-Tail Soup

1 Jar Seville Orange

Marmalade

I Jar Strawberry Jam

1 Basin Christmas Pudding

DELIVERED FREE.

ENGLISH OX-TONGUES AND 80UPS

(In Glasses and Tins)

AWARDED 15 COLD AND 8ILVER MEDALS.

Please Ordfr through Your Grocer.

Ik any difficulty in obtaining., write :

POULTON & NOEL, LTD., LONDON.

WE BAFFLE BURGLARS

Burglars can master the Bolts

in many safes; they can drill

them out and otherwise make them

ineffective. But the System on which the

Patent "CHANNEL BOLT" Safe

is made baffles them completely. It consists of special rolled steel channels

entirely encircling the inner frame of safe, which, when engaged, form

an unbreakable lock ail round the door. Again, the Bolts in other safes

shoot outwards, and burglars are able to drive them in. But the "Channel

Bolls" are drawn inwards for locking, and cannot possibly be drawn out.

No other firm can make safes on this principle.

WRITE to ^Â°'e ^'ilkers fÂ°r Descriptive Illustrated List.

Delay may mean irreparable loss to you. There is no

AT OINCc Safe to compare with this for Home or Office use.

PHILLIPS

and Dacre Hou

Jr. SON, SPEEDWELL WORKS, BIRMINGHAM

THE "DURIK" DE LUXE

\\ recommended to the fastidious as the best Stylo Pen.

It writes with delightful smoothness, does not

miss or blob, and gives no troubl

and will last for years.

Write* io.ooo

w- >â� <! - with

one filling.

Made in

black or tan

vulcanite,

long size, or

dwarf size

as shown,

/- Post Free.

A SAFE PRESENT AT ANY TIME.

DURIE BROWN A CO., 111, Princes Street. EDINBURGH.
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White Skirts

fitted with

our original

Reversible Cuffs

Wear twice as long as ordinary Shirts.

Their ec nomic advantages are apparent at a glance. By permitting the Shirts to be worn

twice with absolutely fresh Cuffs each time, they reduce the laundry bill by one half,

and the Shirts with less frequent washing wear twice as long. The invention has commended

itself to hundreds of thousands of Customers all over the world.

SEVEN STYLES AX ONE PRICE.

SAMPLE 8HIRT

1 J

L.J'

,f THE CUFF

the FIRST DAY

3'9

P08T FREE,

OR SIX SHIRTS FOR

si/ess

THE CUFF

the SECOND DAY1

NOTE Iâ�� These Shirts are

sent out unlaundried just as they

leave the factory, and are

guaranteed equal when dressed

lo the 6/6 Shirt of the ordinary

Trade. They are sold direct

from the needle to the customer

at wholesale prices.

STYLE A.

Ordinary front, wild Reversible

Cuffs

STYLE

B

Short " Business ' Front, with

Reversible Cuffs.

STYLE

C

Ordinary Front, with Single Cuffs

STYLE

D

Short "Business" Front, with

Single Cuff*.

8TYLE

E

Short " Business" Front, with

Wristbande for Att-iching Cuffs.

STYLE

F

Evening Front, with Single Cuffs

STYLE

G

Evening Front, with Kevcriihle

Cuffs

When ordering mention style

chosen, size of COLLAR

worn, and whether to open at

back or front.

Colonial Postage 3/- extra

per half-dozen.

Catalogue of Men's Wear

Post Free.

PETTICREW & STEPHENS, LTD., Shirtmakers, GLASGOW.

I always have a light boot bill

because I wear

WOODMILNE

RUBBER HEELS

Walking on the hard street is as easy as on

springy turf. My boots keep their shape and

last twice as long. Wood-Milne Special

Quality Heels cost me i/- a pair and last

18 months.

Look for the name

'â�¢ Wood-Milne

on the heel.
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Jfn. TkomOM. of UriiUot. itmi nine of htr 6*n ekitdnn i/*o v*re rural by Zam-Bvk.

ZAM-BUK made history in ilie district of St. Philips, Bristol, recently, wlicn that place

was visited l>v a perfect plague of eczema. Dozens of children were sent home from

schools daily, and scarcely a family in the district could claim to have had complete

freedom from the disease. During this epidemic Zam-Buk proved of incalculable value. The

case of Mrs. Thomas, whose ten children were cured, is selected as a striking example of

Zam-Buk's sterling merit. The names of the children are : William (aged 20), May (18),

Albert (17), Alfreil (16), [ovinia (15), George (13), Ernest (It), Arthur (10), Alice (8), and

Gladys (6). To a local reporter Mrs. Thomas, who lives at I, Albany l'lace, St. Philips,

Bristol, said : " Alfred was the first to he attacked. The eczema started in the form of a very

thick rash all over his face and head. The sores were continually breaking, and were

exceedingly painful. 1 exercised the greatest care to prevent the disease spreading, but one

child after another was attacked by the awful itching disease until my house was a veritable

hospital and a home of cries and misery.

" (ieorge, age I used to faint away with the pain, and the younger ones were almost

continually crying because they suffered so, and could get no sleep. All the ointments I tried

were powerless even 10 cheek the spread of the disease, and 1 lielieve that the children

would still have been suffering if it had not l>een a lucky circumstance that led us to try

Zam-Buk. Gladys met with a very serious accident by burning herself very ladly. For this

I bought a box of Zam-Buk, which completely healed Gladys' skin. Then we tried Zam-Buk

for the eczema on all the children, and the result was just as remarkable. One by one the

disfiguring and painful sores were healed, and the disease driven completely away from

each child.

"The news of these wonderful Zanl-Bllk cures was quickly spread aliout, and I

know fiotn many other cases Zam-Buk did a great deal to stamp out the local epidemic."

FREE BOXES.

It is pogttltte to arguaint pour*

self irith the special power of

this }rorld-fatnmm futlm free of

rout. Simply ,<Â« ad your tun tit

and inhln sa and hi. xtatnii, mi n-

tioniny ** Strand Mot/.,' Dec,

iH0St iotfu Zam-Buk Co., Greek

Strt (t, I a cds, and you will

n ct in ho tu rt j*>*t a dainty

free mm file of Zam-Buk and a

booklet formiwt a handy guide

to the cure of skin - diseases.
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ALFRED DAY

Ladies' Tailor,

All Garments made In own workrooms.

COAT and SKIRT in Tweed, Serge, or Cloth, from

2 guineas, made to measure.

Khoh

Guineas

Guineas

BLACK, NAVY, and OREAM SERCE C0WN8

TWEED, CLOTH, and LINEN

VOILE, HOPSACKS, FLANNELS, FANCY

SUITINGS

FACED CLOTH, COVERT COATING, 4o. ...

THREE-QUARTER OOATS

Patttrnt and ,.-â��.< Pott Prtr. Cartful and prompt atltnli

to Country arut Foreian itrdert.

A ipecial stuily nia.it* of fitting from Pattern Bodice

or Self Measurement Form.

Carriage Paid to any part of the United Kingdom.

2; Guineas

3 Guineas

1i Guineas

51 & 52, PARK STREET, REGENT'S PARK

lOIoueeeter Oatel. LONDON.

ASH'S KAFFEE KANNE

Porcelain Lined.

Makes Coffee to Perfection.

Sold by most ironmongers In ihe Kingdom,

including Harrods Stores, Ltd.; W. Whiteley,

Ltd.; Thos. Wallis & Co., Ltd.; Waring

and Gillow, Ltd.; Benetfink & Co., Ltd.;

las. Shoolbred&Co., Ltd. ; J. Barker & Co.,

Ltd.; Army and Nnvy Co-Op. Society; Jas.

Lyle&Co.,Ltd.,i5,Old Bond St.,etc.; M.R.

Moure, to, Church St., Upper Norwood ; Jas.

1 yon, Sauchiehall Sl, Glasgow; Hart and

Son, Gun St., Reading ; C & E. Brothers,

York, etc., etc. Illustrated Art Catalogue

post free from the Sole Manufacturersâ��

THE PISTON FREEZING Co.

12a, Dean Street, Oxford Street, London.

IA Â£500 Insurance

Registered and good for a year.

The Proprietors of Thi Strand Magazikf. have

entered into an arrangement with

The Ocean Accident & Guarantee

Corporation, Limited,

FOUNDED 1871,

whereby any reader between the ages of la and 70 may

obtain an Insurance for

FIVE HUNDRED POUNDS

payable, subject to the terms and conditions of the

Insurance, to the legal personal representative of the

holder if he or she be killed by an accident within the

United kingdom or the Channel Islands to any

RAILWAY TRAIN, OMNIBUS, TRAMCAR, or

CA B by which he or she is travelling as a ticket-bearing

or fare-paying passenger, or as the holder of a free pass.

The Insurance will hold good for one year from its

date, and will l>e dispatched on receipt of the subjoined

Application Form, filled in with the name, address, and

occupation of the Applicant, accompanied by a postal

order for 6d. and an addressed envelope.

No person may hold more than one of these Insurances

in respect of the publication in which this announce-

meat appears.

NOTE.â��Colonial readers may use this Application

form, and the Policy issued in response will bm

applicable in any British Colony, but only

for Railway Accidents.

The OCEAN Accident & Guarantee

Corporation, Limited

'Empowered by special Act of Parliament).

MOORGATE STREET. LONDON. E.C.

Assets exceed Â£2,000,000.

Claims paid over Â£6,500,000.

Insurances granted under the new

WORKMEN'S COMPENSATION ACT,

Special Policies for

D0ME8TIC SERVANTS, SHOP ASSISTANTS,

CLERICAL 8TAFF, Ac.

FIRE, BURGLARY,

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Form of Application for Â£500 Insurance

To be detached at dotted line and forwarded to

THE OCEAN ACCIDENT & CJUARANTE8

CORPORATION. LIMITED.

36 to 44, Moorgate Street. London. E.C.

I request you to forward to me, in the .

I

Order for 6d.

Full Name

Address...

Occupation.

Date

Postal Orders should be mnde payable to " The Oceaa

Accident and Guarantee Corporation, Limited,"

and crossed

d crossed #^aj^

PLEASE WRITE PL AIRLY.
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Bedroom "Pi? 1.

WARMING

IheBedPooms

WITH THE

wASTtnmT m 1

FROM THE t *hfefe

SITTING ROOM f IRE

PRIOR 8 PATENT.

THE

VENETIAN

Road how

" FIRE GRATE

this i

â�¢Jf.

(From Â£3 5 6 to Â£29 O 0)

This letter from a user admirably explains

I wonderful prate

Moorgate, Gough Road, Edgbaston,

Birmingham, December 20th, 1006.

Dear Sir.â��The heating* power of the two " Vene-

tian" Fire Grates supplied to me is remarkable;

the distant parts of the room are thoroughly warmed,

and the quantity of coal used is very small.

The draught regulating doors and Venetian btrs are

most useful; by means of these the Are can be regu-

lated exactly, raiding or lowering the tempentureof

htf room a* required. On a cold day I can have a bright

are, and on a mild day a slow fire.

The fire is closed in at night, and smoulders slowly

until the morning, the servants then open the hinged bar

1 frame, stir the ashes, add some fuel, and the fire goes on

[ for another day.

I can thoroughly recommend your " Venetian " Grates

^as being economical In fuel, powerful In

heating, and easily managed.

Yours faithfully, J. R. HOUGHTON.

The writer has

since ordered four

more grates.

PRIOR'S PATENT.

Rc-.it/ how

THE HEAT DISTRIBUTOR

uses the Waato Heal.

1 Â£3 s o to M O O)

A Practical Utilization of

Waste Heat.

It is a fact that more than NINETY'

PER CENT, of the heat from theordinary }

sitting room fire grate escapes up the chimney.

Prior's Patent Heat Distributor is a tubular

water heater placed at the back of the fire. It

intercepts and captures a large proportion of

this waste heat, and conveys it, by means of

small pipes, to hot water radiators fixed in

thebedrooms, hall, etc., that require heating.

Easy to Fix. Cannot get out of order.

Requires no Attcnt

Pays for

quires no Attention.

Itself first Winter.

BOUNTIFUL SUPPLY OF HOT WATER

BATHS, LAVATORIES, SCULLERIES, &c,

FROM THE SITTINC ROOM FIRE.

PRIZE MEDALS

PROT1 TtiE:

FRANCO -BRITISH EX-HIBITIOTi

nno t-he-

ROYflL swrirraRY institute:

IN ACTUAL USE

By THE

ADMIRALTY,

By RAILWAY

COMPANIES.

In HOSPITALS.

In LIBRARIES.

In BANKS.

tm

I all class*, ot

PRIVATE

RESIDENCES,

both larie and small,

and In

FLATS OF

APARTMENTS.

fcssSj^i^i-,

E

SEND TO-DAY

FOR

ILLUSTRATED

CATALOCUE

fully describing this

and other applica-

tions of this

MONEY. 5A VINO

and

COMFORT-

BRINGING

SYSTEM.
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f AN ACCEPTABLE PRESENT

Built

an " up-to-

date" modelâ��

with Black Walnut

Stock and Polished

Steel Barrel.

PHICXS:

Single Shot ..

500 Shot 7;-

500 Shot Lever Action 7 6

"Queen Take Down.

Price 61- each.

Takes apart in 3 pieces and packs away in neat

box. Makes a handsome present.

Sole Importers: MARKT & CO. (London), Ltd.,

6, City Road, Flnabury, London, E C.

HOARSENESS

The Throat and Voice should he a first care of

everyone, and it is a serious matter to permit

Hoarseness or Huskiness to remain unchecked.

EVANS' PASTILLES, made to a formula

of the Liverpool Throat Hospital, insure against

Hoarseness, Weakness, or Loss of Voice, and

greatly relieve Colds, Coughs, Influenza, Asthma,

Bronchitis, 6tc.

Madame TETRAZZINI

states that she finds Evans' Pas-

tilles excellent and efficacious.

Sold by all Chemists at I/- and 4/6 per box.

SAMPLE will be lent on receipt ot Id. stamp

for pottage, on mentioning " The Strand

Magazine." by the Manufacturer! and Vendor*.

EVANS. SONS. LESCHER & WEBB. Lid..

Liverpool and London.

Beware of substitutes and be sure you gel

E.VAMS

frtVTISEPTlc

Past.1lE5

SCOTLAND'S BEST."

Sett. Warm, and Cheaper than the

Whitk roB PaITKUM TO

JAMES WINTER, CORTACHY, KIRRIEMUIR, N.B.

REMOVEthoseHAIRS

Why let those disfiguring halt*

I remain on your face? They nuke

rou unsightly ftnd sensitive,

HA1REMOV1NE" Regd..

the great hair destroyer,

will cure all such vexatious

blemishes. Banfasda of ladies

have proved this. Why not you?

Send for the outfit to-day, 3II |>oet

free i plain wrapper}, tonus iHÂ»tnge,

The process Is simplicity

Testimoni-tlx

Itself, highlyendorsed by Dr. Grimt

and full jÂ»articu

lar* free.â��Madams H. Bono, Toilet Specialist, Bull Street, Birmingham.

Ben. Evans'

Welsh Flannels

For COSTUMES, LADIES' and

GENTLEMEN'S UNDERWEAR..

Patterns Post Free from

BEN. EVANS & CO., Ltd.,

SWANSEA, S. WALES.

STAIN GREY HAIRS

The Hair. Whiskers, or Eyebrow* is simply

and safely done with >NECR OC EIN Â£.*

Restoring the colour (any shade i to the

roots, it has a lasting effect, nnd makes

detection impossible. Does not stain the

skin. Undoubtedly the cleanest and bert

Hair >*tainer in the World. No. 1, light

Brown : No. a. Golden ; N o. 3, 1 *ark Brown ;

No. 4. Black. Sent secretly packed by Post

for 1 3. 2 3, 3 3, 5-. 10-. Address:

LEIGH A CRAWFOR iDeot. 28.

32, H-fio' *>â�¢"*.. "Â«s-h-- ' â�� â�� *â�¢.

CURED IN YOUR OWN HOME

^STROOPAIy

Thi, moat terrible of diseases CAN be cured Thou-

sands of unsolicited Testimonials PROVI this

beyond all reasonable doubt " 8TROOPAL*

BANISHES IMPURITY from the blond, and is,

therefore, a nusmre cure fur STOM ACH * LIVER

COMPLAINS, PILES. A GALLSTONES, from

which Dancer so often ,,n- s

Oanoer A

ltÂ« Cure."

7 SM FREE BOOK'.;

( Prof. 8TROOP,

Windsor Lodge,

Ion, London, S.W.
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REMARKABLE PUBLIC ENDORSEMENT

of Morley Thomson's Great Invention.

PHENOMENAL DEMAND FOB THE STRIKING BOOK IN

WHICH A WELL-KNOWN BRITISH SCIENTIST EXPLAINS

THE PRINCIPLES OF HIS DI"COVERY, AND ITS PREVEN-

TIVE AND CURATIVE EFFECT FOR ALL LUNG, CHEST

AND RESPIRATORY MALADIES.

SOME time ago it was notified to the readers of this magazine that Morley

Thomson, a well-known British scientist, had made a most important

discovery bearing upon the prevention, alleviation and cure of lung, chest

and respiratory maladies, and that he had written a most lucid, interesting

and convincing book, wherein he fully dealt with the nature of his invention

and its principles.

At that time the management of the Institute who are responsible for

dealing with Morley Thomson's new invention decided to present

complimentary copies of this work to all interested applicants, but, although

a large edition was reserved for this purpose, the applications were so

numerous that the supply was exhausted in two or three days.

Yielding to popular desire and public pressure, it has been

decided hi renew this offer. Readers have, there/ore, another

opportunity of acquiring the extremely desirable and instructive

booh wh ich this able and gif ted man has written on behalf of the

numerous men and women who are sufferers from the ailments

and diseases referred to above. As more than one copy cannot

possibly be sent to any one address, and as all applications wilt be

treated in strict rotati n, it is essential that immediate opportunity

be taken of this exceptional offvr.

It is common knowledge that many years of Morley Thomson's life

have been solely devoted to the investigation of the causes of chest, lung

and respiratory diseases, and in the pursuance of his studies on this Rreat

human problem he has travelled far and wide, experimented ceaselessly,

and by intense application of mind has attained an unparalleled knowledge

of Lhis most important subject.

Scientific opinion is practically unanimous, that the means he has placed at the disposal of humanity will result in an

incredible diminution of the suffering and mortality arising from such dread diseases as consumption, einplysema, asthma,

bronchitis, respiratory ailments, influenza, catarrh, colds, chills, and all other complaints of the lungs and chest.

11 This invention of mine," says the scientist, " is not the trivial outcome of a few days' or weeks* speculative thought.

It embodies the researches of years, and long before public attention was drawn toward itâ��its principles were put to the

severest tests inuginable. For my reputation's sake I could not allow the public to be inflated with false hopes and

unrealisable expectations, and although three years ago I had practically completed my task, I have waited until now

before allowing it to be placed at their disposal.

" My methods are altogether in harmony with medical and scientific teaching, the only difference being that I

have elaborated certain fixed principles which the profession have always admitted.

'* There is no fixity of progression in the scientific world, and I am convinced that my work will considerably tend to

reduce the severity and mortality of the afflictions which it is designed to alleviate and cure.

"Within the last three months I have received scores of letters from people, entire strangers to me, who

enthusiastically declare that the adoption of my principles has resulted in either wonderful improvement or complete

eradication of their disease."

The writer was enabled, by the courtesy of Mr. Morley Thomson, to inspect a large batch of letters, and it was

indeed remarkable to note the gratitude and thankfulness which

permeated them all.

Above is a x*ry recent photograph of Morley

Thomson, the gifted scientist, -.vhase remarkable

discovery and invention has arrest'd the attention

of medical men t ,ramghou4 the wrld, and whose

success/Hi method of preventing andcurtng lung,

chest and rtsHr story maladies has, in so s<' art a

time, aehievedsuch pronoun- ed and magnificent

success. The lucid tfork on the subj'ct to tuh ich he

his devoted his life's labours tan, by special

arrangement, be sent free to all StkaND readers

Ttho make prompt application.

THIS' BOOK IS SENT YOU

FREE.

THE .

"LUNGSPAND/T

TROTTMENT

G. Morley Thomson

Inventor

1 -I

A GRATIFYING ANNOUNCEMENT.

It should be most pleasurable news for all to learn that if thev live in

London, or are visiting the metropolis, they can meet Mr. MorleyThomson

at the address of the institute who are dealing with his discovery.

By special arrangements, for some little time to come he has kindly

consented to attend at the " Lungspanda Institute," Craven House,

Kings way, London, W.C., dally between the hours of 10 to 12 and 2 to 5,

and it is needless to comment upon the singular advantage to be derived

from personal consultation with this eminent man.

All are welcome to accept this invitation, though, in the case of those

from a distance, it is perhaps advisable to arrange for an appointment

through the post. Mr. Morley Thomson takes the deepest interest in all

callers, andean be relied upon to give the utmost personal consideration

to any case submitted to his judgment, and the obvious advantage of such

a consultation cannot be over-estimated.

AN EXCEPTIONAL OFFER OF HIS BOOK.

It was scarcely intended to give away any more copies of the remark-

ably interesting book which he has written dealing with the nature an I

application of his significant discovery, yet the insistent wishes of the

public cannot be ignored.

Wishing, therefore, to do all In their power to assist such wise and

necessary action, the management of the Institute will present 3,000 more

copies of Morley Thomson's famous book to all those who apply, either

through the post or in person, to the Secretary, "Lungspanda Institute."

Craven House, Kingsway, London, W.C. Applications should be prompt,
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FREE 4/6 COUPON

Entitling anyone with

PILES

to receive prepaid, Free to Try, Dr. Van VlecVs

regular three-fold 4/6 Treatment for Piles and valuable

new book (in colours).

Name

Address

Only one Free Treatment to one address. I233-

To every person who sends

we will sendâ��Free to try-

absorption cure for Piles,

Tumours, Constipation,

upi

lb

three-fold

Fissure, Prolapse,

ctal troubles. If you

satisfied with the bene-

ed, send us 4s. 6d. If

take

thing

mgh

1 your word and you

you decide after

:nal. This treat-

ment is curing even cases of 30

and 40 years' landing, as well

a- all the earlier stages. Act

now and perhaps save yourself

great nifTering. Our three-fold

treatment cures to stay cured,

because it is constitutional as

well as local, and we want you

to try it at our expense. Our valuable new Pile Book (in

colour*) come* free with the approval treat meat, all in plain

package. Send no moneyâ��only your nameâ��to Dr. Van V leek Co.,

1233, Victoria Chambers, 65a, Holliorn Viaduct, I>ondon.

Write to-day.

LADIES SHOULD WRITE

for our Sample* of Plain Net*, any colour,

K>t and Fancy Nets, Tinsel Gauiea. Croirt de

nene, Voiles and Muslins, litres and Inser-

tlonaof erery description. Brafdsand Thread*

for Work. I..f â�  I'urtains. Itlack Grena-

dines, 2 9 iter yard.

Dept. C fur FREE PATTERNS.

ASK YOUR DRAPER FOR

1TM

DIAGONAL SEAM \

CORSETS

Pupils' Drawings Placed.

Stud Stamp /or ///us/. Prosfitc/us.

Sec, 128, Drakefell Road, New Cross, London.

THE PUZZLE

â�¢hat to send for a Xmas present is solved

lending

Britannia Underwear

as this is acceptable to allâ��Men, Women, and

Children. From all Drapers and Outfitters.

BY RETURN POST

Novelties in All wool Sedans. Venetian* and Hab t

Clot lisâ��wide choice shades and qualities. frsm 1 84

per yd. Tweeds and Suitings from 1 S per yd

Homespuns, Coating*, Ac, newest Heather and

Lovatt Miilures, Jacket Cloths splendid ratue. from

2 6 per yd. Caraculs, Seal Plushes.Ac.from 5/6 per yd,

PATTERNS on approval FREE

in return for postcard stating leqmrements.

Silks delightful variety, all prices. Velveteensâ��all colour*.

16 to 1/6; Black, 1/8 to 8 6.

Sergesâ��,60 qualitiesâ��all weights and prices, from 1 Q| per yd.

A We Christmas Bookletâ��"Season's Modes''â��tent Post BARB

JOHN NOBLE ,.10^Â°c''â��se^^r

DAINTY PATTERNS OF

SCOTCH WINCEY.

WARMER, NICER, AND LESS EXPENSIVE THAN FLANNEL

Hcnt Pout Free. The Ideal IInrdwearing, Unshrinkable, and

Sen it-citl.tlr Fabric f< i Blouses, Children's Clothing,

Underwear, Ac., Gent.'* Shirts and Pyjamas.

th.ly $ni>}.lirtl direct from the WIXL'BY SPECIALIST*

JOHN JACK, BLOOHCATI, LANARK.

STOP AT ONCE I

INDIGESTION

or any form of

NERVOUS TROUBLE,

MBÂ«DANDELION COFFEE

A delicious beverage containing no coffee

IN PLACE OF ORDINARY COFFEE OR TEA.

t Medical Authonti

Recommended bv the Higheil

m Int.

THOMAS CURR & CO.,

"1 Coffee Works, ABERDEEN.
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ENLARGES THE MOUSTACHE.

Trains and promotes the growth of

moustache and heard. Contains no

grease. By its use waxy ap|>earau<f

is obviated, nor does the ni.iuÂ«ta<he

!â� (.:â� â�¢ twisting to a point, the hair

â�º-topping as brushed, thereby

m nmking thernlargetn'-iit < >f all

* Hnir.irei.wers, etc., or 1/- P.O. to

The Nottm. Perfumery Co..

F-M.F. Dept 37:GooÂ»e Gate, Nottingham. Foreign Orders, IJ4.

These

- - â�� Testimonials?

Btotkiwi -hear Mm-Kindly forward me a tin of " BaffV 'without

lÂ»rusli. I do not think MongroiKC or Pomade <

/With

Baffo

CAN YOU READ

I>*ar Sir*.â�� Kindly forward me a tin of

i.nmn. LOO not tiijnk HotiKToise or Pomade oonmn in the ]wl with

your ex.-ellent prwparat ion. and hare reoomrnended it toieveral friends.

â�� 1 ours faithfully. .1, K.

llonilayâ�� lientlemen.-Thanks for lendine out the " Baffo I find

\i an "" ""'t preparation, and admirable for fiiinir the moustache.

Ky in oje the momta.-he retains the poalUoo in whic h il in Bxed â��

Â» ours faithfully-, U K

SUxkUuwin fee. -I'leaae Â»end me one tin of " Baffo I find it far

*ml away the best material I ha.e ever used for the moiutiu-he. P.O.

encltwed.â��W. H. P.

Combined Draught-Excluder & Weather-Bar

for Interior and Exterior Doorsâ��old or new.

Makes the cosy coal fire economical,

healthful, and effective. Prevents coal-wast-

ing floor-draught, ensures comfort, prevents

chills. Lasts a lifetime. Very neat. Can

be put in or out of action at will.

A warded Cert, of Iiut. of Hygiene, Lond. ; fVoW Medal

Franco-britiuh Exhibition; (Collective Exhibit at the

" DailyMirror" Perfect Cottage). Cued Sete Piccadilly

Hotel, London â�¢ Houhch, Office*, etr. ,,{â�  Itailvnu Cnachet.

Write for Kree. Booklet to

DURABAR CO., 3, Palace Chambers, Hereford.

saves coal-money

CHARLES

" Here's a pair of Razors that will shave you

closer than the Board of Guardians. â��Dickens.

- THE -

"BEAU NASH" RAZOR.

African Ivory Handle, 7/6. Black Handle, â�¢/-

AsK for our "Beau Nash" Brand of Carvers.

5. BAILEY, Ltd., Victoria Street, BRISTOL.

CAN YOU ADD

these figures correctly in

CLERK8, SHOP- a few seconds?

KEEPERS,

ACCOUNTANTS, and

every COMMERCIAL

and PR0FESSI0NA1

MAN â��get this

Machineâ��and save

your Brains.

Â£

s.

8,364

â�  19

â�  4

7,220

17

â�  3

83.774

18

â�  11

5.569

17

- 10

3,347

13

9

80.207

13

6

other calculations.

It saves you countless hours of labour, saves you hard cash. It

adds and subtracts Rnglish and Foreign moneys and weights and

measures like lightning- and CANNOT ERR. It can be used also (or

Takes one minute to learn and lasts a lifetime. It is the simplest and

yet the most comprehensive Calculator ever invented

THE "ADALL" CALCULATOR, Price tOSm 6d. Complete

Fse it in your shop, your offi.-e, your home : it aaveB its cost the finit week.

^!.ody who has futures to handle should be without It. Agent, wanted.

To be had of all first-class Stationers.

THE ADALL CO. (Dept. 2), TEMPLE COURTS, TEMPLE ROW, BIRMINGHAM.

LJ W% Like everyone else, YOU have

ns^ilaw many things useless to you but

j_ â��^ _ _ w hich other people want, and

I 0 L\ H which (lie they Birds or Bric-a-

brac ; Cycles or Cameras; Dogs

â�  >r Dress ; or anything else) you can readily

Turn Into Money.

The method is simplicity itselfâ��use The "Bazaar,

Exchange, and Mart Newspaper, established

40 years, Private advertisements inserted at

three words a penny. Thousands of classified

announcements in every issue. Get a copy and

See For Yourself.

Price 2d. at all Newsagents.

Offices: BAZAAR BUILDINGS, DRURY LANE, LONDON.

59 AND NOT A WRINKLE

I have removed mine, and will remove your.s.

and guarantee you a Youthful Complexion.

Particulars of a "guaranteed cure" sent on

receipt of stamped addressed envelope.

Tftousands of Unsolicited Testimonialsâ��

genuine unde* a. penalty of Â£1,000.

MADAME S. T. ELISE, 5, Farley Rd , Catford,

STUMPS! Bargains in Superb Used Copies

Natal iKing>, 3d..3d..4d. 5d ,Â«d ., 1-.setlud.; 9. Nigeria

iKingi. id., Id., -jd.. yd.. 4d , 6dâ�� 1 -, set 1/8; Austria

â�  19W Jubilee!. 1. 2, :i. 5, 10. 20. 25. ;)0, a*. 30. do. ikr. and

2kr., set 1 6 : India <0,ueen>. 2, 3. 3 rupees, set 4 â�¢; N

Nigeria (King. Single CAl. id, Id, 3d.. 2*d..5d . til.. 1 â�¢

e set 7 6. Special Bargain.â��Cayman Islandn. King

utc both sides, id., 'Ji'l . Ad. brown, 1/- orange. unused set

Col lections and parcels of old stamp* required. Hfgheat

for rare stamps. I specialise in stampd from 3d- to

Uustrated Price List, full of bargains, sent iÂ«>-t free

I. RHODBS, 83, Market St.. MANCHESTER

and 2 G fin

Mult, Post

6,6. Statu]

prices paJ(

107- each.

JAMES 1



no

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Made for Private Houses

eeping and Drain-Cleaning Requisite* kept In a house is always at hand

Immediate UMâ��nriiix much time and trouble.

is specially designed for Private

House*, Country Miuisum*.

Our 40 - Set

Hotel*, Farms. eU\ Simple to use and strongly i

Dtscriptiz'e Catalogue Post Free.

W. & Q. ASHFORD,

4, Darnt Green, BIRMINGHAM

SPORT FOR CHRISTMAS.

Noiseless Shooting.

Send -J stamps foi

our new 60-page

Catalogue of Novel-

ties aim SiHTialities

Jin Noiselem Guns

and Rifles. All

shapes und jÂ«t-

Foktinf iiuns. Cyvlists' Guns and Rifles, Walking Book

ir Guns, Ac. No noise, no amoke. no recoil. The Â» onders

e. Special Line. Noiselem Rabbit Rifle*, with 100 Noise-

Lridges. 7 6. range 100 yards. â�� BELL BROS.. Wholesale

<-r-. < Â»ffi'-.-s,a.-i, Waterlr.wi St .<.!..>Â« M^ntMit St mÂ«p Mo,

Pantasote

Registered Trade Hark)

is the only reliable substitute for real leather.

EQUAL IN APPEARANCE

to the liest Morocco Leather at one-third the cost.

SANITARY.

as it does not collect or harbour dust or germ*, and "if

it becomes soiled can be washed without injury.

*' Pantasote " is

THE IDEAL MATERIAL

for covering Furniture. Motor Cars, Yachts, and

seating* of all descriptions. Send for pattern* and

prices toâ��

W. E. PECK A CO. U-pt s M 31. ltuitlmloniew Close,

London. EC.

INSiST upon having PANTASOTE.

THERE IS

WITH THE

MONEY TO BE MADE

Automatic Knitter

Knits a pair of perfect socks

In 20 mlnutas, garments, Ac.

Machines for Cash or Easy Terms.

All ixtrttculan awl - i , â�  - Â«/ work from

SAD1N, 83, Southward St., London.

Agents wanted.

CHIVE

Carpet

Soap

is the best carpet

cleaner in the

world. It removes

ink, grease, and all dirt

from carpets and woollen

fabrics. A damp cloth

â��A little Chivers' Soap

â��A carpet like new

without taking it up.

HUNDREDS OF TESTIMONIALS.

Used in Royal Households.

Sample Ball sent post free,

3d. Stamps.

F. CHIVERS & CO.,

Soap Works. BATH.

CIGARS

AT LESS THAN

ONE PENNY

EACH.

BT BU Y I NC CIGARS ON THE SHOPPING BY POST SYSTEM.

and saving all etail shop expenses, enormous savings can be made, and w. n-lerful

value secured by consumer*. A proof or this Is the MEOVOTO CIGAR

supplied by the Bu era' Association at 7,9 per box of 100,4 - per

box of 50, and 6d. per sampie lot of 6

A beautiful Bijou Cigar, 3 inches long, made of Havana and other choice

toljaccos, of splendid ejuality, and fit smoking for connoisseurs.

Sent post free on receipt of order and remittance toâ��

THE BUYERS' ASSOCIATION, LTD., 70 to 74, Wigmore Street, London, W.

Fra*\co-BritisH Awards

Cocoas and

Chocolates

HAVE BEEN AWARDED THE

" GRAND PRIX," the highest distinction.

Makers to H.M. the King, HJ. the Queen, H.R.H.the Prince of Wales, and other Royal Houses of Europe

â� 
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Oxford Street,

FURNISHING C

A Great Offer.

This Chesterfield we will send Home to you at once,

Carriage Paid, upon receipt of 4/-, and your promise to

pay 4/- per Month till paid for.

&4t

Description.â��It is upholstered in Green, Red, and Blue Tapestry, one end lets

down, and it is fully sprung and very comfortable, l'rice till Xmas, f 1 | A

or 4/- Monthly. Write at once for Catalogue of Bargains. IrT IVAi

COUPON.

Please send me the Chesterfield in Tapestry, as per the above

advertisement, for which I enclose you 4-, and promise to pay 4;- per

month till paid for. Chesterfield to be sent at once, Carriage Paid.

What's the time ?

Why, it's CHRISTMAS time!

The time to buy a Case of

Wolfe's

Schnapps

THE BEST BEVERAGE TO MAKE THE

FESTIVE SEASON BRIGHT & MERRY.

A glass in the morning,

Another at night,

Braces the system, and

Keeps the heart light.

The Lancet, July 25, 1908, commenting on Wolfe's Schnapps,

states: . . . The spirit is a genuine Hollands Gin. Ii

possesses to a marked degree the peculiar flavour of that spirit.

There seems little doubt that Hollands Gin, owing to its diuretic

action, is absorbed and eliminated more quickly from the system

than are other ardent spirits."

Atientt for Unite! Kinodom, Eagt In lies, and Ceylon.

FIN8BURY DISTILLERY CO., Moreland Street, London, E.G.

{ Who will $eiul a Free Sample on receipt of Vi*itinv Card}.

For Australasia : II. Moss St Co., Sydney. For Soctu Africa:

Rolfes, Nobel 4 Co.. Port Eliialwtb. and K. K. Oreen & Co.. Cape

Town. ForMvxjco; M. Zapntu.. M. MerMa, Yucatan. For Clba :

Michaelsen A Prasse. Ot>rapia 18, Hav.uta. For Argentine :

J. F. Macadam St Co., Buenos Aires.

Proprietorsâ��Udolpho Wolfe Co., New York.
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Insanitary Telephones,

A MODERN DANGER AND HOW IT MAY BE AVOIDED.

A NEW ANTISEPTIC ATTACHMENT.

r

D ECENT investigations have revealed the

* * startling fact that danger, and even

death itself, lurks in one of the latest

resources of civilization. The telephone has

now become one of the primary necessities

of business and social life. Its use is well-

nigh universal, and its action incessant. Yet

how few have realised the

fact that in the mouth-

piece of this instrument

we have one of the

most insanitary things of

modern life ? The mouth-

piece of the 'phone re-

ceives alike the breath of

users healthy and dis-

eased, but no thought is

usually bestowed upon

its sanitary, or rather

insanitary, condition â��

whether it be clean or

dirty, and infected with

disease germs.

The universal and pro-

miscuous use of the

'phone, coupled with the

widespread prevalence of

Tuberculosis, constitute

a distinct danger to the

health of users ; and it is

therefore by no means

surprising that scientific

observation has at length

conclusively established

the fact that even healthy

persons may contract dis-

ease in a deadly form by

speaking into an infected

instrument. This fact has been demonstrated

by Professor Klein, whose results have

recently been made public by Dr. Francis J.

Allan, the Medical Officer of Health for the

City of Westminster, in the Lancet. Briefly

stated, Professor Klein found that in one out

of six mouthpieces tubercle bacilli were

distinctly revealed in sufficient quantities to

destroy animal life.

Necessity is ever the mother of invention,

and this insanitary state of things having been

pointed out, there has promptly been brought

'ito existence a protective appliance which

rantees the user absolute immunity from

danger of infection while speaking into

STRAND MAGAZINE

/THISx

/ PAPER \

I 15 I

ANTISEPTIC

Pull down and tear off

before speaking

THE STKAND MAGAZINK " PATENT HYGIENIC

TELEPHONE SHIELD.

the instrument. This ingenious appliance,

known as The "Strand Magazine r

Hygienic Telephone Shield, consists of

a simple metal attachment or holder, intended

to be used with wall and pedestal instruments.

It can be easily affixed to the mouthpiece

of any telephone-receiver, and carries a roll

of paper specially treated

with antiseptics. This

sanitized paper is pulled

down over the aperture

of the receiver and

effectually prevents the

accumulation of dust

and disease germs, which

otherwise settle in the

mouthpiece.

Before commencing

a conversation the tele-

phone-user pulls down

the antiseptic paper and

tears off the piece used

by the previous speaker.

He thus has a perfectly

clean piece of paper, free

from bacteria and im-

pregnated with a strong

antiseptic, to speak

against, interposed be-

tween him and the

mouthpiece. Speaking

takes place in the ordinary-

way, the sound and inflec-

tions of the voice passing

readily through the anti-

septic Shield without loss

of audibility or distinct-

ness.

In order to make The "Strand Maga-

zine" Hygienic Telephone Shield widely

known, the price has been fixed at a very

low figure. The permanent attachment,

together with a supply of sanitized rolls,

will be sent post-free to any reader of "The

Strand Magazine" upon receipt of a

postal order for 2s. 6d.

All orders should be addressed to George

Newnes, Limited, T.S. Department,

3 â��12, Southampton Street, Strand,

London, W.C. In forwarding orders,

readers should state the diameter of the

mouthpiece on which it is intended to affix

the appliance.
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Superb Genuine Yorkshire

BLANKETS 12'6

TOCETHER WITH A "GUINEA" PROOF FREE * I

TO EVERY READER OF "THE STRAND."

ALL 5IZE5

GUARANTEED

TO READERS OF

THE STR NO."

Appro taring the enormous interest our announcement in last month's Stbasd

created, we again submit the most extraordinary Blankei offer that lias ever l>een

before the ltritidi \mU\u- 30 - worth of irenuine Yorkshire mid other full-site

Blanket* fur 12 6 .mil a 21- ENGRAVING GIVEN FREE. WE

â�  GUARANTEE you entire satisfaction or send your money hack per return ol

post Raul contents of Bile below, mul remember ws pledge our reputation of over 900 years on the Visolate seen racy.

ONE Splendid Genuine Yorkshire Blanket 82ln. by 621n.

ONE Heavy Bolaover Blanket, BOin. by 02ln.

ONE Very Fine Yorkshire Under Blanket, SOln. by 321n.

ONE Superb Whipped "Carona" Blanket, exceedingly warm

and comfortable, B21n. by 621n.

ONE Handsome " Rxcella' Yorkshire Blanket, 76ln. by 58ln.

REMEMBER! The whole Parcel for 12 6. and 1- for carriage I sent to any address In the

United Kingdom carriage paid. Two Bales for 25- carriage paid, with two pictures, "Dutch

Boats" and Us companion, "Hay Wain."

MONEY BACK If YOU ARE NOT SATISFIED.

THE BALE

CONTAINS

TRADING

CONDITIONS

AMI..

offe

it U

nly recently that we have decided

r goods to the world at large through

igh our ftmi has been trading sine

i>ur astounding value in liropery and <>tb

the post, and in Inaugurating this department we distinctly wish to piece before th,

reader* of Tiik St-mÂ«iÂ» tt ly conditions umler which we accept orders:â��

... I"-â��That if any special line offered by us in sold out when order arrives we urc at

liberty to return money at once We do not substitute any other goods.

2nd.â��That if the go.*l* offered do n..t give Â« uÂ«t<>mer* --mire *Â»tisfact(ou when received, we guarantee to refund

money Immediately articles purchased are returned.â��GREEN & (.'Â»>

SEND

lO-DA Y.

We cannot undertake to repeat this offer even at double the price wbc

exhausted^ jm. in order not to be disappointed we strongly advise vou t

lure the "Surry up" ii

ish to

remittance now. We do not wish i_ .

methods too mi. b, but in t'lis ease it is imperative if you w

WHAT OUR CUSTOMERS SAY:

St. Johns Wood, Fleet. Hants. Oct. |9th, 19W.

[tear Sir, Received Blankets, and am very pleased

with Ihem. 1 have a friend who has seen them, and will

you please send me two more lots, as she would like some,

Y.iiiis truly. I>. l'ARFETT.

it present s'oek is

nd jour order with

ystem with our business

secure this t-arguin.

V

-Tlie pictu

Kelv

" I -.1

Sim,â��Have received Iwle in Rood

picture, ami am more than pleased with

eh . Mr- THORRIKGTOX.

mdltlon, also

lÂ«oth.â�� Yours,

21. Knowles Rnad. 17 10 "08.

Sir.â�� Having received the bale of Blankets this

morning, I thank you very much, ami I am very pleased

with theni. I shall recommend them Ui my friends â��

I am. Sir, yoars obediently, K- HARVEY.

25. Redan Street. W. Kensington. Oct 20th.

Mr*. I'antlin ban received her Blankets. Ui her great

satisfaction, and will iio her best to recommend to her

friends, and hopes at some future date to purchase fmrn

you again.

*~ SEND TO-DAY.

GREEN *S UNI VERSA L S TORES, S TA NS TED, ESSEX.

Colonial Orders should be accompanied by 3 - extra freight.

Description

or

FREE

PI CU RE.

This exquisite

engraving

measares 32(

inches by 24,

is plate Mink

with tint, re-

produce,! hi a

beautiful

sepia t o n e.

The sulijeet of

the picture is

a number "f

Dutch fishing

boats at

anchor.

If you ib

t h e

pictu

1.1.

lely

>d

plea.

6d. extra

vit. 13 8 for

Bale nnd cai

riage. and 6d.

tor pac king

ami (Mintage of

l'i< lure

FREE.

O areata logues

of I> ra p â� â�¢ r y

Goods and

Fashions i n

Blouse*, a n d

Udies Wear

g * n u r a 11 v ,

Men's Cloth-

ing and Boots,

will lie sent

free of --barge

Ml npphÂ» iti"H
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â��is he not ? He is proud

of his " make-up," and

thinks a lot of the cigar.

You may differ with him

about the first, but there

can be no difference of

opinion about the other

â�� because he smokes

Flor de Dindigul

CIGARS

You ought to remember that this

Christmastideâ�� the time above

all others when yo-i want Cigars

that are really all rightâ��the time

when every man who knows

the supreme excellence

of Flor dc Dindigul Cigars

buys them in preference to

all others.

They are genuine imported

cigars made from the finest leaf,

and combine mildness with

choice flavour and aroma

that you are sure to enjoy. That

is why the Flor de Dindigul

"Caps the Lot."

3d. each, 5 for 1/-.

9/6 per box of 50. Oj all good tobacconists, or

post free of the Impirter

BEWIAY, 49, Strand, LONDON, W.C.

Established 118 Years.

Try also the Flor de Dindigul Cigaretteâ��the

â�¢iginal all-leaf cigaretteâ��One Penny each.

"Keep to "BroWn "Bread

(not Wholemeal), and

the teeth, hair, nails,

and bones are im-

proved. The popularity

of White Flour is a

direct cause of the in-

crease of consumption."

The above is a statement made to

the Members of the British Associa

tion which recently met in Dublin.

The best brown bread is

11

Ho vis,

which is not a whole-

meal bread, but con=

tains only the best of

the wheat.

"The Lancet" has stated: "Its

food value Is double that 01 bread

made from ordinary wheat en flour."

When ordering it, do so as

" Hovis" and not Brown, or

you may not get what you

want.

Try it toasted, and you will

find it delicious.

Samples and Illustrated Booklet can be hod

on request from Hovis-Bread Flour Co., Ltd.,

Macclesfield.
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ADAPTA

An ,

Ideal Xmas Gift

Can bp instantly raised, lowered, re-

volved, or tilted either way. Extends

over b*-d, couch, or chair without

touching it. and is an ideal table for

reading or taking meals in bed with

Iease and comfort. Change of position

is effected by simply pressing the patent

path-button. The height of Table

i be adjusted at any point from

agin, to 46101 from floor. It cannot

swing round or overbalance. The

" Adapt a " is instantly adjustable

to various convenient uses, such as

Reading Stand, Writing Table, Bed

Rest, Sewing or Work Table, Music

Stand. Easel. Card Table, and numcr-

PR ICES

No. 1.â��Enamelled Metal Parts, with PolUhcd

Oak Top Â£1 7 6

No. 2.â��Ditto, with Adjustable Side Tray

and Automatic Bookholders (as

illustrated) Â£1 15 O

No. 3.â��Complete as No. a, but superior

finish Â£2 5 O

No. 4. â�� Complete as No. 2, but Nickel-plated

and Polished Metal Parts Â£3 3 O

Carriage Paid to any Railway

Station in Great Britain

Write for "Adapta" Booklet

A 3, post free.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd.

(Dept. A3), 171, New Bond St., London, W.

THE TURVEY CURE

For Drink and Drug Habits.

THE ONLY RECOGNISED BRITISH SYSTEM FOR THE HOME TREAT-

MENT OF ALCOHOLISM AHD NARCOMANIA.

(Established over

14 Years.)

The Turvey Treatment, which occupies trom three to seven weeks, and may be taken at patient's own

house without interference with business or daily routine, will be found efficacious In all cases and every

phase and stage of Alcoholic or Drug Excess. Unlike all other systems, each patient is prescribed for individually,

and the necessary Specific prepared by a highly qualified English Physician, who may be consulted free by patients or

their friitlds, personally or by correspondence. (A private Consultation Sheet is sent to each inquirer.)

THE TURVEY TREATMENT CAN BE SENT TO ANY PART OF THE WORLD.

TRUTH says: "Has had really good results." "A remarkable success."â��DAILY CHRONICLE.

SPECIAL NOTICE

are specially Invited to call

The well appointed Consulting Rooms of

the T. T. Co., Ltd., are open daily from

10.30 to 4. Patients or their friends

for Consultation and advice (free) at

133 St 135, Regent Street, London, W.

Used with the greatest success by Officials of the Church of England Temperance Society, etc.

Illustrated Treatise and Advice ON ANY CASK will ie forwarded post

free to any inquirer mentioning The Strand Magazine. Addressâ��

Consultlns Physic!: r:, TURVEY TREATMENT CO., LTD., 133 & 135, RECENT STREET, LONDON, W.
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Study Your Figure.

What a grand thing it is to have that delightful sweep

of the waist and its elegance of lines and curves. The

Krause Belts are the latest production of the most

scrupulous scientific supervision, and the result is that

the whole construction is hygienic and elegant.

By wearing the Krauge Belt obesity is cured

practically without the knowledge of the wearer.

Do not take drugs, Ihry are harmful and injurious.

Write for our Illustrated Booklet giving full particulars

Special Belt for Centlemen In the Army & Navy.

All CuMMrxrcATioxs SmiciLt Pkivatc

Compression or

Supporting: Belts.

tladies' or QtnVst

White, Dove,or Drab 21 -

White Silk face ... 2B'6

All While Silk . 30 â� 

Corset Belts.

i Ladies' vr Gmt. Si

White.Dove.orDrah 23.6

White Silk face ... 32/6

All White Silk ... 40/-

Send measurement* of waist and largest part of hips.

All enquiries to ba addressed to-

Laoius: Gentlkmkn :

THE MANAGERESS, THE SUPERINTENDENT,

The KRAUSE FIGURE IMPROVER Co.

46, Victoria Buildings, MANCHESTER.

"What the Pneumatic

Cyclist, t

Pneu matic

Bethlehem

SOLID

Pearls

Guaranteed .

Articles mm 1** of *â� 

Mother of INmrl

at HethJeh*ro | â��

Sunt* rim-,

KflecUi

Lady wriui

July 8 : *H>r Lard>

â�¢hip iikoÂ» the mmcx

lace vary mucto."

try i

Prices :â��C _

lace (ft ft Â« -

1 - AS-; Â«...

Bracelet rft|ina.j.3

ipproval orcamk rWwra

title illustrated 7(rf for ]

M. ROLLISON

Importer, EVESHAM,

CAN'T SMELL

These stoves are ^flrV bracketâ��uprigb

made on a new â� ji/^fylp^^ or inverter

principle which f[ Ji-j) Special Adapter

turns into heal ^Wmfir for light and bea:

the gas which together. 2 -

other stoves s '^â� â� W extra. MONF

waste in fumes. jf -^S^^^. KETUK

Kits any gas-

Absolutely safe

- can't go wrong

- gives greater

eat at less cost

thin any other

heater.

THE "COMET" STOVE

Will warm a 12ft. square room to degrees in

10 minutes at cost of One Far hung per hour.

Send to-day toâ��

COMET SPECIALTY CO.

(Dept. 2), 6, Chatham St., LEICESTER.

SHORT-LEG

Effectually Concealed.

UNSIGHTLY H1QH BOOTS ABOLISHED.

Appliances supplied to the War Office, Principal Hospitals, etc

Gold Medals & Awards obtained, London, Paris, Chicago, etc

FLAT-FOOT.

THE NEW PATENT ARCH SUPPORT CAN BE ADAPTED TO

RELIEVE ANY CASE OF FLAT FOOT.

Pamphlet Free on mentioning The Htr.i<id Magazixe. StAte pmrtienlmnof cue

Address:â��THE O'CONNOR EXTENSION CO.,

Surgical Appliance Maker* to Hii Majetty't Gmrrnment,

\ 2, BLOOMSBURY STREET, LONDON, W.C.
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Girl

Watejr^ris

Call at your 1 'cal stationer's If you ara In

doubt about your Xmas giving. Select

from his stock of Waterman's Ideal Foun-

tain Pens Just the shape and make and

mounting you think your friends will like.

You need not worry about the working

qualities of Waterman's Ideal millions of

people have tested them and proved their

merits, up to the hilt.

Priwe-lO e, 15 17 6. 31 -, in.i upward*. In

Silver ami Gold for Presentation. Of Stationer*.

Jeweller*. St**. Booklet, jxpft fret', from L * (J.

HARrvTMl'TH. 19. Golden Lane. London. EC

fNew York. l"t. Broadway; Pari*, ti. Hue >lÂ«*

Han Tie ; Vienna. KHrnthoerstntMe, v ; Milan, Via

Bosni. 4; Dreftlvn, PntgerstniMie. *1; Bruxaeh. U. Kite

du Pnnt Neuf.)

ARE YOU THIN ?

If you want to add flesh, be made plump and rosy,

gain strength and beauty in one month, send for our

6o-page book, Free, and enclose stamp to pay postage.

THE S.W. TEMPLE ASSOCIATION,

(Dept. i83), g, Blenheim St., Bond St., London, W.

BERMALINE

BREAD

The True "Staff of Life" for "AH Sorts and

Conditions of Men."

THE STUDENT who requires the maximum

uf brain and nerve nutrition with ready

digestibility should use

BERMALSNE BREAD

THE GARDENER who -..ishes to propagate

hr.ilth and strength and live to a green old

age should ust BERMALINE BREAD

THE MASON may build up a sound consti-

tution ii he lays the foundation of his meals

with BERMALINE BREAD

Manufactured and Sold by all Principal Bakers.

Sufferers

Instant relief In Asthma, Bronchitis, Croup-ani)

W'hooiJlnK Cough hy the use ol POTTER'S ASTHMA

CURE In l - Tins, sold everywhere.

For FRF.E SAMPLE send Postcard to

POTTER & CLARKE. Artillery Lane,

London, E. Mention paper.

Instant relief
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Xmas

Souvenirs.

Ladles' Irish Linen bemsUtchc

anil hand â�  embroidered Ilandkt-

chiefs ia- illuMratt <i' I'-istaur â� â� â� 

retty boxes of One doien bullet' Hemst itched and

Embroidered Handker. in a-Â»nn-d iiatU-rns. 7-. 8 6,

10 -. 13 0 par box. We have a larger variety than ever In

10-. ISO par box. We have a larger variety than ever In

all kiudsof Ladies' ami tientk-inen's Handkerchiefs, suitablefor

presents. Samples and Illustrated List Free.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Ltd.^^S",!0

42M, DONEQALL PLACE, BELFAST.

Trade

Mark.

S V P

This Patent Teapot ha* two compartment*. t(.[anit*d by a

perforated grid. The ten-leaves me placed in the upnerone. Jn flg. A

above the tea leave* are covered by the water ami the tea it bring

made. In fig. H the position of the p-Â»! has >.een changed and they an-

left high and dry on the grid, while the made tea occupies the lower

compartment. Earthenware. Electro, or Silver. Various nines and

colour*. Pri>e<, 2 0 to 370 -. Write for Catalogue.

of all China Shops, Store*., .,r from THE 1 & I CORPORATION,

Ltd., e. Strand-on-Green, Chtswick, W.

Ycomans'

The 'Room to Room'

Patent Cinder Sifter!

iReffd. Ao. 10MII.

A BOON TO HOUSEKEEPERS, Ac.

Useful, Economical, Ingenious, Simple.

Light, and easily rallied from room to

room. No dust or waste. Save* labour and

fuel. Will hold sifting* from 10 ordinary

fire grate*. Dimensions J3in. by Iliin.

Weight alwut 7lb.

.'â� I, â� <,â� â� â�¢â�  i Hfl,

Retail

Price,

Sole Agents:

WATSON & COOMBER,

Dfpt. K, 17 k 18, Nhaws Alky, Liverpool.

Directions. .1 rr. rfllltin/ Riddle, vtth

â�  i-hi i and cindtn, Jtx on lid and

ahikt handle in tiot, then rrirtove

Riddle and tmiAy cinder* in Art urate.

5/9

or Rlack

Carriage

Paid.

sanitary 1 o wels

Cigar Smoker.

How to Smoke.

The question of " What lo Smoke" was answered,

but most people objected to chewing the wet end of a

cigar. The problem of " How to Smoke It" is solved

by the Yeoman Cigar Smoker. No rank nicotine

ends now. The smoke is drawn from any part of the

cigar, which can be adjusted at will. Saves cutting

the end. The whole of the cigar is smoked, and

retains its natural flavour. Cooler, healthier, and

more comfortable to hold than the ordinary holder.

In Vulcanite and Amber, Silver and Gold 1 /A , *tt\ !

Mounts, with or without case. Prices) * / ** *Â° *â� Â»"/ "

Write for Illustrated Circular.

T. E, YEOMANS, Market Place, Derby.
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Right Again!

A perfect mouldâ��the most delicious blancmange is always yours

if you follow the directions on each packet of Brown &- Poison's

"Patent" Corn Flour. Note especially these important points:

1. Use pure milk without water. 3. â��and very important â�� give ten

2. Have the proper proportion of minutes brisk boiling, always stirring.

Corn Flour to milk (see recipe). 4. Use only and always

Brown 8 Poison's ^ Corn Flour

Please ask for and see that you really get it.
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The Keeley Treatment

For the Cure of Alcohol and Drug Inebriety. \

This cure has been under the constant observation of an Honorary Committee of Peers

prominent Gentlemen for the last sixteen years. During that time the late Canon Fleming has I

chairman ot the Committee. Among the other members of the Committee are The Right Honourable

Lord Montagu of Beaulleu, The Hon. H. W. Forster, Esq., M.P., The Rev. R. J. Campbell, M. A

W. Hind-Smith, Esq., and others. In their last Report, which has just been published, they

have unanimously affirmed that their confidence In the Keeley Treatment Is complete. This

Report can be had free on application to the Secretary.

More than Half a Million The Keeley Treatment is always administered U

have taken the treatment, among them 17,000

physicians. Does not this fact alone speak

volumes? And twenty per cent, of our patients

come through the recommendation of their family

physician.

" it Really Cures."

" It really cures. It does what il professes to do.''

Such is the emphatic testimony of Mr. Eardley-

Wilmot, the well-known secretary of the Church ol

Kngland Temperance Society.

W. T. Stead writes in " The Review of Reviews" :

" If I were to become a drunkard I should tell my

friends that I was going to take u month's holiday

in the Keeley Institute, West Bolton Gardens, and

rid my system of the last trace of the craving for

alcohol ; there is no doubt it can tie done, nor does

there seem to be any reason to fear failure."

We can show you hundreds of letters of gratitude

from patients who have taken the treatment, and

who are willing that their names should be given,

or they will correspond direct with prospective

patients.

regularly qualified physicians, who have made .1

special study of Inebriety- After carefully inquiring

into the history of each patient, and making a l horougi

physical examination, they treat each case according

to the condition of the patient. No matter how long

standing the addiction, or how much has been taken,

the result is invariably the sameâ��a cure.

No constitution is too delicate lor the Keeler

Treatment, as the remedies are perfectly

harmless.

Patients are given the utmost freedom ; there i>

absolutely no confinement, and, until the remedies

render it unnecessary, they are allowed their usual

amount of alcohol or drugs.

About one third of the patients are ladies, all of

whom have apartments outside the Institute, of Iheir

own selection.

The treatment takes four weeks for alcohol (for

drugs five to six weeks), and is carried out in the

United Kingdom only at the Keeley Institute, 9.

West Bolton Gardens, London, S.W., or by special

arrangement we can send our physician to the

patient's own home, or to travel with patient.

ONE TKINQ

IS CERTAIN.

You cannot be

healthy and happy if your

digestion is wrong. All the

symptoms that make people gloomy

and depressed arise from the stomach

or liver failing to do its work. That

run down feeling, loss of appetite, loss

of strength, depression, and mental

weariness are signs that your stomach

needs just the help Mother Seigel's

Syrup can give. It is the one sure

way of assuring perfect digestion and

renewing the vitality of the stream

of blood which should build

you up from strength

to strength.

S. A. Pimm, of Longworth,

Faringdon, Herks, writes : 1 had severe

pains 111 ciy chest and stomach, and could not

cat or drink without suffering. For very fear of

this I would sometimes go without food for two or

three days, which reduced me to an alarmingly weak

state. After taking Mother Scigel's Syrup, I could

eat and enjoy food in a perfectly natural manner,

and was quite free from the pains of indigestion.

MOTHER

SEIGEL'S

SYRUP

Also in Tablet Form.

Price 2/9.
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Cadbury's Chocolates

for Xmas.

Take Home a Box and Send

a Box to a Friend.

CADBURY'S

MILK

CHOCOLATE

HIGHEST IN QUALITY,

EXQUISITE IN FLAVOUR,

DELICIOUS, NUTRITIOUS,

AND ABSOLUTELY PURE

The name CADBURY on any

packet of Cocoa or Chocolate is a guarantee of purity.

Philip V. Summer's

AKOU VIBRA-MASSAGE

{HxQiMtrmt li-atle Mark).

This is the InÂ»lnnurnt commended hy the Lantet,

Vh'iriibfrMH Journal. Hrtttih W'e kl*. Hritiah l*af Tintet,

and leading scientific paper*. I! >â� â� â� -â� : lisÂ© i hy the

Medical Profession, und uied in the Innrraanc* of

Ur>*at Britain. Machines sent any distance on hire for

proof of â�  at nominal fee ; if purchased, said feo

Is deducted off price. Truth. IWiOH. says: "It ig

effioit'ioiis." Comprehensive and illustrated literature

sent f'-ee uixm rec-'ipt of card.

This Machine can only bÂ« obtained at 3.

Coalea Place. Edinburgh, and 420, Sauchlehall

Street. Glasgow, where examination! and

free tests are made.

NOTE. Th name Philip V. Summer

It on every Instrument.

VIBRATION

ft The New Craze:

1 JIGGLE-JOGGLE. I

jAÂ§ Can you play this latest gameâ��grotesque. Ed

tantalizing, and exciting Race with Frogs ? gjjj

SI Leading London Paper says: "Jiggle- Bd

BE Joggling '6 destined to becomes fine art." f^jj

In Various Editions, 6d. to 7s. 6d.

0/ all Stationers, Toy Dealers, etc.

National Provident

Estd.

Institution

183S.

FOR

MUTUAL LIFE ASSURANCE.

ASSURANCE AND INVESTMENT.

Write lor leaflet oÂ«-

NET COST OF

ENDOWMENT ASSURANCES.

48, Gracechurch Street, London, E.C.

HATS

Hone Genuine

unless bearing

this design.

humour the shape of the head to a sense of

delightful ease, because they are MADE IN

HALF 8IZES and have an original and natural fitting

which entirely does awjy with the old difficulties previously

experienced by purchasers of men's hats.

" Light as a Featherâ��Wears like Leather."

Made in Felt. 5 6 ; Silk, 12 6 ; and Straw. 3 0.

.ly' 'if. lit town. // any difficulty it experienced kindly evmmttnicute uith

Â»TWEEN" HAT FACTORIES, Denton, near Manchester.

Over i.ooo British wjrkpcople engaged in these factories.



I

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

On the Preservation of Health.

R. ANDREW WILSON, the distin-

guished authority on hygienic science

and health questions, is evidently a believer

in Thomas Carlyle's doctrine that there is no

utility in pointing out misfortunes unless you

at the same time indicate the remedy.

In his remarkable little book, "The Art

of Living," just issued from the press, Dr.

Wilson not only points out "our first duty

to ourselves is to check illness at the outset,"

but he follows up this admonition with the

more welcome information how we are to do

it. He, so to speak, says : " You have the

evil of ill-health to fight. Now, here's the

weapon to fight it with. Strike for freedom."

For example, he says: "Suppose a person

has run downâ��feels languid, and is easily

tired. If he neglects this warningâ��for all

such signs and symptoms are Nature's warn-

ing to usâ��the possibility is-that he will pass

further afield into the great lone land of

disease.

"Can he do anything to save himself

from such a disastrous result? In the vast

majority of cases he can restore his vigour."

How? "Probably he will be advised to

take a tonic. This in the main is good

advice. Unfortunately, the number of

tonics is legion, but if there exists any

preparation which can combine in itself the

properties of a tonic and restorative, and

which at the same lime can contribute to

the nourishment and building up of the

enfeebled body, it is evident such an agent

must prove of the utmost value to everybody.

I have found such a tonic and restorative

in the preparation known as Sanatogen.

" Recovering from an attack of influenza,"

says the distinguished author, " and suffer-

ing from the severe weakness incidental to

that ailment, Sanatogen was brought under

my notice. I gave it a fair trial, and the

results were all that could have been desired.

In a short time my appetite improved, the

weakness was conquered, and without the

use of any other medicine or preparation I

was restored to health.

"Sanatogen," he tells us, "combines two

distinct elements, one tonic and the other

nutritive." Further, it is no " secret" remedy,

for, as he pertinently observes, " its com-

position is well known, otherwise medical

men would not prescribe it."

What the tonic and nutritive elements of

Sanatogen are, and how they effect so much

good, Dr. Wilson describes in simple, con-

vincing terms.

The whole passage is too long to quote,

but one important remark of the writer

may be given, namely, that one of the

principal elements of Sanatogen " represents

the substance which actually forms a very

important, if not the most important, con-

stituent of our brain and nervous system."

How, through regenerating the nervous

system, Sanatogen restores the functions of

the digestive organs, and, by rebuilding the

tissues, compensates the wear and tear of

latter-day life ; how it does away with the

need of stimulants, and cures the sick by the

natural method of making the body strong

enough to drive out disease.

All this, in the delightful style of Dr.

Wilson's language, makes engrossing and

pleasant, as well as instructive, reading.

This last contribution of his to the literature

of health may certainly be calculated to carry

joyful news to the ailing and weary.

A limited number of complete specimen

copies of " The Art of Living," by Dr.

Andrew Wilson, are available for distribution.

A copy will be sent gratis and post free on

application to the publishers, F. Williams

and Co., 24, Alfred Place, London, W.C.,

mentioning The Strand Magazine.

Sanatogen, the therapeutic nutrient alluded

to by Dr. Andrew Wilson in the book

named above, has probably been put to

more severe and searching analyses and

tests than any other specific of modern

years, and the result, as declared by the

unanimous voice of the medical press, is to

place the preparation quite in the forefront

of all nerve tonics. â�� The Medical Tunes says :

" It is probably in cases of weakness or

exhaustion of the nervous system, accom

panied by various forms of mental and

bodily inefficiency, that Sanatogen proves

most useful."

Sanatogen, by the way, is used in the

Royal Family, and can be obtained of all

chemists, in tins, from 1/9 to 9/6.
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WHY PUT OFF SECURING A

PIANOLA PIANO?

IT IS FAR BETTER TO ORDER NOW.

rf^" UST now is the very best time to secure a Pianola Piano. 15y ordering now you

ensure an absorbing occupation during the dreary months to come. When you

\J have a "Pianola Piano and can give yourself up to the fascination of personally

producing music, you forget all about wet or foggy or restless days.

Many people put off seeing about the Pianola Piano until the winter has inexorably set in,

and by so doing deprive themselves of an immediate acquaintance with the charms of music.

Your present piano we will take in part exchange and allow you its full value. The

Pianola Piano can be played by hand, just as your present instrument can, and you could

not find a better piano than the Weber or Steck, the pianos into which the Pianola is

built to form the complete piano, the Pianola Piano.

The Pianola Piano is the only one to embody the Metrostyle and Themodist, two

indispensable devices. The one shows you how music ought to be played, and the other

accents the melody notes of a composition and gives 10 each note its true musical value.

The absolutely essential nature of these devices is fully explained in Catalogue "F," which

also tells you all about the Pianola Piano and how it may be obtained on very easy terms.

Call at /Eolian Hall or write for Catalogue " F."

ll&L The Orchestrelle Co.,

JEOLIAN HALL,

135-6-7, New Bond St., London, W.
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Ready December 9th.

A SPLENDID XMAS NUMBER.

6

j The DEC.

XMAS DOUBLE

NUMBER of the

d.

Lady's World

CONTAINS

A THRILLING NEW SERIAL STORY

, ENTITLED;

"THE RUNAWAYS,"

By ALICE and CLAUDE ASKEW.

READ THIS SPLENDID STORY.

Thrilling Short Complete Xmas Stories bu Eminent

Writers. Many Charming Pictures and Poems.

Practical Instruction on Fancy Work, Home

Decorations, Dressmaking. Millinery, Under-

wear, Cookery, Fashions, Dress Novelties,

Health, Pretty OirlV Page, Etiquette, &c.

80CIETY. With the latest portraits.

DRAMA.â��With many fine portraits.

&t Given

Away!

Paper Pattern

of Lady 'a

Hce: 6,

Parisian

|f Combina-

tions.

ORDER AT ONCE:

(By post, oil.)

St., Strand, London, W.C.

NOW ON 8ALE. Qd. ORDER AT ONCE.

NO. 10. O No. 10.

"THE LADY'S WORLD"

Fancy Work Book

Containing 48 Pazes of Fdltorial Matter.

Fully Illustrated. Price 3d.; by Post, 4 d.

Contains the newest ideas for making up dainty

Dorothy Rags, Aprons, D'Oyleys, Table Centres, and

popular Bazaar Articles, 5 o'clock Tea Cloth Corners

and Laces, Bedspread I^ace Sets and Washstand Sets,

with others suitable for Trimming Underclothing, useful

Woollen Garments. Waistcoat Designs, &c

A moat useful manual, whloh should be In every

lady's work-basket.

"THE LADY'S WORLD" OFFICE.

fl, Eamox Street, Strand, London, W.C,

DRAWBRIDGE

The Card Game for Two Players.

By means of this simple apparatus two

persons can play Whist or Bridge. Each

layer can see his own "Dummy"

and, but not his opponent's.

i

Sold in Pairs by all Stationers.

Don't accept any other mere Card Holder, ask for

"DRAWBRIDGE

WHOLE8ALE ONLY OF

CHAS. QOODALL & SON, Limited,

LONDON & BIRMINGHAM.

FOR THE PRESENT MODE

DOMEN

BELT CORSETS,

being made deep below the

waist, and perfect fitting,

are the ideal wear. No

lady need despair of pos-

sessing a truly elegant and

graceful figure who invests

in a pair of these Corsets.

They are a great boon to

those inclined to Corpulency.

Illustrated Price List (No. 15 V) Post Free.

Domen Belts Co., Ltd.,

456, STRAND (Charing Cross), W.C.

(Lady Attendants.)
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AUTOPIANO

LOOK lack to your childhood, or your student days; surely you will remember

many an occasion when, singing one of the old songs in chorus with your

schoolfellows, you felt each other nearer and were inspired by good and noble

thoughts. When the heart was young and light, you felt, though unconscious

of it, the ennobling influence of music. Why should it be different now that

you have grown up, and slrenuous work and manifold duties make you more selfish

and more prosaic every day? You are probably no musician now; your voice and

fingers have lost their flexibility, or even they may never have been trained. That

which the chorus of your schoolfellows once did for you, the " Autopiano" will

do now.

You yourself can produce the most delightful music, and provide your home with

that brightness and harmony which makes hard work easier, responsibilities lighter,

and life worth living. The whole world of music liecomes yours from the

moment when the "Autopiano" enters your home. By inserting a small Music Roll,

operating the sensitive, easy pedals, and directing the " Kastner l'atent Flexible

l ingers," you can perform a Mendelssohn Concerto, your favourite melodies, or the

latest Operatic successes, over 20,000 different compositions, wilh all your personal

feeling and enthusiasm.

Every "Autopiano" bears the names "Autopiano" and "Kastner," and can l>e pur-

chased only from ourselves or our agents. The " Soloist" emphasizes the solo part or theme

and accentuates any single note or chord at will. The patent " Kastner Reliance Motor,"

metal tubes, etc., make the " Autopiano" suitable for any part of the world.

The "Autopiano" is always ready for playing by hand as any ordinary Piano, and

the twenty models represent the most modern and highest achievement in Pianoforte

manufacture, the finest instruments of their class at the lowest possible prices for cash

or instalments.

If you have already a l'iano which is rarely used, why not exchange it fur a

astner " Autopiano ? You are invited to call and hear the " Autopiano, ' or to

write for Art Catalogue No. 3, and for the " Satisfaction Album," testifying to the

enthusiasm of " Autopiano" owners. Distance no object.

KASTNER

34, 35, & 36, MARCARET ST. (Cavendish Sq. Corner), LONDON, W.

(Second turning on lrft goinp; from Oxford Circus toward* fjurt'ii's Hall).
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DEFORE men learnt to use fire as a friend,

U serving the needs of humanity in count-

less ways, and perhaps before fire became

recognised as a ruthless, uncontrollable enemy,

it was to a great extent regarded as a sacred

mystery. The temple fires that were never

allowed to go out, or that were solemnly ex-

tinguished and relighted once a year, have

played an important part in the ritual of

many creeds. Little by little men came to

learn the uses of fire and the methods of

producing it. What was a sacred mystery

was turned to utilitarian purposes, inspiring

in the minds of the thinking a greater senti-

ment of wonder than when its origin and its

nature were shrouded in mystery.

Even before fire" produced by man came

into very extensive use there must have been

many occasions upon which fires on a large

scale resulted from purely natural causes.

In early times, no less than now, lightning

and forest fires may have set conflagrations

raging that primitive man was powerless to

control ; but, with the increasing use of fire,

the risk of damage from it has grown far

greater than before, and, since necessity is the

mother of invention, the need of effective

methods of fighting fire has produced

appliances of one kind or another which in

the main accomplish their purpose. From a

jug of water to a fire brigade, from rolling in

a hearth-rug to elaborate electrical arrange-

ments for detecting and extinguishing a fire

in any part of a huge building, men have kept

pace in the matter of combating fire, the

enemy, with the ever multiplying applica-

tions of fire for beneficial purposes by

which the risk of loss by fire is so

greatly increased. Still, do what we may, fire,

which for the most part serves us so well,

sometimes gets out of hand, with the inevi-

table consequence of financial loss.

First Suggestions of Familiar Things.

It is sometimes worth wondering how we

should receive to-day the first suggestions of

familiar things if they happened to be un-

known to us. We speculate sometimes as to

what our grandfathers would have thought of

railways and motor-cars, of electric light and

wireless telegraphy, of the cheap and rapid

production of books, newspapers, and maga-

zines, and now and again it is well to make

the effort of imagining how we should get

along without certain familiar things, and how

we should regard the first proposals of their

introduction. Let us suppose that there were

no such thing as fire insurance. Let us stand

in imagination watching the burning of a

private house or of a warehouse, and let us

try to picture the feelings of the owner of the

property and the sympathy that would be felt

for him by the onlookers. We should have

to recognise that a strtjke of dire ill-luck had

fallen and that the consequences, certainly

serious, might possibly be ruinous. Now try

to fancy someone impressed by such a sight

suggesting that it was possible for people to

join together and, by co-operation, avoid, not

indeed the fires themselves, but the financial

loss which a fire involves for each individual

whose property is destroyed. This is perhaps

not entirely the right way of putting it, since

the people who associate themselves to-

gether for their mutual protection really do

pay the cost of the damage done by the

fire, but in a manner which involves no

strain upon their resources and avoids

any serious loss. Should we have called

the proposer of such a scheme a visionary

and a dreamer, or should we have hailed him

as one of the foremost benefactors of his

race ? Of course we know that fire insurance,

like everything else, was a process of slow-

growth, the greatness of its future develop-

ments being wholly undreamt of at the time

of its origin. Some of us by our action in

remaining uninsured declare our practical

belief that the inventors of fire insurance

were fools and the system folly, though of

course the majority of mankind consider

foolishness to be shown by neglecting fire

insurance, not by adopting it.

Hazy Ideas.

Although most people insure their property

against loss by fire, they have for the most

part hazy and incomplete ideas of what fire

insurance really is. The fundamental thing

to recognise is that fire insurance is a system

by means of which people co-operate to pay

annually the average cost done by fire to such
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property as theirs. The private householder

pays as. a year to avoid the chance of damage

to the extent of jQioo being done by fire.

The Law of Average.

Over and above the co-operation among

policy-holders which makes fire insurance

possible there is another fundamental principle

which is frequently overlooked. This is that

when any phenomena are observed in great

numbers it is found that they exhibit average

results. From the tossing of coins to the

happening of marriages, occurrences which

in individual cases are uncertain in the

extreme are found to display the most extra-

ordinary regularity when observed on an

extensive basis. It is the same with fire, the

average cost of which can be foretold with

very considerable nicety. If, therefore, the

average cost each year is ascertained, why not

pay each year the necessary sum to make

good the damage done by fire? We cannot

do this single-handed, but by associating with

others it becomes possible, and moreover, in

consequence of the law of average, the general

body of policy-holders incur no risks of excep-

tional loss although relieving individual

policy-holders of all chance of catastrophe.

The Collecting and Distributing Agencies,

The fact that fire insurance is a system

of co operation among policy-holders throws

a flood of light upon the operations of the

fire insurance companies. A fire office, which

generally consists of shareholders, is merely

a piece of apparatus for facilitating and

making possible co-operation among indi-

viduals. Somebody or other must do the

work of bringing together those who desire to

associate for the avoidance of risk, and it is

this bringing together that the fire insurance

companies accomplish. Properly considered,

a claim for damage done by fire is a claim

upon the funds contributed by the policy-

holders as a whole ; it is not in reality a pay-

ment that has to be made by the managers

or directors or shareholders of a fire insurance

company ; they are merely the collecting and

distributing agency, to whom it is compara-

tively immaterial on what basis they collect

and distribute the moneys of the associated

policy-holders.

The Fads of Cranks.

There are some people who maintain that

the methods of fire offices should be different

from what they are in various important

respects. It is not infrequently thought that

if a man insures his goods for _Â£i,ooo, and

the whole of them are burnt, he should be

able to recover ,Â£1,000 from the insurance

company, whether the goods were worth

,Â£1,000 or 1,000 pence. In a muddle-headed

kind of way people think that if a life office

undertakes to pay ,Â£1,000 when a man dies,

provided hepays the premium for,Â£i,ooo, a fire

office should pay,Â£r,ooo when a man's goods

are burnt. In all probability fire offices could

make contracts of this kind ; it would simply

mean that the majority of decent people whose

goods were worth ^1,000 would avoid fires

if they could and endeavour to put them out

as soon as they were discovered ; while a

large number of disreputable people, whose

goods, insured for Â£ 1,000, were worth 1,000

pence, would set fire to their property for the

sake of making a profit, and between the

honest and the wholly disreputable there

would be an indefinitely large number of

people more or less " on the make" out of

the happening of fires. Probably a lengthy

experience of this slate of things would demon-

strate the existence of an average number of

absolute swindlers, of intermediate swindlers,

and of honest folk, with the result that the

cost of conducting fire insurance business

on these lines would become known within

comparatively narrow limits. Fire insurance

premiums on private houses and their con-

tents, instead of being 2s. a year for Â£100,

would be perhaps ,Â£20 a year. It would

probably make little or no difference to the

collecting and distributing agency, which is

the fire insurance company, but it would

make all the difference in the world to the

honest policy holders, who, instead of asso-

ciating on a mutual basis with other honest

people who only desired to avoid the loss

from fire which could not be helped, would

be joining in a mutual combination with

swindlers of varying degree, in order that the

honest might be fleeced for the benefit of the

dishonest.

When, therefore, fire insurance companies

in the possession of countless facts and vast

experience decline to adopt the vagaries of

the ignorant, they do so, not so much because

it would make any appreciable difference tc

the shareholders of the collecting and distri-

buting agency, as because it is entirely against

the interests of honest policy-holders.

When once people realize that it is in the

essential nature of things that fire insurance

is conducted in the best interests of policy-

holders, they will see that the ways of the

great fire companies are wise, that the fads

of the cranks lack rational justification, and

that it is well to combine with others for

mutual protection by effecting insurance in

companies of h'gh standing.
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The Profits of Fire Insurance.

The Story of the only old Company which

now shares its Profits with Policy-holders.

The object of this short article is not to

urge the great importance of insuring one's

goods against fire. The risk of fire is so

evidently present in every household, even

where the most elaborate precaution is exer-

cised, that no householder or business man

with the smallest modicum of prudence

neglects to insure himself against the possi-

bility. Of course, the writer is aware that

there are still many who neglect even that

elementary provision against disaster, but

the task of convincing them of their indis-

cretion must be left to another occasion.

For the present there is a matter of

greater importance for those who need

no convincing.

The General Position.

Everybody is aware that ///^-assurance

companies share their profits with policy-

holders in a very liberal manner. But there

is only one old fire-insurance office doing a

general business which does the same.

Why is that so? Is it because people look

upon their life-assurance policy as a perma-

nent contract and expect some consideration

for long-continued payments, and upon their

fire-insurance policies as only of annual

duration ? It is true there were various old

offices which did fire-insurance business on

this principle, but they have been gradually

bought up by other companies, a fate which

the one company referred to will not allow to

overtake them. There is no reason why

fire-insurance profits any more than those

of the other branch should be enjoyed

exclusively by shareholders. And yet most

fire policy-holders are content to let that be

so. The only excuse for their acquiescence

is ignorance of the existence of a society

in the profits of which thty may have a

large share.

The Essex and Suffolk Equitable Insurance

Society, Ltd., was founded in 1802 as a

purely mutual office, but in 1807 a share

capital of Â£20,000 was subscribed as a

means of increasing the security for the

policy holders. Under the old regulations of

the society no insurances were to be accepted

within ten miles of the Royal Exchange,

London, or in Scotland or Ireland. As time

went by this restriction was found to be

inconvenient, not to say absurd, and various

attempts were made to alter this provision ;

but it was found that nothing completely

effective could be done without a special Act

of Parliament, which was obtained in 1906.

At the same time the share capital was

increased to ,Â£250,000, of which ,Â£25,000

was paid up. The holders of these shares

receive a dividend at the rate of 5 per cent,

per annum, of which 3^ per cent, is earned

by the share capital itself. The shareholders

cannot receive a further dividend beyond the

5 per cent, until the insured members have

received a bonus equivalent to one-half of the

premiums paid by them for the previous quin-

quennial period.

The Share for Policy-holders.

Now this is the system under which holders

of policies with this office receive back from

25 per cent, to 50 per cent, of the premiums

paid by them. The policy-holders are divided

into two classesâ��the members and the non-

members. Speaking generally, the members

who share in the profits pay the usual rates

of premium charged by fire - insurance

companies.

Every member's policy becomes entitled at

the end of each five years that it has remained

in force, without any claim of Â£10 or upwards

having arisen under it, to share in the surplus

profits of the society. So remarkably, suc-

cessful has the society been that no less than

from twenty-five per cent, to fifty per cent, of

the total premiums paid during each five
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years' period has been returned in cash to the

members; and for the greater part of the one''

hundred and odd years of its existence at the

latter rate. It is sometimes urged against

mutual insurance offices that its members

by sharing in profits become under serious

liability to contribute to losses, but in this

society this risk is entirely obviated, as,

under the provisions of the special Act of

Parliament obtained by the society, the

liability of insured members is strictly

limited to the nominal sum of one shilling

per member, thus securing the benefits of

profit-sharing without its risks.

Some Cases in Point.

The above is worth the consideration of

all. Even for the smallest policy-holder it is

worth while to save what he can ; none but

the foolish spend even a few shillings un

necessarily. Then in the case of large

property-owners the saving to be effected is

very considerable â�� much too big to be ignored

by even the most wealth v. Here are a few

instances taken at random from the society's

books illustrating the profit distributions of

a recent year :â��

Cash returned

Pol.lev Natckr Annual to the insured

Nu. OK Risk. Premium, in respect of the

past live years.

Â£ s. d. Â£ s. d.

16 5 o 40 12 7

Estate 52 7 4 IjO 18 4-

... rv,. Private Houses

186,902

149,765 Private Hons.

167,947 Diuo

12$, 553 Furniture

186,841 Ditto

114 2 13 4

030 076

i 10 o 3 15 o

020 050

167,331 Farm Buildings I II 8 3 19 2

136,554 Ditto 3 IO O 8 16 2

149,775 Puhlic-houses 604 15 I o

Â»Â£W Suits' ".05 28,6 o

iVC.

167,298 Shop 046 O II ;

â� 37>Â°79 Yacht lying up I 15 o 476

Although, as said above, the rates for

membership insurances are as a rule no

higher than those charged for similar risks

by other first-class offices, to meet the con

venience of persons desiring to anticipate

the distribution of profits, the society is

prepared to issue non-membership policies

at a substantial discount below the member-

ship rates. The reduction in the rates for

non-members is such that it may be said

they take an immediate bonus, although, in

the long run, members reap the greater

advantages.

While such straightforward facts are suffi-

t to convince every reasonable person of

the soundness of the advantages offered by

thVEssex and Suffolk Society, it is interesting

to receive the testimony of experts upon the

matter

It is not 4ong since the Land Agents'

.Society appointed a very strohg committee

to look into the question of fire insurance

This committee considered a variety of alter

natives, and came to the conclusion that the

Essex and Suffolk Society presented very

great advantages : but before recommending

it for insurance the committee took the

opinion of Mr George King, who holds an

extremely high position as a consulting

actuary, upon the security afforded by the

Essex and Suffolk Society, and upon a

number of other points of the utmost impor-

tance to policy holders

Mr. King's report, made after the fullest

investigation, was of the most satisfactory

character, and the Insurance Committee

reported to the Land Agents' Society

that the Essex and Suffolk is, in their

opinion, "the company with which, from

all points of view, the most satisjartorv

arrangements for insurance against fire can

be made."

Great Financial Strength.

As to the general strength of the company,

it should be observed that, being a very old

society, for many years it has been accu-

mulating reserves, which, in proportion to its

risks, are extremely large. Apart from share-

capital its lire fund amounts to very nearly

three times its annual premium income, a

degree of financial strength which is not

surpassed by any other prominent lompany.

Another point is that the safest risks, for

which the lowest premiums are charged, are

the most profitable . while the most hazardous

risksâ��such as a great deal of business in the

United States undertaken by many British

officesâ��although involving high premiums,

yield little or no profit. The Essex and

Suffolk, by confining their business to the

United Kingdom and Ireland and to the

safest kinds of business, make large profitsâ��

the profits in which all insured members par-

ticipate as above stated.

The society's new London offices at 50-56,

New Broad Street, E.C., are worthy of its

established reputation, and the building

deserves a visit from all who can make it

convenient to pay one By writing to that

address (or to the head offices at Colchester)

readers will receive post free a booklet giving

fuller particulars of the society's business, and

its rates for all branches of fire and accident

insurant e.
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ENQUIRY FORM

for

Fire Insurance on Profit-Sharing Lines

to

The Essex & Suffolk Equitable

Insurance Society, Ltd.

56, 58. and 60, NEW BROAD STREET, LONDON, E.C.

Please send me a Quotation for the Insurance of thr Undermentioned Property.

DESCRIPTION OF THE GOODS OR PROPERTY

TO BE INSURED.

Amount

of

Insurance

required.

On

Christian and Surname

Residence

Profession or Business

Date

Please fill in and forward as above.
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Points Worth Knowing about Life Insurance.

DEOPLE nowadays are far too apt to judge

* of a man's- value by the amount of

money which he possesses. For the most

part the verdict of history will have but little

to say in favour of any individual who was

mainly notable for his wealth. When the

din and hurry of the age are over and

The one or two immortal lights

Risf- slowly up into the sky

To shine there everlastingly

they will be found to be thinkers or workers

of one kind or another, whose value was in

their character, their work, and their thought,

and not at all in the success with which it

met as gauged by the money profit which

it yielded.

The Money Value of a Man.

Yet it is quite right sometimes to think

what a man is worth in terms of pounds,

shillings, and pence. It is especially

necessary for one who has others dependent

upon him to ask himself the question : What

am I worth to my family while I am alive,

and what will my estate be worth to them

when I am dead ? Most of us do nearly the

best we can to increase our money value

while we live, and if we cannot in any way

increase our income we must manage to

make do with what we have. Most men

can, and most men ought to, see that when

they die their families are not wholly

deprived of the man's own money value to

his wife and children. Suppose a man earns

^1,000 a year, and that the cost of his own

maintenance is ^400, he is worth ^600 a

year to those dependent upon him, and to

make sure that Â£600 a yearwould be available

for them after his death he would need to

leave an estate worth something like Â£15,000.

Probably most men earning only ,Â£1,000

a year would regard such a provision as this

as scarcely feasible, and yet it, or something

like it, can be provided by means of life

assurance without any insuperable difficulty.

The Cheapest Life Policies.

To do anything of this sort life assurance

is frequently the only, and for almost every-

body certainly the best, way. It may be that

a man sees a good chance of earning a large

income in the future, though his present

income is small; in such a case possibly the

best policy for him is renewable term

insurance. A man of thirty, by paying about

Â£13 a year to a life office, can secure a policy

guaranteeing that ^1,000 will be paid at his

death if it occurs within fifteen years. A

contract containing this provision only is

seldom advisable, but if there is the further

condition that at any time during the fifteen

years he can change to a more satisfactory

kind of policy without further medical

examination then this renewable term in-

surance may prove of the utmost value.

The next cheapest kind of policy would cost

at least Â£19. a. year, or half as much again,

and even that is not wholly satisfactory.

Under renewable term policies the man can

change at any time he likes within the term

to a more expensive policy by paying the

rate for the new policy corresponding to

the age at which he makes the change.

Thus this renewable term insurance is the

cheapest way of providing an immediate

estate in the event of his premature death.

It only gives temporary protection, however,

unless he exercises the option of changing

later on to another form of policy which

gives permanent protection.

Permanent Protection at Low Cost.

If it is required to obtain for a given

outlay each year the largest possible amount

at death, the premiums on the policy ought

to be paid so long as the assured lives. A

policy that is not entitled to share in the

profits would cost about Â£19 per ^1,000

at age thirty, something like Â£26 at age

forty, and ^38 at age fifty. This kind of

assurance is excellent if the man happens to

die soon, but the results are not.nearly so

good as he can obtain in other ways if he

happens to live long.

For about Â£19, Â£25, and ,Â£35 a year at

ages thirty, forty, and fifty respectively a

man can secure the assurance of ^1,000 at

death, and yet obtain a share in the profits

of the life office. A good assurance company

knows perfectly well that it will declare

bonuses in the future, and if it happens to

suit anybody better to have the present value

of future bonuses allowed to him at the out-

\Contitnud on fage 134.
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Investments Which Yield a High Rate of Interest

Without any Risk of Capital.

ONE is apt to think, when in good health

and enjoying prosperity, that it will last

continually, and the temptation to let the

future take care of itself is a strong one. But

it is clearly every individual's duty to calculate

what may be the probable loss to the family

if protracted sickness intervene, or, worse still,

if death takes away its main support. If you

are putting your savings in the bank, recollect

that whilst that plan is good as far as it

goes, it does not go far

enough.

Suppose you save ^10 a

year by means of the savings

bank, your fund at the end

of ten years will be ^ioo

plus interest. But who is

going to guarantee that you

will live to see that account

grow to ^100? It is pos-

sible that your family may

need at least that sum in

ready cash, on account of

your death, long before ten

years have expired. Sup-

pose the emergency arises

in two years. What a poor

reserve fund you would have

in the bankâ��say ^22. It

would simply be swallowed up instantly in

the funeral expenses and doctor's bill, leaving

nothing for future use. It is obvious, then,

that while a fund in the bank is a step in

the right direction, it does not completely

meet the difficulty, because it takes so long

to make such a fund of sufficient size.

By means of a life policy you can imme-

diately raise a capital sum which is ready for

the contingency named, no matter when it

may occur. Though it may take you ten

years to save Â£,100 in the bank, yet by the

payment of a single

premium for a life

policy you can have

the satisfaction of

knowing that ;Â£ioo,

or any larger sum you

care to arrange for, is

standing to your

credit, and that if

death should make it

necessary, even imme-

diately after you pay

the premium, that

sum will become

1

MR. O. HASKELL VEITCn.

General Manager of the Confederation Life

Aesoeiation for Great Britain and Ireland.

Head Office Building* of the Confederation Life Awociation, Toronto.

Canada, thou-ing extensive new addition.

available for your family. This form of

investment is also one of the best possible

methods of making provision for old age.

In addition to having a substantial capital

available in the event of early death, the cash

sum payable by the best insurance offices

shows a return much superior to that

obtainable by means of ordinary commercial

investments. Moreover, it cannot be empha-

sized too strongly that life assurance is the

only means whereby it is pos-

sible to make provision for

those dependent upon us in

the event of early death, and

for ourselves should we be

fortunate enough to survive.

The Confederation Life

Association (of Canada) is

one of the wealthiest Colonial

Lile Assurance Companies,

having funds amounting to

over ^Â£2,600,000 invested in

first-class securities, yielding

interest at the exceptional

rate of over 5 per cent, per

annum. This is a rate of

interest which is unequalled

by English offices, and

enables the Association not

only to give excellent terms and results to

its policy holders, but to make a speciality

of annuity business. Another important

feature is that on policies now maturing the

Cash Results represent a substantial return,

in addition to which the undoubted advan-

tage of being fully insured whilst the policy

is in force must not be overlooked.

Booklets setting forth the advantages offered

will be sent post free to readersof The Strand

Magazine on application. Mr. G. Haswell

Veitch, the General Manager for Great Britain

and Ireland, will be

pleased to give any

information respect-

ing the exceptional

investments, com-

bined with insurance,

which are offered by

the Confederation Life

Association. The

Chief Office for the

United Kingdom is

at Temple Bar House,

23-28, Fleet Street,

London, E.C.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

set in the form of reduction of premium,

instead of paying a higher premium at the

beginning and having the excess premium

returned to him in one form or another later

on, several life offices are quite willing to fall

in with his views. Future bonuses may be

discounted, and if in the future they prove

to be of larger amount than the bonuses

that were discounted the difference is paid

to the policy-holder or his estate; if they

turn out smaller than was anticipated, the

policy-holder has to make good the difference.

Thus he really shares in the full bonuses of

the life office without having to pay a high

rate of premium for the privilege; in fact, the

premium that he actually does pay may be

slightly less than a non-profit policy would

cost. These discounted bonus policies, as

they are generally called, have much that

is extremely attractive about them, and

especially if a man dies comparatively soon

after effecting his assurance they prove ex-

tremely profitable. The same money spent

in premiums on policies of this kind provide

a larger sum at death than is yielded by

other policies.

Similar Results by Other Means.

Speaking generally, it is a great deal better

for policy-holders to assure on a plan that

gives them participation in profits than on

a plan which gives them no such rights.

Profits, however, have to be paid for, and

the only drawback to with-profit assurance is

that it normally involves a comparatively high

rate of premium. This drawback is avoided

by a method which, while charging an

extremely low rate of premium, defers par-

ticipation in profits until the premiums

paid, accumulated at 4 per cent, compound

interest, amount to the sum assured. Policies

which become claims before this has happened

yield at their worst a vast deal more than

has been paid in premiums; but when the

bonus-sharing time begins the policy-holders

receive a full share of the profits of the life

office, though they have been paying only

very small premiums. This system of

deferring bonuses is extremely good when

the rates of premium are low; when, for

instance, the assurance of ^1,000 at ages

thirty, forty, and fifty costs about ^21,

^28, and ^42 per annum respectively.

Occasionally policies are issued at full

rates of premium, but with participation in

bonuses deferred for a fixed period, such

as twenty years; this kind of policy,

under whatever name it is known, should be

avoided. There is nothing whatever to be

said in favour of this system, and a great

deal to be said against it. It is sometimes

adopted by entirely inferior companies, whose

ordinary bonuses are so bad that they find it

prudent not to call attention to them. Of

course, if a man is entirely in the dark as to

what his bonuses are likely to be, and does

not arrive at the light for twenty years, it

does not matter vastly much to a life office

when the man grumbles that the brilliant

light for which he was looking is only a

farthing dipâ��that the large bonus he ex-

pected is paltry and insignificant.

Less at First and More Later.

There is yet another way in which the

premiums can be small during the early

years of life assurance, becoming larger later

on. Many companies issue policies under

which the annual cost for the first five years

is about half the annual cost thereafter. At

ages thirty, forty, and fifty respectively these

policies cost something like ^13 10s.,

;Â£i8, and ^27 a year for the assurance of

jÂ£. 1,000 during the first five years, but the

cost is doubled thereafter. This plan

achieves somewhat similar results to those

of convertible term policies, which have

been explained above. It is necessary,

when the premiums are reduced for the

first five years only, to commence the

higher rate of premium in the sixth

year. Hence to a certain extent this

plan of reducing premiums for the first five

years rather ties a policy-holder down in the

matter of choice of time at which the higher

rate of premium commences. It is always

well, however, to begin paying the full rate as

early as possible, since the cost of life assur-

ance increases with age, and the earlier the

permanent arrangement is set to work the

better it is for the assured. As a matter of

fact, any method of reducing the premiums

at first, with the result that they have to be

increased later on, is not so good in the long

run as policies under which the premiums do

not increase. Thus, convertible term policies,

and those subject to reduced premiums for

the first five years, are not to be recom-

mended, except in cases where the largest

amount of protection possible is essential in

the event of early death, and there is a reason-

able chance of a man being able to afford

a larger premium later on. Consequently

the best forms of life assurance, where a low

rate of premium is of importance, are the

discounted bonus and the deferred bonus

system described above. Both of these,

if taken from first-class life offices, are

preferable to policies which do not share in

the profits.

[Continued on pagt 13b.
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The Best Investment-Insurance

Absolute safety and most liberal conditions are the distinguishing features of

the New Annual Bonus Policy of the Equitable Life Assurance Society of the

United States.

You can take out a larger life or endowment policy here than you DARE

do elsewhereâ��

(1) because the " Equitable " policy carries such ample automatic provision for continuation

of your policy from the surrender value even though you do fail to pay a premium, and

(2) because the " Equitable" shows some return for your money in the shape of Annual

Cash Bonuses.

These are only two of the many features that have made the policy so pop-Jar

with British Policyholders.

PAYMENTS TO BRITISH POLICYHOLDERS amounted to over Â£400,000 last

year alone.

ABSOLUTE PROTECTION is given by its assets of over Â£88,000,000 and its

British Trust Fund of Â£100,000 worth of securities deposited at the Bank of England,

for the benefit of British policyholders.

But send for a Specimen Policy. Its actual terms and conditions will give

you more satisfaction than any amount of description.

If you wish to see exactly what exceptional benefits our New Annual Bonus

Policy carries for YOU, state your age.

THE EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY

of the United States

British Head Office â�� 6, Princes Street, Bank, London, E.C.

SUN

FIRE OFFICE,

Founded ijio.

The Oldest Insurance Office in the World.

Head Office: 63, Threadneedle St., E.C.

Insurances effected against the following risks :

FIRE.

PERSONAL ACCIDENT,

SICKNESS AND DI8EASE,

FIDELITY GUARANTEE,

BURGLARY,

WORKMEN'S COMPENSATION

AND EMPLOYERS' LIABILITY,

Including

A0CIDENT8 TO

DOMESTIO 8ERVANTS.

Funds in Hand, Â£2,764,234.

"Thia aplendidl; managed office. â�� Pall Matt Oaxltt. Â»b. 33. ISM.

THE SCOTTISH LIFE

Hiiict comb, in

President, THE DUKE OF ARGYLL, K.T.

BONUSES TO POLICY-HOLDERS

FOR

QUARTER OF A CENTURY,

Â£2Â°/0 FOR EACH YEAR

of Aaiurance completed after the First.

MAXIMUM 7MINIMUM

ASSURANCE tor PREMIUM.

On application may be had, post free, a Prospectus

of the Company's Economic Scheme â�� one of the

most attractive in the Insurance World. A man

aged 30 next birthday can, for an annual premium

of Â£10-18-4, secure Â£500 payable at death,

with the addition of " Economic" Bonusesâ��hitherto

Â£5 for each year completed after the first.

Edihri-'Roh : 19. St. Andrew Square. London : 13, Clement's Lane. E.C.

Branch Office* and Agencie, In all the chief cities and town,

in the Kingdom. I ull Information sent on application.
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An Income after Death.

There are instances in which the essential

thing for a man to leave behind him may be

an income rather than a large capital sum.

If at the death of the assured the sum of

,Â£1,000 is available in cash, and if it is

safely and wisely invested, it may yield Â£40

a year in perpetuity; just possibly the invest-

ments may increase in capital value, but they

are much more likely to decrease, and may

even disappear altogether through mistakes,

extravagance, or fraud. Since the real object

of a man in taking life assurance is to pro-

vide an income, there seems a certain cogency

in the comment, "If it is so, why not say so,"

and do so? Assure an income rather than

a capital sum payable at death which may be

squandered or lost. There are two ways in

which this can be done under nearly all kinds

of policies.

One way provides an income for a fixed

number of years, such as ten, fifteen, twenty,

or twenty-five after the death of the assured.

Thus if an income for twenty years is chosen

the beneficiaries under a policy can receive

,Â£68 8s. a year, payable half-yearly for twenty

years, instead of receiving ,Â£1,000 in cash.

In other words, a company will pay ,Â£1,368

in the course of twenty years as the equiva-

lent of ,Â£1,000 down. Now, suppose a

discounted bonus policy were taken with the

proviso that instead of ,Â£ 1,000 in cash the

company would pay the sum assured by

instalments spread over twenty years. To

yield the same income, namely .Â£40 a year,

for twenty years, as would be yielded by

,Â£1,000 in perpetuity, would only cost a man

aged thirty at entry ,Â£1 1 a year instead of

Â£19; at age forty it would cost him a

trifle less than ,Â£15 a year instead of ,Â£25 ;

and at age fifty the cost would be ,Â£20, in

place of Â£35.

In talking just now of the money value of

a man earning ,Â£1,000 a year, we spoke of

his financial value to his family being .Â£600

a year. Under a discounted bonus policy

paid by instalments spread over twenty years

it would only cost a man of thirty Â£'166 a

year to provide his family with .Â£600 a year

for twenty years after his death. He may

possibly think even this is more than he can

afford to pay, but at any rate here is an

excessively cheap method of providing a

substantial income for a good long time after

death. As an easy basis for enabling people

to decide how much they can afford, if this

plan appeals to them, we may say that a

discounted bonus policy would yield ^iooa

year for twenty years after death at a cost of

less than Â£28 a year to a man aged thirty,

about Â£56 1 os. to a man aged forty, and just

over ,Â£51 to a man whose age at entry was

fifty. When conditions of this character are

available there seems little excuse for any-

body remaining unassured, especially when

there are others dependent upon them.

An Income for Life to a Beneficiary.

If there is only one person it i' required

to benefit by life assurance the n. )ney paid

by the life office when the policy becomes a

claim can be used to purchase an annuity

for the beneficiary. The annuity would be

relatively large if the beneficiary were old

when the assured died, but might be incon-

veniently small if the beneficiary were young

at the time it was required to buy the

annuity. It is, therefore, much better to let

the life office take the risk of the time of

death and to assure not for a fixed sum in

cash, but for a fixed income. A very

good way of carrying out this arrange-

ment is a policy which provides that,

say> ;Â£IOÂ° a vear shall be paid for

twenty years certain after the death of the

assured to somebody or other, but if the

specified beneficiary survives the assured by

more than twenty years the annuity is con-

tinued to her as long as she lives. The

premium rates for policies of this kind depend

upon the ages both of the assured and of the

beneficiary, so that specimens cannot be

given with advantage ; but the rates are low

and a policy of this kind is a most inexpensive

method of making provision for life for some

one person, or it may be two or more persons,

with the certainty that somebody or other will

receive the income for at least twenty years.

When a man is concerned to provide for

some one person and for nobody else, he can

sometimes do even better in the matter of

annual cost by taking a policy which provides

that the beneficiary shall receive either a

sum in cash at the death of the assured, or

an income commencing at his death and

continuing so long as she lives, payable in

the event of the assured dying before the

beneficiary, but nothing being payable in

the event of the beneficiary dying first. If

desired, the premiums paid can be returned

to the assured in this latter event.

These various forms of cheap life policies

are very far from exhausting the subject,

but they do show most conclusively that

a comparatively small annual outlay can

provide extremely substantial benefits for

dependents, and thus enable a man to

arrange that his money value need not, as

it should not, terminate at his death.
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YOUR PENSION

BEGINS at age 55

If you take out a Deferred Annuity Polioy now being issued by the

NORWICH UNION MUTUAL LIFE OFFICE

For a man aged 25 next birthday the yearly cost

to provide a Pension of Â£50 per annum at age 55

works out at only Â£12 3s. 4d.

A man aged 30 next birthday has to pay Â£16 as. id.

yearly for the same benefits, or if his age is 35 next

birthday the yearly premium he must pay is Â£22 3s. od.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION IS REQUIRED.

ALL PREMIUMS PAID ARE RETURNED in the event of earlier death,

and a CASH OPTION of Â£625 is given in lieu of the Pension

should oircumstances at age 55 make this more desirable.

Particulars at other ages, or for a Pension to begin at 60 or 65, on application to

Dept. A, NORWICH UNION LIFE OFFICE, NORWICH.

EDUCATIONAL

ENDOWMENTS

PROVIDING

A PUBLIC SCHOOL EDUCATION

AND

A UNIVERSITY CAREER

AT A MODERATE COST.

For particular* apply to the

Phoenix Assurance Co.,"

19 & 70, LOMBARD STREET, LONDON, E.C.

FIRE-LIFE-ACCIDENT

Funds - -

Claims Paid

Â£7,000.000

Â£44,000,000

a H. RYAN, General I naeer.

Wesleyan & General

Assurance Society.

ESTABLISHED 1841.

Chief Office: Steelhoute Une. BIRMINGHAM.

London Branch Offices: 101, Firubury Pavement, E.C.

Accumulated Funds exceed Â£1,250.000.

Claims Paid exceed - - . Â£4,500,000.

All classes of Life Assurance transacted apply for

Prospectus as above. Special attention la directed

to the following; example of the Society's

LIMITED PAYMENTS TABLE.

Under tbia Table tbe sum assured is payable at death, but the

payment of premiums : - limited to 5, 10, 16, 20, or SB > ears; at the

end of the period thrwen all payments cease, while the policy con

tin pes to increase by the Bonuses added.

Example i A person age 30 at entry paying B yearly premiu â� 

arty pr

i Profits paya

OCDO

Â£1,000

INSURANCE 11

AGAINST

U Railway Accidents. X

QQI >< >CrZD( )<=>( >C30
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MY LADY'S MIRROR.

THE problem of how to protect the skin and hair

from the ravages of winter is one which

presents itself times without number to the feminine

mind. It needs, indeed, no little skill and care to

sufficiently protect the delicate skin of face and arms

from the disastrous influence of easterly winds and

from the keen and frosty air of mid-winter. If the ill-

effects of summer sunshine and heat are notorious for

their injury to a fair skin, the red and rough face,

frayed lips, and chapped hands of the winter are still

more disconcerting to the woman who values her

good looks.

Of course, outdoor exercise is essential for health

and good looks, and in this climate the weather is but

rarely so inclement that it can serve as an adequate

excuse for remaining indoors all day long. Long

days in artificially-heated rooms, illuminated for

many hours by gas or electric light, make the skin

sallow, dull, and colourless. Brisk outdoor exercise,

particularly in cold weather, is most invigorating,

stimulating the circulation and so bringing a becoming

glow to cheeks and lips.

It must, however, be borne in mind that the deli-

cate skin of the face needs protection from very keen

air, that otherwise is most beneficial for the general

health. When dances and dinner-parties are the

order of the day, the open-air girl begins to feel rather

disconsolate, for her mirror calls to her notice her

wind-roughened cheeks and reddened arms. A little

timely care and a few simple precautions will enable

the skin to retain its natural softness and delicacy.

It is a well-known fact that sudden changes of

temperature have a deleterious effect on the com-

plexion. There is no greater mistake than to go out

suddenly into the frosty outdoor air after having for

some time sat near a fire in a well-heated room. The

sudden change from the warmth of the room to the

chilly outside atmosphere affects the skin, making it

rough and red. Before going out of doors the skin of

the face should be carefully protected by a special

treatment. The face should not be washed in water,

but should be cleaned by the use of a good massage

cream. , A suitable cream must be selected for the

purpose. In these days of progress such care is

exercised in the preparation of toilet specialities that

even the most fastidious woman can obtain toilet

adjuncts to suit her taste.

A small quantity of the cream selected should be

taken on the finger-tips and rubbed into the skin.

The face must then be carefully wiped with a soft

linen or silk handkerchief, to remove all visible

trace of the cream. By this means a very fine layer

of the protective cream remains on the skin, which

enables it to resist the ill-effects of cold and wind, but

which is not visible to the eye. Those who care to

use powder will find it desirable to dust a little

lightly over the face after applying the cream in this

manner. Care must be taken to remove the powder,

particularly round the eyes and over the eyebrows and

eyelashes. It can be conveniently applied by means

of a chamois leather on which a little powder has

been dusted. In this way the powder lies more

evenly on the skin than when it is applied with an

ordinary powder-puff. A pure powder must be

selected. There are several excellent makes in the

market whose manufacturers guarantee their freedom

from injurious ingredients.

If the face is thus carefully prepared no harm can

ensue to the complexion from exposure to cold winter

air. Mild, damp winter days are beneficial to the

skin, and fine rain has a softening, soothing effect on

By Mrs. ROBERT E. NOBLE.

the face. In foggy weather the skin comes to no

harm, provided that care is taken to remove every

trace of dirt from the pores on returning home.

The face should first be wiped with a soft, dry towel

and then bathed in hot water, to which has been

added a few drops of glycerine and a trace of benzoin.

Then a special massage cream may be used, containing

soothing ingredients that will counteract the effect of

a nasty atmosphere.

One ounce each of oil of almonds and lanoline

should be melted together, and into the mixture

gradually stirred one dram each of boracic acid

and zinc oleate. The mixture may then be scented

with a few drops of a favourite perfume essence.

During the winter months many a woman views

with dismay the brown stain on her neck which the

wearing of furs has created. This discoloration

generally makes its appearance on the neck just at

the point where the collar ends, and it forms an ugly

brown rim which is only too obvious in a decollete'

frock. Of course, brown furs are chiefly responsible

for the stain, and if allowed to remain for any length

of time it is almost impossible to eradicate it.

In the early stages the first hint of discoloration

may be removed. Effective lotion is made by adding

lemon-juice to an equal bulk of a solution of borax.

This should be applied nightly by means of a small

sponge, and allowed to dry on the skin.

Another detail of the toilet that calls for particular

attention in cold weather is the care of the hands.

Women know only too well how easily the skin of

the hands and arms becomes rough and red during a

spell of cold weather. It is a curious fact that cold

weather seems to make the hands dirty, so that there

is a temptation to wash them more frequently than at

other times. The effect of this constant washing is

to roughen the skin and make its texture coarser.

Soft tepid water should be used and lemon-juice

requisitioned to remove stains, and so obviate the

need for the use of a nail-brush. A little oatmeal

added to the water softens it, and a few drops of

benzoin whiten the skin.

After washing great care must be taken to dry the

hands thoroughly, and to avoid the use of a damp

towel. A few drops of an emollient lotion will keep

the hands in good condition. A very simple and

efficacious lotion is prepared by mixing equal parts of

lemon-juice and glycerine, to which a few drops of

benzoin are added.

If a good powder is then dusted over the hands

they are adequately protected from injury due to

wintry weather. Women, and English women in

particular, are much too careless in the matter of

putting on their gloves before they sally forth into the

open air. There is no greater mistake, for the sudden

exposure of the soft skin of the hand and forearm to

the cold external air soon renders it coarse and red.

Many women fancy that the use of sleeping-gloves

is injurious to the finger-nails. However, provided

the gloves worn are sufficiently loose and well-ven-

tilated, no harm can result from their use. A good

cold cream such as is obtainable at any reliable

chemist's may be well rubbed into the hands before

the gloves are donned for the night.

Redness of the hands is often due to a defective

circulation. This may be remedied by means of

friction. The whole hand, and particularly the

wrist, should be gently rubbed to induce a glow.

Such massage stimulates the flow of blood through

the hand, warms it, and improves its contour and

colour.
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As a Woman Treateth her Complexion, So It Is.

THE ADVICE OF A WIDELY-KNOWN STAGE BEAUTY.

MISS ALICE CRAWFORD is an actress

who has been winning increasing fame

with each passing theatrical season. As by her

admirable and successful acting in the part of

Glory Quayle in "The Christian," then with

Mr. Terry in " Matt of Merrymount," and now

with Mr. Forbes-Robertson in the exquisitely

and artistically sensational play, " The Passing

of the Third Floor Back," she has gained

plaudits and undeniable appreciation, so she

now bids fair to gain the thanks and gratitude

of many Englishwomen for having pointed out

to them the infallible means for the preserva-

tion of Complexion Beauty. In a letter repro-

duced on this page she says of " Valaze," Dr.

Lykuski's Russian Skin Food and Beautifier,

which I have introduced to England : " Your

Russian Skin Food, 'Valaze,' does precisely

what the skin

requires; it

preserves its

tone, white-

n e s s, and

clearness as

no other pre-

paration has

done." She

then adds:

" When I have

said that I

have only

vaguely hint-

ed at the true

pleasure,

satisfaction,

and benefit

which I derive

fromit. Allac-

tresses should

use it daily."

These words,

coming from

an actress

blessed with

such charm as is Miss Crawford's happy

possession, are well worth pondering, because

there are none quicker than stage folk to realise

that, while talent is a great thing and mental

equipment and true artistic temperament are

valuable possessions, physical attractiveness

frequently finds them wanting when weighed

with them in the balance.

" Valaze " acts on the skin, seeking out the

deepest layers, the deepest tissues, the deepest

cells, and there works like Nature works,

thoroughly and surely, for skin health, for skin

purity, for skin colour, freshness, and beauty

in every sense. This explains why the skin

which feeds on "Valaze" is always healthy and

able to bear the brunt of all weather conditions

and remain supple and refined withal. This

explains also why " Valaze " is indispensable in

midsummer as in midwinter, in the spring as

in the autumn, in the tropics as in colder

latitudes.

The " Valaze" complexion knows no speck

or freckle, as the " Valaze " skin knows no line

or crowsfoot. " Valaze "-nourished tissues are

never depressed. A " Valaze " face never looks

tired. " Valaze" contains the essence of a

beautiful flower-herb which grows only in the

Carpathian Mountains, and it is due to the

unremitting labour of the Russian specialist,

Dr. Lykuski, that its invaluable properties

have become known to the world.

The price of " Valaze " is 4s. 6d., 8s. 6d., and

21s. ajar.

My book, "Beauty in the Making," originally

written in Russian, but since translated and

adapted for circulation in England, will be sent

free on application, mentioning The Strand

Magazine. It familiarises the reader with

the Viennese School of Complexion Treatment,

which has re-

volutionized

the cult of

beauty the

world over,

and it fur-

nishes alsode-

tails of other

complexion

preparations

which I have

brought with

me from my

home - town,

Vienna, and

from Russia.

These are all

intended for

home use and

serveforevery

imaginable

requirement

of the com-

plexion. It

describes fur-

ther the work

I am doing at the Maison de Beautd Valaze,

which I have opened at 24, Grafton Street,

London, W., where are practised every mode of

complexion treatments and correctives known

to modern science.

Space i>ermits only a brief mention of the

rapid ana hitherto unheard-of result achieved

by me in the eradication of wrinkles. The

deepest furrow is removed in from two to

five sittings of no more than half an hour's

duration. The result is guaranteed to be

permanent, and the treatment does not cause

any inconvenience, discomfort, or interference

with one's daily routine of occupation or

pleasure.

To ensure the promptest attention, all orders,

requests for information, and applications for

appointment or for the free book should be

addressed to Dept. "S. T," Maison de Beauts

Valaze, 24, Grafton Street, Loudon, W.

Helena Rubinstein.
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The Garden in December.

By E. T. COOK, Editor of "The Garden.1

THIS is the quietest month of the year when the

weather is frosty. It is a time for manuring,

and when this is taking place the frost is welcome,

but one enjoys more what the gardener calls an

"open" monthâ��that is, it is possible to plant fruit

trees, roses, and other shrubs before the winter has

far advanced. I have already written of the rose and

the best varieties, and trees and shrubs. A few words

may therefore be welcome on the few winter flowers

that grace and scent the woodland and border in

December. First comes the Christmas rose, which

should be grown not merely for the sake of its pearly

flowers outdoors, perhaps sheltering in some sunny

corner, but also for cutting. My practice is to lift the

"clumps," if one may use so harsh a word for plants

bristling with pink-tinted buds, when these same buds

are just appearing ; place them in ordinary baskets

filled with ordinary soil, and transfer to a warm green-

house. It is astonishing, the beauty and purity of the

flowers, and there is something Christmas-like in

decorating the table on the most festive day of the

year with the " rose" that rejoices in the sunshine

of a normal English winter.

There are two great classes of Helleboresâ��H. niger,

from which many beautiful varieties have been derived,

and H. orientalis, to which the Lenten roses chiefly

owe their origin. I am writing now only of the

former, and the varieties that should be chosen are

Altifolius; the " St. Brigid's," or Juvernis, as it is also

called ; the Riverston variety, named after a country

seat in Tipperary, Ireland ; the " Bath," or Major

form ; and a pretty pink - tinted flower, Apple-

blossom, known also as Ruber. Christmas roses love

a rich soil and shelter from rough winds. As I have

mentioned before, the bed for the plants should

be at least three feet deep, with a thick layer of

cow manure in the bottom. Work a good portion

of the same into the lower portion of the soil,

but it must not come into contact with the roots.

When division of the roots is considered necessary,

February is the best month for this and also for

planting, and when the flowering is overâ��which will

be, as a rule, in Januaryâ��give well-rotted manure

freely around the leaves, so that the roots benefit from

the nutriment conveyed to them through the agency

of rain or the watering-pot. The "clumps," to use a

familiar word, must not be planted entire, as under

these conditions there is no progress, but place them

first in water, and when the soil has become softened

wash it away with a syringe or hose. Then divide

them with a sharp knife into separate crowns,

which should be planted eighteen inches apart

in a soil composed of fibrous loam and leaf-

mould. Roots will soon issue forth, and in due

course find their way into the rich material awaiting

them below.

On the table before meâ��and the date is early in

Novemberâ��there is a bunch of G. Nabonnand rose,

which I consider the queen of the garden. One is not

regarding it as an exhibitor would, because it does

not possess the attributes of a " show" flower, but the

colouring is delightful, reminding one of a pink sea-

shell, except in the late autumn, when the centre

petals turn to almost a crimson shade, distilling, too,

in the damp autumn air a sweet fragrance. No rose,

not even the vigorous, pointedpetalled Mme. Abel

Chatenay, pleases me more than G. Nabonnand.

The time of frosts is approaching, and writing of

G. Nabonnand roses reminds me that protection will

soon be necessary. A letter sent me is worth repro-

ducing. The writer says : " Not many years ago our

tea and noisette varieties were considered so tender

that they were tied up in straw, resembling gigantic

bottles of wine. Many favourite standards were

bound round and round, and the garden was not

beautified by these protective devices. 1 he present-

day varieties are undoubtedly harc'i;r than those our

forbears loved, but it is well to give some thought to

their care in case the winter is severe. Very little

protection is necessary, as coddling results in a weakly

growth. A few branches of fir, birch, gorse, or light

boughs are a sufficient shield from even the hardest

winter and rough winds, which are more harmful

than pests. I prefer the twigs to bracken and litter,

which are untidy and less protective. When dry it

blows away from the plants and collects against a

fence or hedge, when it should be giving protection to

the roses. During rains it is sodden, retains moisture

which freezes as the weather changes, and, there-

fore, in many instances is more harmful than

beneficial. The twigs are easily removed in spring,

and, with regard to standards, when tied around

the heads are a great help in saving them from

serious injury.

"All dwarf or bush roses receive benefit from having

the soil drawn around the base of the stems. Exces-

sive moisture is thrown off and the most vital part of

the plant is protected in frosty weather. With these

exceptions I would avoid protection as much as

possible unless the plants are in an exceptionally

exposed position."

It may seem strange to consider spring bedding at

this season, but the plants to give beauty to the garden

in March and April must be in their places at the

earliest opportunity. There are the bulbs to plant,

the daffodil, tulip, bluebell, and the many other

kinds that bring colour to the woodland and garden.

I have been asked recently at what depth the more

popular bulbs should be planted. Hyacinths should

have three inches of soil above the crown of the bulb ;

plant the crocus three inches deep, the same in the

case of the daffodil, snowdrops two inches, tulips four

inches.

This is the season also for making rock gardens,

which, when constructed on a simple scale, are always

a delight, as they may be made the home of many of

the most exquisite gems in the world of flowers.

Such a rock garden as that of Messrs. Backhouse, of

York, is a revelation. One seems to lie walking in

fain land when the flowers of the Alps are in the full

flush of their summer beauty.

Much should be made of the polyanthus and the

French primrose, especially of such strains as the

" Munstead," which may be obtained from Messrs.

Sutton and Sons, of Reading. These have flowers of

large size and beautiful colouring, pale yellow, orange,

apricot, and similar shades, a race of half-primrose

and half-polyanthus, that has brought to the spring

garden one of its most cherished attritutes.

Pieonies may be planted, and there is no flower more

sumptuous in the summer garden. I shall always

remember the day I spent with Mr. Kelway at Lang-

port when the pceonies were in bloom â�� masses of

colour from the kinds grouped in those broad and

instructive acres - a pure delight to those who enjoy

gardening.
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For Xmas Table Decorations

USE "BLITZ" FLOWER-HOLDERS.

There is nothing so attractive for table decorations as tastefully

ers. With " HL1TZ" Crystal Glass Flower-Holders

it is quite easy to arrange them faultlessly.

When changing the water the flowers can be

removed with lightning rapidity, and replaced

without disarranging them. They much prolong

the life of the flowers.

Post 3T"i-*5ts "7 d. each.

SAYER, ^ctul^88 IPSWICH.

Flowers Rsj

being

Removed

for

Water.

â��ORCHIDSâ��v

- of clean healthy Plants at m

prices. New Illustrated 5

Catalogue free.

THE ROSE

J ho National Flower.

J ho People's Flower.

We should like your enquiries.

The newest kinds and all the well-tried favourites In stock.

Ornamental Plants and Trees

a speciality with us.

FRUIT TREES

TO SUIT ALL

GARDENS.

Please write us and send for Catalogue No. El,

giving full particulars, post free on application to

Messrs. H. MERRYWEATHER & SONS, Ltd.,

Dept. M, Southwell. Notts.

CHEAPEST ROSES

IN THE WORLD. fj

Full Descriptive Catalogue, including Fruit, Forest, O

and general Ornamental Trees and Shrubs, also Hardy

Plants, Alpines, etc. Post free to all.

BBSS, Ltd., 1811, Mill St., LIVERPOOL.

)OCZ33

SCOTCH BROGUES

are the best footwear In the world of their kind.

' NORWELLS'

'PERTH' Brogues

Trade Mark Read.

GENTS' BOOTS an

LADIES'

The sportsman or woman who wishes

stylish, dry. flexible, reliable, long-

service footwear rannot do better.

Pleaiw write for Illustrated Booklet,

mailed free anywhere; full details

i SHOES... 106, 168. 186, 21-

H 10 6. 14 6, 16 6. 21-

NORWELL

Q Perth M R ( E*tabh*h*d \

Look! ROSES, ROSES.

The Best and Cheapest in the World 12 Acres of Rosen, all carriage

pai.l for cash. Est. 50 yearn. 20 best selected standard Roses. â�¢*/-:

BO choice Dwarf Perpetual Rose*, 21/-; 12 grand Tea* and Hybrid

Teas. 8 â�  to Â»/â�¢; 12 best Dwarf Perpetual*. 6,Â«; 6 finest Olimhing

Roses, 4 -; 6 best assorted Rambler Roses, 4/-; 6 Crimson Ramblers,

3 8; 12 Dwarf China and Polyantha Roses, 6/-, etc. Thousands of

Fruit-Trees, Shrubs, etc., cheap. Descriptive Catalogues and cheap

lists free Thousands of TratimoniaU.

JAMES WALTERS. Rose Grower. Mount Radford, Exeter.

GARDENING

MADE EASY.

Edited by E. T. COOK.

Editor of "The Garden."

Written by experts who know what a beginner wants

to know.

It deals with all kinds of gardens. What you wank

to know is sure to be there.

It will save you money and time, and make gardening

a greater delight to you thau it ever was.

202 PAGES. Paper Cover, 1/- Net.

Cloth, 16 Net.

Or post free 3d. extra from GEORGE NEWNES, Ltd.

(Dept. S), Southampton St., Strand, W.C.

GEO. COOLING & SONS,

The Nurseries, "Bath,

ROSES & FRUIT TREES

One of the beat grown and moat

complete collections In cultivation.

DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUES POST FREE.

ROSES

Vim. Paul & Son,

(Rose Growers by Appointment to II,M. the King)

Tree. Plant, Bulb and Seed Merchants. q

Waltham Cross, Herts.

The largest collection of Roses in the country and the

plarts unsurpassed, if equalled, anywhere for quantity

and quality. Priced descriptive catalogue free on

application. The formation of Rose Gardens a speci-

ality. Books on Roses. Upwards of i.ooo First Prizes

and Gold and other Medals over the past co years,

including 5 Gold Medals for Roses in 1907 and 1008.

â��*>< >Qt intâ��>rn \tâ��,< ir-

9
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Â©UIS HEALTH PAGE.

By Dr. ANDREW WILSON, F.R.S.B., &c.

We are now in the season of coughs and colds, and

of other troubles which owe their onset to the lowered

temperature of the time. I have always thought this

temperature question has not only not been properly

appreciated by the public, but has been woefully mis-

construed and interpreted as regards its effects on the

human body. A cold temperature is not of itself

productive of disease ; it may indeed be curative in

the highest degree. Witness the "open-air" cure of

consumption, where in the Upper Alps, as at Davos,

you have patients living in the open with the

snow and ice thick around them, and sleeping

with open windows, allowing them to inhale the

clear, cold atmosphere, which heals the lungs

and routs the bacilli of tuberculosis by rendering

the lung no longer a fit soil for their multiplication.

It does not really matter how cold the air is you

breathe, so long as your body is warmly clad,

waking or sleeping, for that body possesses a

remarkable power of maintaining an equable tempera-

ture under tropical suns and amid Arctic ice. These

facts should be digested by everybody with the view

of disabusing the mind of the notion that cold per se

is necessarily an injurious condition. It is rather

when we do something foolish in the way of suddenly

changing our temperature before the body has time

to adapt itself to the altered state that we experience

chill, and so get our colds and our lung troubles,

great and small.

I remember reading long ago an account given by

an American physician, Dr. Felix S. Oswald, if I

mistake not, of a monkey which had escaped from its

cage and which took to a free life in Arizona. In

summer it subsisted naturally, of course, being favoured

by the climate, but the astonishing fact remained that

the animal, a habitant of a warm region, flourished

all through the winter as well. He had become

acclimatized, in other words, to the cold, and it is a

tremendous pity we cannot be sensible enough to

follow the example of this poor relation. There is a

tremendous difference, of course, between existing in

the cold under healthy conditions and living in cold

weather when the health is below par. I am only

concerned here with the vicissitudesâ��and folliesâ��of

healthy folk who wilfully place themselves in circum-

stances which, infringing the laws of health, invite the

inevitable penalty in the shape of illness. Here is a

case in point. A person lives in rooms which are

badly ventilated. The result of habitually breathing

impure air, and of inhaling one's own breath and that

of other people over and over again, is to induce a

condition of body-poisoning which, despite its slow

progress, none the less surely induces a "run-down"

state of body. Now our bodies possess a natural

disease-resisting power. In health this power rises

high ; in bad health it may sink to zero, and one of

the most frequent causes of the fall of the bodily

health barometer is living in a foul and fetid

atmosphere. We then poison ourselves by breathing

waste products of human bodies, as well as the

poisonous exhalations which gas-lights and lamps also

give forth. Not only is impure air at large a source

of the body's lowered vitality, but there is yet another

special poison that lurks in a vitiated atmosphere.

This is the organic matter, the worn-out and dead

cells and dibris of the body, which I may remark is

he substance that offends our noses when we pass

1o the stuffy, disagreeable air of a close, ill-ventilated

>m.

A body with lowered resistance to disease attack

illustrates a typical case of liability, not merely to

experience cold to an unusual degree, but to exhibit a

readiness to the attack of chill which is the pre-

liminary stage of many ailments, ranging from a

cold in the head to pneumonia. Over and above

a merely lowered temperature, therefore, we have to

reckon with a something that gives that tempera-

ture a special hold over us, since the healthy

frame escapes and the weary or run - down body-

succumbs. The great preventive of colds and chills

must be sought in our breathing a pure air to start

with. Oxygen is the great necessity for life, and

while we can want solid food and water for days, we

demand the oxygen of the air every moment of our

life. With less oxygen than is needful, or with a

supply polluted by waste products, we lower our

vitality, and the change of temperature affects us to

our sore discomfort. The body is unable to adjust

itself properly to the change, and so our chill is

inevitable. What applies to impure air naturally

applies also to the overheated air of our dwelling*.

Then the skin is induced to act freely, and the

adjustment to the colder temperature outside,

imperfectly accomplished, lands us in trouble. If

the cooling-down process in a Turkish bath were less

skilfully accomplished than it is, and if the tempera-

ture were not gradually accommodated and modified,

to take a bath might be regarded as a veritable act

of suicide.

The genesis of a cold begins moslly with the sudden

chill acting on the skin. Its multitude of fine blood

vessels contract, with the result of sending the blood

into the deeper tissues. Thereby is produced con-

gestion and fullness of the vessels, which is the first

stage of inflammation itself. Then succeeds a kind of

selective process on the part of the commencing

malady. It may locate itself in the head, and

award us as a penalty that disagreeable ailment,

a cold in the head. Or it may select the

lungs, and lay us down with troubles which range

from bronchitis or pleurisy to pneumonia. If

we are inclined towards rheumatism, our ancient

enemy, fortified by the chill, attacks us anew, and we

groan and ache in our joints and muscles. It is

immaterial whether or not colds and other troubles,

as medical science declares, are to be attributed to

germ-attack. These germs, in any case, are always

encompassing us, but we are not always ill. There-

fore we see that in disease-invasion there are two

things to be considered : one is the soil, the body; the

other the seed, the germ. If the soil is not weakened,

or, in other words, deprived of its disease-resisting

power, the germ finds no lodgment. It falls on barren

ground. If, contrariwise, the body, being weak,

favours the seed, that seed will bring forth a hundred-

fold, it may be, in the way of disease.

If we are to keep free from colds we must have

fresh air. When we do take chill, then action

should be prompt if we are to escape ill-effects.

Take a hot drink at once, indoors of course. A cup

of scalding hot tea, sipped, is an excellent measure ;

failing that a tumbler of hot grog is not to be despised.

Get to bed between the blankets after taking a

hot bath, and if you don't mind a little incon-

venience in the way of free perspiration, which will

be a sign of reaction agai;ist the chill, take a

ten-grain Dover's powder, and sleeping in blankets

will prevent chill.
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Durable Winter Saxones:

Comfortable and Stylish, too.

The reason of Saxone durability

lies in the careful, thorough making

of Saxones from solid, honest

British leather throughout.

No skimping ; no slighting.

Scrupulous selection, expert British

workmanship, rigid inspection.

Saxone " Foot - Joy " results

from the scientific Saxone Fitting

system, with its

119 Fittings in Every

Style.

Style H5.-TÂ«nCÂ«lf,

tab lace boot, medium

sole. Universal last.

London Saucone Shops:

â�  3i. Regent Street, W.

{Corner Heddtm StrtetJ.

â�  i and la, Cheapslde, E.C.

6, New Broad Street, E.C.

7, Qracechurch Street, E.C.

57, Strand, W.C.

Ms. High St.. Kensington, W.

SHOPS THROUGHOUT

THE UNITED KINGDOM.

London, Edinburgh, Glasgow, Dublin,

Belfast, Liverpool, Manchester. New-

castle, Leeds, Bradford, Halifax, Sheffield,

Hull, Nottingham, Birmingham, Cardiff,

Bristol. Plymouth.

All One Price 16/6.

Send for Illustrated Catalogue

of styles for all occasions, with explicit

instructions for self-measurement to ensure

a Saxone " Foot-Joy " fit.

Saxone Shoe Co., Kilmarnock

SUPERFLUOUS 1111/

Everything that grows- in

Nature depends upon a

root for its growth, and

until that root it destroyed

the growth will continue.

When ladles realise this

thoroughly,they will knnfl

how useless all liquids,

pastes, etc.. are for remov-

ing hair for rrtr. The

Tensfeldt Apiwratus

is Electrolysis simplified.

and with it you can. in the

priTacy of your own home, kill the roots without leaving

the slightest mark or disfigurement On receipt of ltf

stamp for postage. I will forward a cop/ of my book. " The

Face Perfect," in plain wrapper, giving full particulars

of this treatment, to all sufferers from this dread scourge

of Superfluous Hair. Permanent Cure Guaranteed. All

Letters Strictly Confidential. â�� Madame Tensfeldt,

HÂ«Jr A Skin Specialist, 41, Shandwick Place, Edinburgh.

WHAT BREAD Â£Â£ ?

A satisfactory loaf contains such qualities as

sweetness, high nutritive elements, sustaining

power, and purity of constituents. These

are all combined perfectly in

REYNOLDS' Btegg

jWHEATMEAL BREAD

for which 50 Gold Medals have been awarded

London and other Exhibitions.

Once tried you will never be tired of eating It!

Supplied by Bakert and Storet in aU part*.

! J. REYNOLDS Â« CoIt Ud.,JHIUer8t GLOUCESTER.

ELECTRICITY

BOOK FREE.

Profusely Illustrated with Photos from

Life. Write for It to-day.

Thin splendid lxx>k is compiled, from the beat authorities In

the world. Explain, how electricity w supplied by inexpensive

batteries cure, Rheumatism. Pysliepsia. Insomnia. Liver and Kidney

Trouble, and all nerve affections and diseases due to poor circulation.

Explains how to enjoy the famous electric baths and >HÂ»uty and

health massage at home at little cost.

THIS

BATTERY

EVEÂ°Y HOME SHOULD HAVE A HOME BATTERY.

Lis new book also illustrates the new Home _.

(prices os. 6d. to U as.): tells how we send Â» Battery for

10 DAYS' FREE TRIAL. Don't wait, WRITE TO-DAY

FOR OUR FREE BOOK.

THE BRITISH ELECTRIC MEDICAL CO.,

1263, Byron House, Fleet St., London, E.C
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"The Strand Magazine Purchasing Agency."

World-Wide Appreciation.

Readers from Iceland to New Zealand, and from Chile to

Australia, take advantage of " The Strand Magazine's"

friendly offer.

THE Proprietors of The Strand

Magazine are very gratified by

the success of " The Strand Maga-

zine Purchasing Agency." Readers

in all parts of the world have sent

commissions, which prove that the need

for such a friendly service really exists.

What Readers Think.

The following extracts are typical of

the way in which readers appreciate the

Agency:â��

From a reader in Chile :â��" Dear Sirs,

â�� I am very glad to be able to avail

myself of such a liberal and helpful offer

as yours, re the Purchasing Agency

department of your paper. Etc., etc."

From a reader in New Zealand :â��

" Dear Sirs,â�� I notice that you have

started a Purchasing Agency for the

benefit of readers abroad, and must

congratulate you on this very excellent

departure."

What Readers Ask For.

From Jamaica, B.W.I. :â��For one

dozen ping-pong balls.

From Iceland:â��A request to purchase

a valuable brooch.

From Western Australia :â��A request

to purchase views of Birmingham.

From Valparaiso:â��Instructions to

purchase a large and varied supply ot

wearing apparel.

Briefly, the object of this Agency is

to act for its readers beyond the seas

when they wish to make purchases in

England, and would like someone to

make the purchases for them.

An Absolutely Free Service.

No commission whatever is charged

for the purchases made. The Strand

gains nothing but increased goodwill,

and the pleasure of being of practical

use to its far-away subscribers. The

selection of goods is made by a

responsible and fully qualified member

of the staff, who acts within the

written instructions furnished by the

purchaser, selecting the goods for him

exactly as he would do himself if he

were on the spot.

Readers wishing to take advantage

of this Purchasing Agency should

give the

Fullest Possible Particulars

of the goods they require, and send

with all orders an amount estimated

to cover the cost of the goods, freight,

and incidental charges. Any balance

remaining will be refunded, or dealt

with in any way the purchaser may

direct.

All communications should be

addressed to Messrs. George Newnes,

Ltd.; " Strand Magazine Purchasing

Agency," 3-12, Southampton Street,

Strand, London, England.
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FIRES FROM TRIVIAL CAUSES.

I HE annual fire waste throughout the

* country in buildings of ordinary

hazard is very great, and is responsible

for the present heavy cost of insurance.

Much of this lamentable destruction of

property could be avoided if simple, and

in many cases inexpensive, precautions

were taken against the spread of fire by

the adoption of first-aid appliances.

One frequently reads in the newspapers

of serious fires which have occurred from

quite trifling causes, such as an electric

wire fusing and melting a leaden gas-pipe,

thereby igniting the gas ; a spirit lamp

overturning and setting the room in a

blaze; an over-heated flue; a match

dropped upon some spilt petrol has been

known to cause the total destruction of an

expensive motor-car. Hundreds of other

instances could be recorded, and practi-

cally in every case these could all have

been dealt with successfully by a first-aid

appliance, such as the "Kyl-Fyre" Extin-

guisher.

The two illustrations given on this page

show the interior of Councillor T. R.

Bolton's residence in Station Road, Kirk-

ham, which recently caught fire, and was

reported in the Preston Herald on Saturday,

October ioth, as follows:â��

On Wednesday afternoon a fire was discovered by

P. C. Cattenach at Councillor T. R. Bolton's residence

in Station Road, Kirkham, and he at once gave the

alarm. While the new steam fire-engine was being

brought to the scene, Messrs. Dickson and W. Gardner,

who were in the Kirkham Council offices at the time,

ANOTHER VIEW AFTER THE FIRE.

INTERIOR OF DINING-ROOM AFTER THE FIRE.

snatched the two Kyl-Fyre fire appliances from the

walls, and rushed across the roadway to battle with the

flames. The Kyl-Fyre Extinguisher was immediately

used, and in the twinkling of an eye the confla-

gration was extinguished, before, indeed, the fire-

engine arrived.

The whole of the furniture in the front room was

totally destroyed, the damage being estimated at ^80.

The people living in the surrounding houses are deeply

grateful to Messrs. Dickson and

Gardner for their promptitude in

so quickly bringing the Kyl-Fyre

apparatus into use, as the flames

were burning so very fiercely when

they arrived that it was feared

adjoining houses would suffer.

It is worthy of note that

the simple and inexpensive

Extinguisher above referred

to was instrumental in extin-

guishing a very large fire,

which might have caused a

serious loss to life and

property.

The price of this Extin-

guisher is only 5s. each, and

full particulars and testi-

monials of recent fires can be

obtained from the Sole Pro-

prietors and Manufacturers,

Kyl-Fyre, Limited, 12, Elms

Buildings, Eastbourne.
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A TOUR ROUND THE WEST-END SHOPS.

Christmas Presents, and Where to Get Them.

By MRS. ROBERT NOBLE.

AT Christmas more time and trouble are

expended as to the selection of suitable

and acceptable gifts than at any other season

of the year. There is not half the interest

attached to the wedding-present or the birth-

day offering as there is to the Yuletide gift.

Christmas shopping has its own peculiar

pleasure, and the lucky Londoners who can

wend their way to the West-end for their

Christmas gifts have indeed a fairyland of

delight in which to wander and in which to

buy treasures for friends and relatives that

defies description.

At Harrods Ltd.

"The City of Shops" is an appellation

widely applied to Harrods', in Brompton

Road, and it is very appropriate when we

find that under one roof Messrs. Harrods

comprises more

than eighty depart-

ments. Their col-

lection of Christ-

mas gifts is remark-

able and unique.

Harrods' buying

organization is so

great that it ensures

the immediate

acquisition of every

promising novelty.

Harrods are the

first house in this

country to import

"Billiken"â��"The

god of things as

they ought to be "

â�� which is illus-

trated here.

"Billiken" is quite the rage in America,

and finds a place in every home, on every

desk, in motor-cars, carriages, etc. The

genuine " Billiken," as seen at Harrods,

is a little red-headed figure made of faience

china, and seated on a throne. He is said

to be a sure cure for the blues in every shape

and form, or, to put it in his own wordsâ��

I am the God of Happiness,

I simply make you smite ;

1 prove that life's worth living,

And that everything's worth while ;

I force the failure to his feet,

And make the growler grin :

I am the God of Happiness,

My name is Billiken.

I am the God of Luckiness,

Observe my twinkling eye,

Success is sure to follow those

Who keep me closely by ;

I make men fat and healthy

Who were quarrelsome and thin ;

I am the God of Luckiness,

My name is Billiken.

Harrods' price for this novelty is 2s., postage

3d. extra. In order to help in the selection

of Christmas gifts, Harrods have issued a

handsome book of 160 pages, which they

will send free. Apply to Harrods Ltd.,

Brompton Road, London, S.W., and ask

for Book S.T.

At Mr. T. M.. Lewin's, 18, Jermyn

Street, W.

A most ingenious invention is the "Travel-

ler" trouser stretcher and press. This is

indeed a boon to the masculine world, since

travel plays great havoc with masculine

garments, and men in general experience

great difficulty in keeping their clothes

shapely when on a globe-trotting expedition.

However, thanks to Mr. T. M. Lewin's

" Traveller," all this is now altered, for a man

can place two or three pairs of trousers

in this press, roll them up, put them in a

The "Traveller." Patent Na

travelling bag, and rest assured that when he

unpacks at his destination they will be well

pressed and creased and found in perfect

shape. The boon this contrivance confers is

obvious, for no well-groomed man likes to

appear with trousers rendered shapeless by

unsatisfactory packing.

A further advantage of the "Traveller" is

that, whilst it is suitable for travel, it is also
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The Palace of King Santa Claus

" Everything for Everybody Everywhere."

H3RR0DS

The Largest &â�  Best equipped

Centre in the world for

Xmas Gifts &- Xmas Shopping

80

Superb Shops

under one roof

The ideal way to select presents for relatives and

friends is to do so by your own fireside from Harrods

160-page Gift Book. It contains a mammoth selection

of articles from all parts of the world, and will be

sent post free. Ask for Catalogue " S.T." ....

" From Harrods to the Home."

This Book provides the best and most economical

method of selecting Gifts for Everybody Everywhere.

HARROD3 Ltd., Brompton Road, London, S.W.

RICHARD BURBIDGB

Managing Director.

Every Pipe Lover

knows there is an extraordinary difference in BRIAR PIPES â�� some

smoke hot, burn the tongue, crack, and spoil the flavour of even the

choicest tobaccoâ��that is the "so-called" cheap briar, soon thrown

aside in disgust â�� others ripen and

mellow with use, smoke cool and

sweet, and make even a cheap tobacco

seem goodâ��the sort of pipe a man

cherishes and values so much that after

long use he would not part with it for

ten times its costâ��it's all in the wood,

but fine BRIAR-ROOT requires good workmanship and the best material

in all its parts to make a perfect articleâ��all these points are contained in

ALLEN &> WRIGHT'S

(ACTUAL MAKERS)

Inexpensive Genuine BRIAR-ROOT Pipes.

20 SHAPES and STYLES, MOUNTED IN h.m. SILVER, 3 6 EACH, POST FREE.

Illustrated (ISO-pp.) Catalogue Post Free.

Addressâ��Dept. K,

LONDON: 217, Piccadilly, W.

26, Poultry, E.C. I 31, St Mary Axe, E.C.
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equally efficient for home use, and its excep-

tionally light weight makes it most portable

and convenient to use. At Christmas there is

always much agitation in the family circle as

to what present is likely to be acceptable to

the male members of the family. We can

imagine no more practical gift than a

"Traveller," nor one that will bring more

satisfaction in use to the fortunate recipient.

At Messrs. Swan and Edgar's.

As the seeker for Yuletide gifts wends her

way down Regent Street to Piccadilly she

cannot fail to be struck by the attractive

windows of Messrs. Swan and Edgar. Here

is a veritable fairyland of delights, and the

woman would be hard to please indeed who

could not select gifts to her liking from the

treasures here displayed. It is not always

S.M. 16. â�� Electro-

Plated Candlesticks,

heavy, very effective.

2/11 each, or 5.'6 pair ;

post 3d. Ditto, Hall-

marked Silver,9/11 pair.

SWAN. 4

S.M. 14.â��Hall-marked Silver Pencils, with the Lucky Birthday Stones in small Jewels,

3/-; post id. When ordering please state month required.

the most expensive gift that brings greatest

pleasure to the recipient, and Messrs Swan and

Edgar, besides offering innumerable articles

suitable for handsome gifts, have not forgotten

to provide a number of exceptionally attrac-

tive small gifts that are not only uncommon

and delightful, but also wonderfully inex-

pensive.

Particularly pretty and

useful are the dainty little

hall-marked silver pencils set

with lucky birthday stones.

This charming little gift

costs but 2s., and is really

novel and uncommon.

A dainty charm is always

an acceptable gift, and none ^yl^""^

prettier or newer in design very lucky, o-cl gold,

could be found than the

new Fylfot or mystic sign charm pictured

on this page. It is in o-ct. gold, and is only

5s. 1 id. in price. Very pretty

examples also are the ever-

popular lucky pig and lucky

bean charms.

Chain purses and wrist bags

are at present so fashionable

that a more suitable gift for a

woman would be hard to select.

A word of special commenda-

tion must be given to the

charming little chain purses,

gilt, with chain and finger-ring.

They are of excellent workman-

ship, unique in design, and low

S.M. 63. â�� Small

'ilt Chain Purse,

th chain and

ger-ring, 3/i.

in price, since they cost but

3s. 6d. Other fascinating

examples, at rather higher

prices, are set with stones

and daintily lined. Others,

in crocodile leather in four

fashionable colours, pro-

vided with extra deep

pockets, ' are marvels of

good value at 2s. 11 }4d.

Very lovely little watches,

many as low in price as

1 guinea, of exceptionally

dainty design in silver and

enamel, must be specially

noted. These tiny dainty

watches are set in elegant little leather wrist-

lets, made in the most fashionable colours

to suit the costume of the wearer.

" Something to wear " is ever

a welcome gift to a woman,

and it would be hard to find a

more useful gift at the present

time than the new hat-pins,

with heads of new and elegant

design, .vhich Messrs. Swan and Edgar offer

at prices from is. upwards. These pins are

particularly desirable at the moment, since

they are extra long, to cope with the excep-

tional size of the millinery that is modish at

the moment.

Another gift calculated to rejoice the heart

of a feminine recipient is a dainty coronet set

with paste, pearls, etc., or metallic bandeau,

such as the coiffure a la mode demands

Among so many charming designs it is hard

to particularize,

and since the

scale of prices

extends from

is. n^d. up-

wards, the

choice offered is

indeed wide.

Men are pro-

verbially hard to

please with re-

gard to their

Yuletide gifts,

yet the man

would be diffi-

cult indeed who

is not pleased

with one of

Messrs. Swan

and Edgar's

really lovely sets

of vest buttons.

These are in-

deed bargains at

S.M. 5.-Elect

Silver. Row T01

four sizea, as sketch or oval

. Plated 0.1 Nickel

Plain Photo Frmmes,

exact reproduction of real silver

costing six times the price.

on ao/- worth.

opening.
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MO

H LONDON'S ANNUAL EVENT

Easily eclipses all

previous attempts.

SEE THE

GREAT

NEW

WORKING

SET-PIECES

"SWISS LIFE AMONG

THE MOUNTAINS."

"THE BEAR PIT."

MARCHING ARMY CORPS.'

REAL LAKE, ELECTRIC,

| CLOCKWORK, & STEAM RAILWAYS,

etc., working all day.

[ ORIENTAL BAZAAR, EASTERN FAIR,

CAFE, ILLUSIONS, etc.

ATTENDANTS DRESSED IN NATIVE STYLE.

Interesting and Instructive Demonstration of

ARTS and CRAFTS for the HOME.

FREE ENTERTAINMENTS

several times daily in the NEW HALL.

NEW & EXTENSIVE ZOOLOCICAL SHOWROOMS

and a hundred and one other attractions amid an

unparalleled display of

TOYS and PRESENTS

of all kinds, collected from all the best

markets of the world.

RESTAURANT, TEA ROOMS, AMERICAN SODA FOUNTAIN,

and every convenience on the premises.

COME EARLY & SHOP IN COMFORT.

If unable to call, write for the

BIG BAZAAR BOOK

400 pages, full of illustrations of articles

suitable for Presents for Young and Old.

A. W. GAM AGE, Ltd.

HOLBQRN, LONDON, E.C.

Swan Edgar

Leading West Bud Silversmiths,

%Mt7i\SSS&.London, W.

Useful Presents*

Write for New Xmas Catalogue, Poet Free.

SMS.â��Queen Anne style

KETTLE AND STAND

with Lamp under, in Goal Electro-plat c.

Wits It i M>< - 21 -.

Larger Kettle, holding about 24. pint*,

Â»pecial price, 37 O.

Carriage Free.

UL

lectro-plated (male

Silver, and will wear for yea

Old English pattern.

Tea Â£poonÂ» .... 3 3 ft-doi

Eitg Spoons 3 6

Dewert Spoons 5 3

Table Spoons 0 3

Table Forka .... 91%

Small Forks .... 6 3

SMI.

FI8H KNIVES & FORKS.

1/11} pr. Post 'Jd.

9 prs. for 10 9. Post 6d.

19 prs. for 21/-. Post Free.

Finest value ever produced.

sMj-LUNCHEON TRAY, with 1 glass t.hell Butter Dish. 1

Cheese Fork. 1 Butt* r Knife, Electro-plated on Nickel bilver,

Queen Anne etjlc 19/11, worth 81/-. Post 6d.

SMl -Electro plated ENTREE 0ISH, with removable Handle.

Forms - wo Dishes. 13 11. Post 6d. 4 for 50/-, Poat Free.

Carriage paid on Orders 20 - and over.

Cash Refunded If not approved.
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prices from 15s. the set, and the elegant

designs mounted in gold with enamel and

gold thread leave nothing to be desired.

Other quite exceptional bargains are the

hall-marked silver candlesticks at 9s. nd. the

pair, and the electro-plated or nickel photo-

graph frames, which are unique both in

design and value.

Enough has been said to prove very con-

vincingly that those in search of really accept-

able Yuletide gifts cannot do better than

wend their way with all speed to Messrs.

Swan and Edgar's. If they must needs do

their shopping by post, let them, without

further delay, write for Messrs. Swan and

Edgar's "Seasonable Gifts" Catalogue, and

from it make a selection that will delight

both donor and recipients alike.

At Messrs. Shoolbred's, Tottenham Court

Road.

When on the purchase of Christmas

presents bent, wise indeed is the shopper

who quickly wends her way to the attractive

establishment of Messrs. Shoolbred, in Tot-

tenham Court Road. Here showroom after

showroom is packed with delights which will

make the selection of Yuletide gifts a very

fascinating occupation. Not that it will be

easy to make a choice when everything iSS'so

attractive that one covets each treasure as it

meets the eye.

A very welcome gift for a man is a compact

letter-case for his writing-table, containing full

Sterling Silver Candlestick, jin. in height, 5/9.

Round Ink to match, 3111. diameter, 6/6.

writing table equipment in silver, including

also sftver candlesticks and calendar, in

addition to the ordinary requisites. These sets

range in price from jÂ£i ios. to ,Â£5 15s., and

cannot fail to delight the recipient.

A present for a lady that will undoubtedly

prove most popular is the combined work

basket and despatch-box or writing-case, and

both for the reasonable sum of jQ\ ios.

Messrs. Shoolbred have a quite exceptional

show of Cffristmas toys, fancy goods," etc.,

and it is not surprising that their showrooms

are so popular a rendezvous among seekers

after Yuletide gifts for both young and old

alike. ^

Among their many charming novelties an

elegant combined clock and calendar may be

specially noted. It is silver-mounted and

New Silver and Ivory Paper Knife and Letter Opener, 7jin.( 13/6.

priced at 15s. 6d., and would undoubtedly

prove a welcome gift for either boudoir or

study writing-table.

A silver hat-pin holder of original design

would form a pretty present for a feminine

recipient. Every woman knows the annoying

manner in which hat-pins hide themselves

when wanted if they are put loose in a drawer,

and how they drop out of the ordinary pin-

cushion, so that so useful and pretty a gift as

a silver hat-pin holder will be very much

appreciated. And it will cost the donor

but 8s. 6d.

Pretty and uncommon trifles are most

useful as Yuletide gifts, for so many people

have on their list friends who should be

remembered, but to whom large and expen-

sive gifts cannot be given. A quaint and

useful gift in such a case is the little

rhinoceros pincushion, with a velvet pad in

his back for the pins. A charming alternative

are the dainty little blouse sets, consisting of

a safety-pin, brooch, and three buttons, all

of uncommon and pretty design. The

buttons have the convenient ring attachment,

so superior to the old-fashioned "shank,"

and the price of the sets varies from 3s.

upwards, according to the material and

design.

It is, however, impossible to describe in a

few lines the many suitable gifts to be found

at Messrs. Shoolbred's. A more adequate

guide is Messrs. Shoolbred's Christmas List of

some two hundred pages, which would prove

a most valuable guide in the selection of

suitable Yuletide presents.

Gamage's Great Christmas bazaar.

The opening of the Gamage Bazaar is

awaited with keen interest not only by the

youngsters but also by the elders, who derive

an extra amount of pleasure from Christmas

shopping when they are able to do it at

Carnage's.

A striking feature of the bazaar this year

are the set pieces which have been installed
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TROU5ER

STRETCHER

AND PRESS

Patent No. 22,640. And in U.S.A.

. . . 10/6 . . .

Carriage Paid in United Kingdom.

Weighs but 11 lb., and takes no more room

in a bag than a pair of boots

The " Traveller " Is as efficient in every respect as the cumbrous wooden press. It

stretches and presses every part of the trousers, and even If three pairs be inserted

the result Is perfectly satisfactory. It is made for all-round useâ��Home or Travel.

Full Particulars on Application.

.WES

rTpk\TLT|-fl Shirt Tailor, Hosier & Outfitter,

LICVTj \j 18, JERMYN ST.,LONDON,W.

raj*;

The "Leopold" Skirt |

and Blouse Grip.

Self - Adjusting.

No Hooks and Eyesâ��No Pinsâ��No Labour, jjj

In One Instant you Fix your Skirl Blouse.

You buckle the Bandâ��the Grip does all the rest.

Patentee :â��

Mrs. U MARKS, Halford St, LEICESTER.

ARNICA

TQQTfl -SOAP

Preserves

Strong's Arnica Tooth Soap

Antiseptic, preserves while it beau-

tifiesâ��sweetens the breathâ��hard-

ens the ramiâ��whitens the teeth

â�� e leading; dentifrice for ft

Third of a Century

wl[ile it

\ Beautifies

The metal park*

age is the most

convenient

for travel

or the horn*

â��no liquid

o r powder

to spill or

Fwaste.

25c

At AH

Druflgieta

STRONG'S ARNICA JELLT

Ideal for Buuburn, keeps the sk in

â�¢oft end smooth; nothing better

for chaps, pimples,burns, bruises

and all eruptions. The collaps-

ible metal tube is convenient and

unbreakable. If your deftler I

hasn't It. send to us. Sent post-

paid for 26 Cents.

Guaranteed under the Food

and Drugs Act, June 30,1906;

Serial No. 1612,

C H. STRONG & CO., CHICAGO, U.S.A. 1

um4
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For example, the scene representing Swiss

village life is both interesting and instruc-

tive, and mention must be made of the

many othersâ��such as the Bear Pit, the

Army Corps, electric, clockwork, and

steam railways, etc. â�� which are working

all day.

The Oriental Bazaar and Eastern Fair is

particularly interesting. The attendants at

the various stalls are clothed in the native

style, and the goods displayed are also

characteristic of each respective country.

Interesting and instructive demonstrations

of- various arts and crafts suitable for the

home are given all day, and several times

daily varied entertainments are given in the

new hall.

If " Gamage Bazaars" in the past have

been deservedly popular and notable, that of

the present season bids fair to eclipse them

all in magnificence and interest. Special

mention must be made of the new and

extensive Zoological show-rooms, which

will prove a source of delight to many

scores of youngsters this Yuletide, and

be scarcely less interesting to the grown-

ups too.

Many happy hours may well be spent

amid the hundred and one attractions and

the gorgeous display of eight acres of toys

and presents from every quarter of the globe.

Messrs. Gamage bid you " Come early, bring

the children, and spend a happy day." The

parents who accept this cordial invitation

may rest assured of the delight of the in-

habitants of nurseryland, not to mention the

enjoyment of the "grown-up children" who

accompany them.

The wisest visitor goes early and stays late,

and she may rely on filling every moment of

her day with interest. The cosy restaurant

on the premises is a boon to the hungry

shopper, who has no need to leave the

premises to seek refreshment.

All interested in Yuletide shopping should

write a postcard without delay, asking for the

" Gamage Bazaar Book," which will be sent

post free on application.

At the Maison de Beaute Value.

It matters not how fascinating Christmas

shopping may be, it is admittedly a most

fatiguing pursuit. What woman does not

know the strained feeling which results from

a search among Yuletide delights, and which

is indirectly caused by the difficulty of making

a suitable choice of gifts among so many

that can but please the recipients ? The

brilliantly-lighted shops and the attractive

display of goods tempt one to linger far

longer than is really necessary over the selec-

tion of presents. Yet who would curtail so

pleasing an occupation â�� even though it

involves fatigue ?

The woman who has been on present-

purchasing intent throughout a long morning

cannot do better than wend her way to the

Maison de Beaute Valaze, at 24, Grafton

Street, Mayfair, W., and ask Mile. Helena

Rubinstein to help her to banish the

fatigue and the fatigue-wrought lines from

her face. It would be difficult to imagine

more restful rooms than those of the

charmingly - decorated house in Grafton

Street, where Mile. Rubinstein receives her

clients, and there are certainly no treat-

ments more soothing than those which

Mile. Rubinstein offers.

The wonderful Skin Food Valaze is most

soothing to the lace. It is the creation

of the eminent Russian skin specialist,

Dr. Lykuski, and is compounded from rare

herbs grown on the Carpathian Mountains.

Its effect on the complexion is little short

of magical. It preserves a good skin,

purines a bad one, and beautifies each

face it touches.

A Lady's Secret

A lady who had a pale and pasty

complexion made a marvellous

discovery, by means of which she

now has a beautiful bloom on

her cheeks.

"BLOOMENE" is good for the skin, and

is guaranteed absolutely harmless.

Price 2/- ' ' ' Post free fromâ��

â�¢ THE BLOOMENE CO..

25, Delancey Street. Regent's Park, N.W.

â��for the Complexion
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The Pianist s Hand.

Prevalent among pianist* it the idea that you cannot

play well unless you hAe Kspecial sort of hand.

This is a mistake

and a thumb and

your hand is qui

depends not upon

conditions of all

The "Brain to

these muscles

entirely done a1

in the illustrated Book, "Light on Pianoforte Play

ing," sent post free to any pianist on application to

Mr. J. Macdonald Smith. 19. Bloomsbury Square. W.C,

ou have four fingers

.ve comfortably,

anist's excellence

hand, but upon the

n the band and arm.

tem trains every one of

drudgery is

( For cleaning Silver Elect s &c

Goddarc/s

Plate Powder â��

Sold everywhere 6J V- 276 &.4-'6 J]

rTHE "8TITCHALL" SEWING MACHINE

ASEWINGXrol

MACHINE DID

s

Patronised bv Jj

H.M. The Km press of Russia. *3

This machine has an established ^

reputation for doing good work Jl

speedily and easily on thick or Â«9

thin materials.

No experience necessary. Q

Sent in wooden box, carriage paid, Q

for 7 3. te

Extra Ncpdli-.fi, 6a. per packet.

Write for press opinions and testi-

monials, or call and see the

machine at work.

8EWINQ MACHINE COMPANY (Dept. 28)

S3 A S3. Brooke Street. Holborn, London, E.C.

0" 1HE FIRST PRESS iT MAKES.

J

OLD

ARTIFICIAL

TEETH

BOUGHT.

The well â�¢ known London

Manufacturing Dentists. Messrs.

Browmiko give the very tÂ»est

ralue ; if forwarded by post

utmost ralue per

return, or offer

made. 63, Oxford

8U lopp. Rathbone

Place f, London. W.

Stt. too rears

EYESIGHT RESTORED.

A Wonderful Discovery that corrects Afflictions of the Eye

Without Cutting or Drugging.

There is no need of cutting, drugging, or probing in treating

most forms of eye disease. Hundreds of people report having

been relieved of failing eyesight, cata-

racts, granulated lids and other afflic-

tions of the rye by Actinaâ��a safe and

humane method of treatment, which

hns given complete relief in many

casts after they had been pronounced

incurable.

Mm. A. L. Howi, Tully. N.Y.. writea

" 'Actina' removed cataract*fromtroth my

" eyes. I can read well without glasses.

Am 65 years old." Robert Bakkr, Ocean Park, Cat., writes:â��"I

should have been blind had I not used ' Actina.' '

"Actina" will be sent on trial, postpaid. If you will send

your name and address to the Actina Appliance Co., Dept. 156B,

811, Walnut St., Kansas City, Mo., U.S.A., you will receive,

free, a valuable bookâ��Prof. Wilson's Treatise on Diseaseâ��a

book that will instruct and interest you.

BABY5

Warm baths with Cuticura

Soap and gentle applications

of Cuticura Ointment are

unrivaled for preserving,

purifying and beautifying

the skin, scalp, hair and

handsof infantsand children

as well as for sanative, anti-

septic cleansing and all the

purposes of the toilet, bath

and nursery. For eczemas,

rashes, itchings, irritations,

inflammations and chafmgs

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura

Ointment, most soothing of

emollients, afford immediate

and grateful relief.

Sold throughout the world. Depots: London. 27.

Charterhouse So... Paris. 6. Rue de la Palx: Austra-

lia. R. Towns & Co.. Sydney; India. B. K. Paul.

Calcutta; Rus;to. Ferrein, Moscow; So. Africa,

Lennon, Ltd.. Cape Town, etc.; U.S.A.. Potter Drug

* Chem. Corp.. Sole Props.. Boston.

uur Post Free, Cuticura Booklet on the Skin.
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The " Strand " Book Review Page.

"Famous Love Matches." ByC.J. Hamilton.

(Elliot Stock.) 5s. net.

All the world loves a lover, and from earliest

times the love affairs of men and women have been

regarded with sympathy and curiosity by their

fellows. Especially are these felt for the loves of

men and women who are or have become eminent.

How and under what conditions did they meet?

How did the tender passion evince itself? Did the

course of true love run smooth ? Were they happy

or the reverse ever afterwards ? Genius generally

fares ill when it goes a-wooing, and over the matri-

monial misfortunes of the great the world wags its

foolish head and says, " We told you so ! " But

in this book the author has brought together

a company of famous men and women who

loved, married, and were supremely happy ever

after. Such a book deserves to be widely circulated,

if only to dissipate the erroneous belief that great-

ness and matrimonial bliss are incompatible. Not

a few of our readers, who know them*'1 Co be

great, are perhaps discouraged by ^>P^' nt

belief, and pursue their dreary patlft new a,et

them read this book and lake courag wh is

distinctly heartening. Assuming you finu^your

affinity the chances are in your favour that you will

never regret even marrying in haste. Some of

those who figure in this book even eloped and did

r.ot repent it. This volume has been written with

both judgment and taste.

"The Diva's Ruby." By F. Marion Crawford.

(Macmillan.) 6s.

This book is the sequel to the author's " Soprano "

and " Primadonna." The trilogy is complete, and

in this story Margaret Donne, the queen of song,

after many adventures in Cupid's country, finally

marries the man for whom at an earlier stage she

had known only loathing and fear. When the

" Primadonna " ended she was engaged to the Greek

millionaire Logotheti. When "The Diva's Ruby"

closes she is the wife of Van Torp, the American

millionaire. The opening chapter takes us to the

Far East, where a European adventurer wins the

love of a Tartar girl, who reveals to him the secret

of the ruby mine. When he leaves the country it

is with a fortune in uncut rubies. He utterly dis-

appears, and the story is thenceforward concerned

w ith two sets of persons and two plotsâ��Margaret

and her two lovers and Barbara, the Tartar girl,

and her search for the adventurer. The plots

overlap, but in the denouement both are satis-

factorily solved. The story is weakened in its

interest by this division. The reader is constantly

switched off from one plot to another with the

inevitable result. But the strength of the opening

chapter shows that Mr. Crawford has not lost his

old skill, and this book only falls short of earlier

novels by this, in our opinion, unfortunate double

plot.

" Front Village Green to Downing Street."

The Life of the Right Hon. D. Lloyd George, M.P.

By J. Hugh Edwards and Spencer Leigh Hughes.

((ieorge Newnes, Ltd.) is. net.

That this volume will find a warm welcome

is beyond doubt. Friends and foes admit the

brilliant genius of the young Welshman who,

unaided by any extraneous conditions which

help forward the political ambitions of public

men, in the brief space of eighteen years lias

fought his way from obscurity to almost the

highest post of honour in the strongest Ministry

in the political annals of our country. No com-

parison is possible between Mr. Lloyd George's

careen Kid that of any other politician one car.

name. Other men have climbed high, but they

started with the advantages of social position,

wealth, friendships with those able to advance their

political interests. Mr. Lloyd George had none of

these, and yet despite their absence he has reached

the topmost rung of the political ladder at an age

when others have been regarded as men of promise.

How has he done it? In this little volume are set

forll f.jfl main facts of his career. One thing will

force 1 i- pon the reader. Mr. Lloyd George

has tr "* Â° rribly. He has not spared himself.

Confidef?' of his powers, steadfast in his political

convictions, unsleeping in his vigilance, absolutely

fearless in his advocacy of his principles, he has

pursued his course. Occasionally he has seemed

to wreck his career by the course he has taken.

He has put himself right athwart the public opinion

of the day, as in the South African War. But be

has ever emerged with enhanced credit and with

added reputation for political knowledge. The

authors of this Life have done their task well. The

book is eminently readable, and says precisely

what can and ought to be said at this stage

of Mr. Lloyd George's career. What the

future has in stoie it is impossible to predict.

But the expectations of his friends will l>e

heightened by what they learn of him in this

attempt to depict his character, his achievements,

and his aims.

"A Laughing Matter." By Shan F. Bullock.

(Werner Laurie.) 6s.

Mr. Bullock's versatility is well illustrated by

this his latest work of fiction. Here we have

a story which deals with the love affairs of

Lydia Deycourt. Her father, a retired soldier,

in an emergency commits his daughter to the

care of George Dallas, a novelist, and his

wife, charging them to "not permit het asso-

ciation with any youths among your friends, or

a.iy others likely to stir her feelings." The

novelist consents, and honestly proposes to carry

out his agreement. Unhappily Cupid inter-

venes in the person of Harry Sargent, who pro-

foundly "stirs her feelings'' beyond any hope of

stilling. It is very unfortunate for the poor,

embarrassed novelist, for Harry is his friend, and

Dallas's wife thinks him the ideal husband for

Lydia. The trouble begins when the colonel learns

what his experiment has ended in. In a frantic

and almost ungentlemanly manner he hurries Lydia

home, and treats her in such tyrannical fashion that

at length, naturally, she runs away and betakes

herself to the stage for a living. No, she does not

succeed. After painful experiences at the hands

of actor-managers she returns to her friends in

Dulwich, and leaves them to smooth matters over

with Colonel Deycourt. It is all very painful whilst

it lasts, much anguish is endured by all concerned,

and many tears are shed by Lydia, who is not at all

a sentimental miss, but very much otherwise. She

is sweet and twenty, calculated to disturb the mind

and stir the feelings of any man who has blood

and not water in his veins. We have enjoyed it.

We congratulate Mr. Bullock on this charming

story.
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ONE & ALL BULBS

The Brand Guarantees One & All Quality.

ONE &

FLOWERING BULBS AND ROOTS

Produce a most effective display.

ESTABLISHED 1867.

COLLECTIONS FOR THE OPEN GROUND,

1/.. 2/6, 4/-, 716, and 15/-;

FOR THE CONSERVATORY OR ROOM

DECORATION, 7/6 and 15/-.

For details see Illustrated Catalogue,

free on application at any One and All

Seed Agency, or by post from Edward

Owen Greening, Managing Director

Agricultural and Horticultural Asso-

ciation, Ltd., Wholesale Seed Ware-

houses, 92, Long Acre, London, W.C.

Stall's Books

Ignorance fosters Vice.

SYLVANUS STALL, D.D.

Second Million.

The Self &

Sex Series

has the unqualified

endorsement of

Dr. John Clifford,

Rev. 0. H. Sheldon,

Rev. F. B, Meyer,

Rev, T. Spurgeon,

Sr. Root. F, Horton,

Fred, A. Atkins,

Dr. Theo. L. Onyler,

Dr. Francis E. Clark,

Frances E. Willard,

Lady H. Somerset,

Eminent Physicians and

Hundreds of Others.

BOOKS TO MEX.

By Sylvanus Stall, D.D.

What a Young Boy Ought to Know.

What a Young Man Ought to Know.

What a Young Husband Ought to Know.

What a Man of 45 Ought to Know.

BOOKS TO WOMEN. B' & S^tlJi,

What a Young Girl Ought to Know.

What a Young Woman Ought to Know.

What a Young Wife Ought to Know.

What a Woman of 45 Ought to Know.

es. net per copy, postage 40". Send /or table 0/ contents.

Vir Pllhliahino- C>â�  8- Imperial Arcade, r.udgate

Â¥ IT rUDIISning i^U., Clreua. London. E.0

TWENTY FIVE

FOOTBALL stosies

Price I/- net, of all Booksellers and Newsagents, or

post free 1/3 from George Newnes, Ltd. (Dept. S),

Southampton Street, Strand, W.C.
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Beautiful Art Books

Drawings by Great Masters.

No study of the work of an Old Master can be regarded as thorough that does not include

something more than a cursory acquaintance with his drawings, as by reference, to them it is often

possible to note the stages through which his thought had gone before it definitely assumed the form in

which it appeared pictorially before the public.

In preparing these volumes the utmost care and thought has been bestowed upon the numerous

illustrations, which are reproduced upon a large scale on a page 11 fin. by 8Jin., and which include the

best examples chosen from the most celebrated English and Continental collections.

The volumes are bound in delicately-toned paper boards, with vellum backs.

7/6 Net Each, or* Post Free 7JO.

REMBRANDT. By Malcolm Bell.

ALFRED STEVENS. By Hugh Stannus.

WATTEAU. By Octave Uzanne.

HOLBEIN. By A. Lys Baldry.

LEONARDO DA VINCI. By Lewis Hind

CAINSBOROUCH. By Lord Ronald

Sutherland Gower.

ALBRECHT DURER. By Dr. Hans

Singer.

MICHAEL ANCELO. By E. Borough

Johnson, R.I.

Uniform with the above.

Modern

Master Draughtsmen.

DRAWINGS OF DAVID COX.

By A. J. Finbcrg.

DRAWINCS OF R088ETTI.

By T. .Martin Wood

DRAWINCS OF 8IR E. J. POYNTER, P.R.A.

By Malcolm Bell.

DRAWINCS OF J. M. SWAN, R.A.

By A. Lys Baldry.

DRAWINCS OF MINZEL.

By Dr. Hans Singer.

Uniform with the above.

Great Etctars.

CHARLES UttWJ-Hugh stokes

VAN DYCK. By FranU Newbolt.

VNLUAM STRAMC. nk Newbolt

REMBRAHOT. By A M Hmd.

Library of Applied Arts.

Wj"cn 1,5 competent experts and providing information of really practical value to Collectors

and Students, without perplexing the reader with unimportant and unnecessary details. Very

particular attention has been paid to the illustrations, which are both numerous and of the

highest quality; these are photographic reproductions from existing specimens, and where

colour is necessary no expense has been spared to give the best possible representations.

DUTCH POTTERY AND PORCELAIN.

By W. Pitcairn Knowles.

OLD ENGLISH FURNITURE.

By Frederick Fenn and B. Wyllie.

ENCLISH EMBROIDERY.

By A. F. Kendrick.

ENCLISH TABLE CLASS.

By Percy Bate.

spared to give the best possible representations.

FRENCH POTTERY AND PORCELAIN.

By Henri Frantx.

From all Booksellers.

OLD PEWTER.

FRENCH FURNITURE.

8HEFFIELD PLATE.

Medium 8vo, 7/0 net, or post free 7/W.

By Malcolm Bell.

By Andre Saglio.

By R Wyllie.
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for Christmas Gifts.

Ncwncs' Art Library.

Small crown 4to. Quarter vellum. 3o. 6d. net.

The object of this series is to illustrate by adequate reproductions the Paintings, Drawings,

and Sculpture of the Great Masters. To this end the illustrations are all full page, finely printed

upon one side only of the paper. Special care is being taken in every detail of the production

that the result may be worthy of its great subject.

Each volume contains from 56 to 64 full-page plates. In addition there is a Frontispiece in

photogravure or two illustrations in colours. These are in many cases made from works which have

not previously been reproduced.

To friends interested

in any of the subjects

referred to on these

two pages these

books could not fail

to give two-fold

pleasureâ��the delight

of books on favourite

topics, united with

the pleasure of pos-

sessing books beauti-

fully produced.

VELASQUEZ. By A. L Bai.dry.

VAN DYCK. By Hugh Stokes.

TINTORETTO. By Mrs. Arthur Bell.

EARLY WORK OF TITIAN. By Malcolm Bell.

FILIPPINO LIPPI. By P. J. Konody.

PUVIS DE CHAVANNES. By Arsene Alexandre.

FRA ANOELICO. By Edgcumbk Stalev

LATER WORK OF TITIAN. By Henry Milks.

OIOVANNI BELLINI. By Everard Mevnell.

THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD. By J. E. Phythian.

DE LA CROIX. By Henri Frantz.

INORES. By Octave Uzanne.

CORREaaiO. By Selwyn Brinton.

MICHAEL ANUELO. By Dr. G. Gronau.

SIR EDWARD BURNE-JONES. (Second Series) By A. Alexandre.

THE LANDSCAPES OF O. F. WATTS. By Walter Bayes.

SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE. By R. S. Clouston.

SIR HENRY RAEBURN. By R. S. Clouston.

The National Gallery.

3 s. 6d. net each.

The scheme of these seven volumes is very similar to that of the popular Art Library, to which they

form a companion series. They consist of 49 to 65 fine reproductions of important works, printed

on superior plate paper. These arc preceded by essays written by eminent authorities on the

schools of painting represented. Complete catalogues of the works in the Galleries are included.

Each book has a photogravure frontispiece. The bindings, in blue, gold, and warm grey, are

uniform and charming.

THE DUTCH SCHOOL. By Gustave Geffroy.

THE FLEMISH SCHOOL. By Frederick Wedmore.

THE EARLY BRITISH SCHOOL. By R. de la Sizeranne.

THE LATER BRITISH SCHOOL. By R de la Sizeranne.

THE NORTH ITALIAN SCHOOL. By Sir Charles Holroyd.

THE CENTRAL ITALIAN SCHOOL. By Sir Charles Holrovd.

THE FRENCH. GERMAN, AND SPANISH SCHOOLS. By

Walter Bayes.

From all Booksellers, or Post Free 3s. 9d. each from

GEORGE NEWNES, Ltd.

(Dept. S), Southampton St., Strand, London, W.C.
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Attractive Books

PEPYS' DIARY

The delight of possessing a beautiful

book is the most widespread of human

pleasures. With almost every other

kind of gift there is the possibility

of unsuitability. But a bookâ��of the

choicest of the world's literature, pro-

duced in beautiful but practical styleâ��

is sure to be received with genuine

pleasure. Such books are the classics

on this page, to all of which the

reader's attention is directed.

Reduced facsimile of Ketones'

Thin Paper Classics.

Thin Paper Classics.

These charming and portable Volumes are small enough for the uocM Win. by 4ln. and

iln. thick), yet large enough jor the bookshelf. Printed in large type on a thin but

thoroughly opaque paper, with Photogravure Frontispiece and Title-page to each

volume on Japanese vellum, and in a dainty binding, they make an Ideal Present.

Limp Lambskin, 3a. 6d. net per volume; Postage 3d. extra.

Cloth,

net;

The Letters ol Charles Lamb.

The Autobiography and Con-

fessions ol De Quincey.

Byron's Works. 3 vols.

Addison's Essays.

Evelyn's Diary.

Boswell's Lite ol Dr. Johnson.

2 vols.

Hawthorne's New England

Romances.

The Shorter Works ol Walter

Savage Landor.

Letters of Horace Walpole.

The Ingoldsby Legends.

.Mrs. Browning's Poems. 2 vols.

Shakespeare. 3 vols.

Burns' Poems.

Bacon's Works.

Pepys' Diary.

Captain Cook's Voyages.

Marco Polo's Travels.

Rossetti's Early Italian Poets.

Autobiography ol Benvcnuto

Cellini.

The Poems ol Samuel Taylor

Coleridge.

Homer's Iliads. Translated by

George Chapman.

Swilt's Journal to Stella.

Homer's Odysseys and Shorter

Poems. Translated by George

Chapman.

Ben Jonson's Plays and Poems.

Mungo Park's Travels.

Miscellaneous Works ol Oliver

Goldsmith.

Herrick's Poems.

Novels ol Laurence Sterne.

Spenser's Faerie Queene. 2 nk

Marlowe's Plays and Poems.

A Victorian Anthology. Edited

by Professor Knight.

Scott's Poems. Edited by Pro-

fessor K^iGMTy

Pocket Classics.

Narrow Pott 8vo, Photogravure Title-page and

Frontispiece. Limp lambskin, 2a. 6d. net;

cloth, 2s. net. Postage 3d. extra.

The Cavalier In Exile; being the Lives of the

first Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. Written

by the DuCHKSS.

Goethe's Faust. Trans, by John Akstbk, LL.D.

Defoe's Journal of the Plague Year.

The Poems and Songs of Shakespeare.

Poems of George Wither.

The Poems of Thomas Oray and William

Collins.

Poems of Michael Drayton.

Songs from the Dramatists from XVI. to

XVIII. Century.

The Chevalier Bayard.

Devotional Series.

Handy Pocket Size. Clear Type.

Exquisitely Produced. Limp

lambskin, 2s. 6d. net; cloth,

2 s. net. Postage 2d. extra.

Lyra Germanlca. Translated from the German

by Catherine Winkwoktm.

The Imitation of Christ. By Thomas a

K EM PIS.

The Changed Cross. And other Poems.

The Christian Year.

The Sacred Poems of Henry Vaughan.

Lyra Innoccntlum.
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The Books on this page are really interesting and

most readable. They deal with the home life,

manners, and customs of other countries, their

religious and industrial life, amusements, armies,

local governments, &-c, &-c. They are Crown 8vo,

profusely illustrated.

warnmm

Our Neighbours.

As the title implies, this series deals with

the countries near, more or less, to our

own " little island." The titles are :â��

Swiss Life.

Italian Lite.

Turkish Life.

French Life.

Danish Life.

Greek Life.

Swedish Life.

Spanish Life.

Austrian Life.

Belgian Life.

Price 3s. 6d. net each, or 3s. 10d., post free.

Our Empire.

Similar to the above and having the par-

ticular interest of dealing with countries

within "Our Empire."

Australian Life. Canadian Lite. Indian Life.

"At Home" Series.

The high standard of production and

the insight and observation with which

these books are written have gained the

highest praise. They are as interesting

as they are valuable. The titles are :â��

South Africa at Home.

By ROBERT H. FULLER.

Norway at Home.

By REV. T. B. WILSON.

New Zealand at Home.

By the HON. R. A. LOUGHNAN.

America at Home.

By A. MAURICE LOW.

"Price 5s. net each, post free 5s. 4d.

Of all Booksellers and Newsagents, or by post from George Newnes, Ltd. (Dept. S),

Southampton Street, Strand, W.C.

THE FLAT-IRON BUILDING.

Reproduced from "America at Home."

si

I

I
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Useful Books for

Christmas Gifts.

A NEW EDITION OF

The XXth Century

Citizen's Atlas.

Edited by J. C. BARTHOLOMEW, f.r.g.8.

Thi; work has been pronounced by the

highest geographical authorities " the best

standard Atlas for popular use."

Magnificently Printed in Colours.

In its 156 large crown folio pages of Maps

and Plans and 210 pages of indices and

descriptive text is summarized a work

which has for many years engaged the

attention of all civilized countries, its

critically accurate Maps, Statistical Tables.

Descriptive Gazetteer of over 50,01)0

names, and copious General index render

" The XXth Century Citizen's Atlas"

inva'uible for reference, as an educational r

medium, and for all general purposes

connected with Commerce.

Bound in Art Canvas - - 21 /-

â�� Half Morocco - 25 -

Postage (Inland) ts. extra.

Net.

U8EFUL KNOWLEDCE BY EASY PATHS.

Newnes' Library

of Useful Stories.

The purpose of this series is to impart

useful knowledge of subjects worth

knowing about. Although every one is

authoritative, they are written in a way

so interesting that they are a real

pleasure to read.

A Selection from the List.

The Story of Euclid, Alchemy, Fish Life,

The Army, The Empire, Reptile Life,

Kingr Alt red, Animal Lire. Wild Flowers,

Lost England, The Alphabet, Rapid

Transit. Alpine Climbing-, A Grain or

Wheat, The Atlantic Cable, Wireless

Telegraphy, Apt In the British Isles,

Civilisations of the West, British Trade

and Industry.

Pries 1/- each.

Post Free, 1/2.

Golf Fau!ts Illustrated

By G. W. BELDAM

and J. H. TAYLOR.

The title of this useful book tells

the reason for its success. By a

series of unique action photographs

it shows golf faults as in a mirror.

Following each of the photographs

showing the wrong way is one

showing the right, h should be

read by all who wish to play

skilfully, and therefore with real

enjoyment.

116 Photographs. 174 Pages.

Price 5/= Net.

By Post, S 4.
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Four Shilling Books

for Every Home.

To know all about Baby have

Every Mother's Baby Book.

By Dr. Andrew Wilson.

There is not a mother in the land who

will not find much valuable information

in " Every Mother's Baby Book." It

deals brightly and concisely with the

many troubles of babyhood, and gives

valuable hints on

feeding clothing hygiene,

etc., etc There is no better book for telling

mothers what to do and

do it.

When Cookingâ��have

Cookery Made Easy.

The Ideal Practical Handbook

for the Kitchen.

Containing over 500 appetising recipes, every

one of which is of real practical value. It deals

clearly and succinctly with many household

problems, and it should be kept at hand in every

kitchen in the land.

When at Leisure-have

Romantic Stories

of Famous Families.

This volume contains twenty-four true stories

more fascinating than anything in fiction.

Count*-ss and Groom, Waitress ami Karl. Dairy-

maid and Duke, are typical of the i/tanatis

fersotur that appear in its nag*"*.

When at the Toiletâ��have

Every Woman's Toilet Book.

This is not a book only for those who

can spend much time and money on the

toilet. Mrs. Noble knows what the average

woman wants to know, and this popular

handbook will be absolutely

invaluable to every woman

who values personal charms. It deals with

" How to Cultivate a Good Figure," " Facial

Beauty and the Care of the Complexion,"

and many other such important matters.

PRICE ONE SHILLING EACH.

Of all Newsagents, or Post Free 1/3 from Gkorgr Newnrs, Ltd., Dept. S,

Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.C.
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Alien & Daws

Auto. Tea-Maker Co.

Bastian Bros. Co

Llack Autocopyist

British Calorts Co.

Buyers' Association, Ltd.... 74, 80,

County Chemical Co 63

Excelsior Printers'SupplyCo.,Ltd. 40

Hearson's Incubators 38

Pantasote "o

Rexine 55

Siesta Co. ... t 88

" Strand Magazine " Telephone

Shield 86, na

Thermos Flask 29

3-in-One Oil 5Â«

Tom Smith's Crackers 52

Vernon, Mme. 94

Wilde, Geo 50

108

153

50

72

77

9fi

73

4a

f3

3*

6a

i2

Â«9

5Â«

166

106

4*

4a

91

70

74

50

70

113

53

100

4a

4

S7

70

B6

65

117

3

63

3*

122

120

78

â� ;

106

ii>j

107

5Â°

"5

97

108

54

"3

III

!Â«

1 03

IOO

I09

4

B7

'63

71

I i'.Â«

MODELS.

Bassett-Lowke, W. J.,& Co. ... 36

Clyde Model Dockyard 93

Stuart-Turner, Ltd... ... .. 100

MOTORS.

Halley's Industrial Motors, Ltd... 31

MUSICAL IN8TRUMENT8, Etc.

... 36

... 42

... 97

... 74

38

32,33

Ltd. 42

Blankenstein, Ltd....

Campbell's Melodeons

Cornish Organs

D'Almaine

Goodey, Dawson ...

Gramophone

Harper Electric Piano Co.,

Hewett, Thomas, & Co

Imperial Publishing Co

Kastner & Co., Ltd.

Keith, Prowsc, & Co., Ltd.

Orchestrelle Co. ...

Pianoforte SiRht-ReaJing School

Sawyer, J. W.

Smith, Macdonald ...

Stainer Mfg. Co., Ltd.

ti

"S

I

80

... 99

â�¢â�¢â�  '53

51,66

OPTICAL,

Hughes & Co.

Pain Bros.

Watson, W., & Sons, Ltd.

PATENT FOODS.

Allenburys' Diet

Benger's Food

Frame-Food

Neave's Food

... 73

... 4J

Cover, 3

... 64

PHOTOQRAPHY.

Kodak, Ltd

PHYSICAL CULTURE.

Clease, F. Meredith

Inch, Professor

London Physical Institute

PROVISIONS.

Bermaline Bread

Bovril...

Bracknell's Club Sauce

Brand, S., & Son ...

Brown and Poison's Corn Flour

Chivers' Jellies

Curr, Thomas, & Co

Eiffel Tower Bun Flour

Fry's Cocoa Front Cover, 22

G.B. Soluble Chocolate 165

Hovis Bread

Kond's Euonyraised Cocoa

Lemco

Mason's Coffee Essence ...

Mellor's Sauce

Parwich Cheeselets

Plasmon

Poulton & Noel. Ltd.

Red, White, & Blue Coffee

Reynolds' Bread

59

â�¢7

0

â�  17

19

' I

)0

tig

67

,,

B7

â�  '4

31

â� 17

.if

Â»â� '

>c

iH

101

4

14)

PUBLISHERS' ANNOUNCE-

MENTS.

At Home Series ... ... .. 159

Bazaar, Exchange, and Mart ... 109

Captain 90

Cookery Made Easy 161

Every Mother's Baby Book ... 161

Every Woman's Toilet Book .. 161

Fiduciary Co. 79



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Fry's Magazine

Gardening Made Easy

Golf Faults Illustrated

Ladies' Field

Lady's World

TAGS.

...78 & Inset

... 141

... 160

8i

124

Life'of D. Lloyd George 81

Newnes' Art Library ... 156, 157

Newnes' Classics ... ... ... 158

Newnes' Library of Useful Stories 160

Newnes" Shilling Cloth Novels ... 18

Our Empire 159

Our Neighbours 159

Romantic Stories 161

The Times 76

Tit-Bits 74, 137

Twentieth Century Citizen's

Atlas 160

Twenty-Five Football Stories ... 155

Twenty-Five True Tales of

Adventure... ... ... ... 96

Vir Publishing Co. 155

SAFES.

Phillips & Sons

SEWING & KNITTING

MACHINES.

Atlas Machine 88

Automatic Knitter 110

Foster, James 64

Harrison Knitter Machine ... 71

Imperial Manufacturing Co. ... da

Sewing Machine Co. 153

SOAP.

Cuticura Soap 153

Hudson's Soap 58

Lever Bros. ... ... ... Inset

Pears' Soap ... ... ... Cover, 4

Strongs Arnica Tooth Soap ... 151

STAMPS.

Bright & Son

Rhodes, James H.

STATIONERY, Etc

Atkinson, J

Bright'* Stores

Debenham, A.

Gillott's Pens

Heaths Pens

McMeekin, M. E

Penkala Pencils

Thridgould, John, & Co..

STOVES,

Clark & Co.

73

109

94

77

95

UA

4 2

80

S4

86

PACK.

Comet Stove 116

Devon Fife Inset

Prior, J. D ... ... 105

Kippingille's Albion Lamp Cu.,

Ltd 81

8WEETMEAT8,

CONFECTIONERY, Elc.

Bonnet

Cadbury's Qhocolate

Fry's Chocolates

Mackintosh, J., Ltd.

TABLE WATERS, Etc.

Proset

I 21

I to

TAILORS, Etc

Lewin, T. M.

TOBACCO AND PIPES, Etc

Allen & Wright

Grand Cut ...

Im,R. J. ...

Luntin Mixture

Lux Pipe

Masta Pipe Co.

Wright, F. ...

TOILET.

... 147

... 66

20, 21

... 71

Inset

Alexandre, S. T., " Shadeine" ... 64

Allen's Hair Restorer 52

Anticapilla ... ... ... ... 3

Bloomene Co. ... ... ... 152

Bond, Mme. S 106

Calox 35

Calvert's Tooth Powder 8

Creme Simon ... ... ... 38

Cuxson, Gerrard, & Co., Ltd. ... 96

Dixon, S. T (Mousta) 68

Edwards' Harlene Co. ... ... 9

Eliss, Mme. 109

4711 Eau de Cologne 83

Harlan's, Dr., Beauty Cup ... 50

Hartmann's Towels ... ... 1

Hdl's Hongroise 67

Hosczenc Co. ... ... ... 4Â°

Lockyer's Hair Restorer 73

Majestic Toilet Picparations Co. 09

Mene Sanitary Towels ... ... 118

Necroceine 106

Nottingham Perfumery Co. ... 109

Oatine 67

Osbcrne, Bauer, & Cheeseman ... 42

Pomeroy, Mrs., Ltd. ... ... 55

Rivers, Hill, & Co. 3*

Rowland's Macassar Oil 1

Rubinstein, Helena ... ... 139

Soutuall's Towels 98

Sulpholine ...

Tatcho

Taylor & Co.

Temple Association

Tensfeldt, Mine.

Vaseline

Wessicr Toothbrush

TOYS AND GAMES.

Bedington, J., & Sons

Dean's Rag Book Co., Ltd.

Drawbridge ...

Gamage, A. W., Lid.

Harbutt's Plasticine

Harris, A. C.

Hull, W. H., & Son

Jiggle-Joggle

Meccano, Lid.

Parker Games Co., Ltd. ...

â�¢â�¢ 73

a

... 67

16,117

... 143

... 74

... 77

7"

â� a

149

7"

TYPEWRITERS

SORIES.

AND ACCE8-

Blickensderfer Typewriter ... 64

Smith Premier Typewriter ... 60

Taylor's Typewriters .. ... 30

UMBRELLAS.

Stanwortb & Co.

WATCHES & JEWELLERY,

Benson's Watches

Davis, Y. H., & Co

Kdgcumbe, S.

Frazier, Grenfell

Hylands, Ltd

Ingersoll, R. H., & Bro

Manufacturing Jewellers ...

Mord.ui, S., & Co., Ltd

Kollison, M.

Samuel, H. ...

Sims & Mayer

Spencer, H

Spieler Watch

Stow Roberts & Co.

Vigil Watch

White, H., Manufacturing Co. .

WATERPROOFS, Etc.

" Nosredna "

Parker's

Etc.

.. 63

.. 48

.. 86

â�¢ 95

.. 67

.. .65

.. 48

.. 16

.. 116

â�¢â�¢ as

.. 66

.. 87

.. 81

.. 31

â�  75

â� â�¢ '5

87

67

WINES & SPIRITS, Etc.

Dixon's Double Diamond Port ... 96

Fernet-Branca Bitters ... ... 48

McNish, R., & Co., Ltd 50

ASK YOUR NEWSAGENT FOR

* THE BISHOP'S APRON;' b7 w. somerset maugham,

THE LATEST ADDITION TO

NEWNES' SIXPENNY FAMOUS NOVELS

Full list of over 150 titles sent post free on application.

On Sale Everywhere, or post free 8d each from GEORGE NEWNES, Ltd. (Dept. S), Southampton

Street, Strand. W.C.
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/know what/ want

for Christmasf

Jlrt

A CHRISTMAS GIFT

of intrinsic and lasting value,

not a toy or something to please

for the moment, but a character

builder, teaching the value of time

and thus rendering the greatest possible service and

satisfaction. Every boy wants a watchâ��a really

dependable watch. Give YOUR boy an "Ingersoll."

It will teach him the lesson of punctuality, and it

will be an enduringmemorial of well-spent money.

Ingersoll watches are made in various styles and sizes, suit-

able for each member of the family, including the new Thin

Model INGERSOLL JUNIOR 8/6, and the MIDGET LADIES'

SIZE 8/6, and others up to 21/-.

None genuine unless the name " INGBRSOLL " is on dial. Re-

fuse substitutes. If your Dealer cannot supply you with a genuine

*' INGERSOLL "we will send you one post-paid upon receipt of price.

ROBT. H. INGERSOLL & BRO.

258, Audrey Home, Ely Place, London, EX.

5*Watch

CAT.

FRKE.

Q. B.

SOLUBLE

CHOCOLATE

ASK YOUR GROCER FOR THE

SOLUBLE CHOCOLATE (Patented* The only chocolate

dissolved instantaneously in hot water or milk, and therefore pre-

pared much faster than cocoa.

The promptness of its preparation, its low price, and its high

quality make it far superior to any chocolate or cocoa.

The ordinary powder cocoa, which is deprived of its cocoa hutter,

is not nutritive, but the " G. B." Soluble Chocolate is nutritive because

none of its butter has been removed from it.

Moreover, it is highly digestive, because the process of its

manufacture is perfectly natural.

The SOLUBLE CHOCOLATE (Patented). Prepared by

Guirin-Boutron, Pans.

LONDON: Wholesale, 1, Red Lion Square, W.C.

Ask for free sample. Mention this magazine.
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YOUR BIRTHRIGHT IS HEALTH

The Science in a Nutshell.

' Health is a Man's Birthright. It

is as natural to be well as to be

born. All pathological con-

ditions, all diseases, and all

tendencies to disease are

the result of the trans-

gression of physiologic

and hygienic law.

This is the science

of health in a

nutshell.'â��

Densmore.

IS NATURE'S

ANTIDOTE FOR

HUMAN ILLS aris=

ing from the neglect

or violation of her laws.

CAUTION.â��Examine the Capsule, and see that it is marked ENO'S

'FRUIT SALT.' Without it you have the sincerest

form of flatteryâ��I MIT A TION.

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd.,

'FRUIT SALT' WORKS, London, S.E.



THE "DEVON" FIRE

TRADE MARK

None Better than the BeÂ£.

A Favourite Design for Dining Room, Hall or Studio. Complete with Raised

Hearth and Oak Mantel, Briquette Front slabbed ready for fixing, 16 in. fire :

Â£12. 12s. 6d. - - - Carriage paid to any Station in England and Wales.

PLACED FIRST IN RECENT OFFICIAL TESTS

of Domestic Fires carried out in the New Government Offices Jointly by

H.M. Office of Works and the Smoke Abatement Society. Consumption

of Fuel and Production or Smoke each one quarter less than the average

of 36 competing Orates.

Sole Proprietors and Manufacturers :

CANDY 6 CO., LTD.

I See Overleaf.



THE "DEVON" FIRE.

TRADE MARK.

None Better than the Best.

ABSOLUTELY

SIMPLE.

Easily fixed to existing

mantelpieces. Supplied in a

large variety of artistic designs

to suit any room and any style

of building.

Price Â£2. 15s.

and upwards.

Carriage Paid to any Station in

England and Hales.

Highest Awards & Medals

awarded by the Royal Sanitary

Institute at the 1906 (Bristol)

and the 1907 (South Kensing-

ton) Exhibitions.

ASK YOUR FRIENDS WHAT THEY THINK

OF THE "DEVON" FIRE.

Dear Sirs, 47, Queen Street, Maidenhead.

The "Devon" Fires you supplied to the Residence at Cookham Dean under my superintendence

have now been thoroughly tested. They are admirable in working, giving out a great heat and being

economical in fuel, as the fires keep in a considerable time without restoking. Their attractive appearance

is not the least of their recommendations. 1 am hoping to use more of these fires in the future.

Yours faithfully,

(Signed) H. STANTON WEBBER, F.S.I.. Architect.

Dew Sirs,^ m 9th March, 1908.

The "Devon" Firej supplied by you under my directions for various buildings have proved very

satisfactory. 1 understand that no difficulty is experienced in lighting them and they burn well for as

long as seven hours without attention. The economy in coal consumption is considerable, and this,

combined with its simple construction and cleanliness, makes the " Devon,' in my opinion, an ideal type

of Ere. Yours faithfully,

(Signed) SYDNEY J. TATCHELL, Architect.

Dear Sirs, Â« ^* Berner* Street, Oxford Street, London, W.

I am pleased to inform you that the "Devon" stoves fixed at St. Luke's Hostel, 14, Fitrroy

Square. W., appear to give every satisfaction to the staff, the small stove. Design " O, ' having been

specially commended on account of its maintaining an even temperature for a long period without attention.

Yours faithfully,

(Signed) M. MABERLEY SMITH. Architect.

Northbrook, Swanage, 28th May, 1907.

. . . The " Devon *' Fires supplied by you have now been in use some time and have

every satisfaction. They are splendid. Yours faithfully,

(Signed) GEO. LINNINGTON.

The Hall, Uppingham, 29th December, 1906.

The " Devon" Fire which you supplied for my drawing-room has been a great success. The

vhich used to be a very cold one, is now beautifully warm, and everyone is pleased with the

room, wl

appearance of th<

fire.

f.

ithfiilly.

(Signed) C. CREIGHTON.

Hazelbourne, Dorking, 2Sth April, 1907.

With reference to stove put into my billiard room, after trying two others in two years, I find as

follows:â��I. It gives considerably more heat. 2. Burns half coal formerly. 3. Frequently is alight in the

morning. 4. It does not make anything like the dust. 5. Very much easier for the maids to keep clean.

P.S.â��(must also state it burns equally well with wood or coal.

Yours faithfully, (Signed) W. MAKANT.

Tolmers, Hertford. 2nd December, 1907.

I have the pleasure to enclose cheque in payment of the two stoves which you have supplied to meâ��

they are giving complete satisfaction. I am sure a well-managed " Devon " stove gives out more heat for the

fuel used than any other stove I have ever used, and my experience has been large. There is also less labour,

less waste, and no smoke. (Signed) J. H. JOHNSON.



THE "DEVON" FIRE.

TRADE MARK.

Gives Universal and Complete Satisfaction.

A simple design (or Bedroom or small Sitting-room.

Complete with Raised Hearth (Semicircular Kerb)

Lift-off Canopy with Repousse Ornament in Hammered

Copper and Pine Mantel (Painted), 14 in. Fire :

Â£6. 8s. 6d.

Carriage Paid to any Station in England or Wales.

A full report of the Government trials and a finely-illustrated Catalogue

may be procured fromâ��

87, NEWMAN STREET, OXFORD STREET, W.

Telegrams: "VITREOUS, LONDON."

Telephone: 13585 Central.

Liverpool Showroom:

Chicago Buildings, Stanley Street.

Telephone: 7529 Central.

Manchester Showroom:

Scottish Life Building, 38, Deansgate.

Telephone: 134 Central.

Leicester Showroom :

12, Pocklington's Walk.

Telephone: 04296 Leicester.

Works :

P A KTr\V C3 Â¥ TT1 HEATHFIELD STATION,

Vy/VIN IJ I OT L/U,, KJ 1 U â�¢ â�  NEWTON ABBOT, Devon.

Telegrams: "CANDY, HEATHFIELDâ��DEVON," Telephone: 28 Newton Abbot.

Huddersfield Showroom :

5, Britannia Chambers, St. George's Sq

Sole Manufacturers:



THE "DEVON" FIRE.

TRADE MARK.

Gives Universal and Complete Satisfaction.

"ADAMS" SUITE.

A Charming Design for Drawing Room, complete as shown. Raised

Hearth. Hand-made Brass Kerb and Lift-off Canopy with Repousse

Ornament, Tile Slabs, Vert D'eau Marble Slips, Mantel in Pine

(Painted), and Overmantel with Bevelled Mirror, 16 in. Fire :

Â£26. 2s. 6d. - Carriage paid to any Station in England or Wales.

First Place

in Official Tests for

Economy and Efficiency.

Sole Proprietors and

Manufacturers :

CANDY & CO., LTD.

[See Overleaf.



-ge- THE â�¢ss-

DE VERE

OT E L

/br ranjj1! address . .

MANAGER

Dc Vcre Hotel

Kensington

London,

Telesramj : " Improvisor. London"

Telephone : 524, Kensington

THIS Hotel, with its strikingly handsome ex-

terior and commanding position facing the

Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Kensington

landmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges on

the Ground Floor, is fully licensed, and is generally

considered to be the most Select, Fashionable,

and Moderate Hotel in the district.

En pension terms, from 10/6 daily-

En pension terms, from Â£3/3/0 weekly

Lift to all floors. Electric light, radiators. Bed-

rooms centrally heated. Separate tables. Private

suites and sitting rooms.

The Prince of Wales Hotel

is a fully-licensed High-Class Residential Hotel, with accommodation for 140 Visitors ; it

is luxuriously furnished, and has a service so excellent, with prices so moderate, that visitors

staying in London for a longer period than a few days often find it to their interest to

reside at the above rather than at the larger and more expensive centrally-situated Hotels.

Arrangements can be made for Motor Garage, Stabling, etc., in the immediate vicinity.

Tel. No.

858, Kensington.

Telegrams :

" Kensingtonian. London.

LONDON, w.

Ttie Sroad-WalK Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS

KENSINGTON, W.

In the immediate vicinity of

the BROAD-WALK,

Kensington

Gardens.

INCLUSIVE EN PENSION

TERMS, from 8/- per Day

BEDROOMS from 3/6 per Night

ELECTRIC LIGHT

LIFT TO ALL FLOORS

Address: MANAGER, BROAD-WALK HOTEL, De Vere Gardens, KENSINGTON, W.



LONDON

LONDON

The Prince of Wales

Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS, KENSINGTON

HYDE PARK, W.

For Home Comforts and CuUine unsurpassed

Accommodation for 140 Visitors

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Situation most fashionable and central Cor pleasure and business,

nearly opposite Kensington Palace and Gardens, quiet, being just

off the High Street, Ke- smgion, near the Albert Hall, within a few

minutes' ride of Hyde Park Corner.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Terms, inclusive, en pension, weekly, single, Â£2 12s. 6d. and

upwards. Special reductions to families and officers.

Single Bedrooms ....

Breakfast .....

Luncheon .....

Dinner

Or daily, with full board and baths

4S. Od.

2s. Od.

2i. ed.

3s. fd.

9s. Od.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Ladies and gentletren contemplating taking up or chaining their

residence in London arc requested to inspect this residential Hotel.

Telegrams :

Suasively, London."

Telephone No. :

3022 Kensington (2 lines).

Address: MANAGER, Prince of Wales Hotel

Dc Vere Gardens

Kensington, London, w.

\H0TELy



Baby Patty the Marvel!

Reared on RACIA=FOOD from her

very birth; then on FRAME=FOOD !

"Atbirth,"her father writes

us, "baby was extremely small

and weak. Her mother was

very ill and unable to feed

her. Baby was crying so piti-

fully ; we did not know what

to do ; at last we tried Racia.

Baby drank it at once and

went satisfied to sleep. Since

then up to nearly 7 months,

Patty was fed solely on Racia-

Food and throve wonderfully.

At 6 months she could sit

up alone. Her teeth came

without any trouble, and when

her first photo was taken, at "]\

months, she weighed i8^1b.

and had 5 teeth. From

about 7 months we started to

give her Frame-Food gruel,

increasing the quantity so that

at 9 months Patty's main food

was Frame-Food, Racia being

given at the same time as a

drink. Little Pattv continued

to thrive exceedingly well ; at

8 months she could crawl, at 9

stand up alone, and at 10

months 20 days she walked

alone across the room. She

always slept well and was

happy and contented ; she

Iis bright and intelligent,

a real marvel, so all our

friends say."

11 MONTHS OLD.

TRIAL TIN AND DIETARY FREE.

Frame-Food Co., Ltd., Southfields, London, S.W.



ONCE, IN ORDLR TO WIN A j WAGE

a man undertook to sell a certain number of Sovereigns for Shillir

in a given time on London Bridge.

The public, however, didn't believe his offer and passed on.

At length a person of a more venturesome turn of mind came along a

risked a shilling. Then, when it was discovered that the sovereigns w<

sterling coin of the realm, there was such a run on the man's stock tha

was rapidly sold out and his wager won.

We go one better than that, for we offer Sovereigns for Sixpences! Tl

is, we are offering a sovereign's worth of literature and art for sixpence

PEARS' ANNUAL FOR 1908.

It is entirely true that sovereigns are now paid to us for single copies

Pears' Annuals of former years, and that
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